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EDITOR'S NOTE 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan's youth was 
passed in Bath» die scene of The Rivals, 
From Bath he eloped with Miss Linley 
— his own Lydia Languish — ^in highly ro- 
mantic fashion, but unlike Captain Absolute 
in the play» instead of proving the heir to an 
estate, Sheridan inherited nothing, and was 
always in poverty. 

During his meteoric career Sheridan was 
only too familiar with the scenes of The 
School for Scandal. This delightful satire 
was written from the centre of fashionable 
society, in which, *' without any visible means 
of support,** he had installed himself with his 
young wife. 

Sheridan was reckless in the extreme, and 
nothing but sheer audacity and an amazing 
capacity for meeting emergencies, saved him 
from eariy ruin. The triumph of The Rivals 
at Covent Garden in 1 775 carried him through 
his first financicd crisis, and the still greater 
success of his opera The Duenna, led to his 
proprietorship oi Drury Lane Theatre. Here 
his almost total neglect of the business re- 
sulted in such disorganisation that ruin was 
averted only by the production in 1777 of 
The School for Scandal, 

Turning to politics, Sheridan rose rapidly 
to great fame and influence. His impeach- 
ment of Warren Hastings was declared by 
Burke and Fox to be the most astonishing 
effort of eloquence on record. 

Sheridan was bom in 1751 and died in 
1816. 
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THE RIVALS 

PREFACE 

A PRfiPAoe to a play seertis generally 16 b^ tonsfd^red as 
a kind of- closet prologue, in which — if his piece has been 
successful — fthe author solidts that indulgence fi-om the 
reader which he had before experienced from the audience ; 
but as the scopcT and imfift^diate object of a ;^ay is to please 
a mixed assembly in fepreBeittation (whose judgment in 
the theatre dt least is dedsive), its degree of reputation 
is usually as deterftiined as public, before it cah be prepared 
for the cooler tribunal of the study. Thus any further 
solfcittlde on -the part of the ^writer becont^s unnecessary 
at least, if not. an intrusion: arid if the piecje has been 
condemned in the performance, I fear stn address to the 
closet, like an appeal to posterity, is constantly regarded 
as the procrastination of a suit from' a consciousness of 
the weakness of the cause. From these considerations, 
the following comedy would certainly have been sub- 
mitted to the reader without any further introduction 
than what it had in the representatioh, but that its success, 
has probably been founded on a circumstance which the 
author is informed has not before attended a theatrical: 
trial, and wHidh consequently ought not to pass unnoticed, 
I need scarcely add, that the circumstance alluded to- 
was the withdrawing of the piece, t^ remove those im- 
perfections in the first representation which were too- 
obvious to escape reprehension^ and too numerous to 
admit of a hasty correction. There: are few writers, I 
believe, who, even in thcf fullest consciousness of error, 
do not wish to palliate the faults which they acknowledge ; 
and however trifling the - performance, to second their 
confession of its deficiencies by Whatever plea seems least 
disgraceful to their ability. In the present Instance, it 
cannot be said to amouiit either to candoiu^ or modesty 
in me J tO' ackrioVledg^ an> extreme inexperience and want 
of Judgment on matters in which, without' guidance from 
practice or sptr frbnk success, a young man should scarcely 
boast of beitig' an adept. H it be said, that- unftler 4uch dis- 
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12 THE RIVALS 

advantages no one should attempt to write a play, I must 
beg leave to dissent from the position, while the first 
point of experience that I have gained on the subject is 
a knowledge of the candour and judgment with which 
an impartial public distinguishes between the errors of 
inexperience and incapacity, and the indulgence which it 
shows even to a disposition to remedy the defects of 
either. 

It were unnecessary to enter into any further extenuation 
of what w^ thought exceptionable in this play, but that 
it has been said, that the managers should have pre- 
vented ^ome of the defects before its appearance to the 
public — and in, particular the ua^ommon length of the 
piece as represented the fir^t night. It were an ill return 
for the most liberal and gentlemanly conduct, on their 
side, to suffer any censure to rest where none was deserved. 
Hurry in writing has long been exploded as an. excuse for 
an author ; — ^however, in the dramatic line it may happen 
that both an author and a. manager may wish to fill a 
chasm in the entertainment of the public with a hastiness 
not altogether culpable. The season was advanced when 
I first put the play into Mr. Harris's hands : it was at that 
time at least double the length of any acting comedy. I 
profited by his judgment and experience in the curtailing 
of it — ^till, I believe, his feeling for the vanity of a young 
author got the better of his desire for correctness, and he 
left many excrescences remaining, because he had assisted 
in pruiring so many more. .Hence, though I was not im- 
informed th^t the acts were still too long, I flattered myself 
that, after the first trial, I might with safer judgment 
proceed to remove what should rappear to liave been most 
dissatisfactory. Many other errors there were, which 
might in part have arisen from *my being by no means con- 
versant with plays in general, either in reading or at the 
theatre. Yet I own thatj in one respect, I did not regret 
my igtitorance : for as my first wish in attempting a play 
was to avoid every appearance of plagia^, I thought I 
should stand a better chance of effectiqg this from being 
in a walk which I had not frequented, and where, con- 
sequently, the progress of invention was less likely to be 
interrupted by starts of recollection : for on subjects on 
whidi the mind has been much informed^. invention is slow 
of exerting itself. Faded icieas float in the l^cy like 
half-forgotten dreams ; and the imagination in its fullest 
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THE RIVALS 13 

eiijo3rment$ becomes suspicious of its offopring) and doubts 
whether it has created or adopted. 

With regard to some particular passages which on the 
first night's representation seemed generally disliked, I 
confess that if I felt any emotion of surprise at the dis- 
approbation, it was not that they were disapproved of, 
but that I had not before perceived that they deserved it. 
As some part of the attack on the piece was begun too 
early to pass for the sentence of judgment, which is ever 
tardy in condemning, it has been suggested to me that 
much of the disapprobation must have arisen from virulence 
of malice rather than sevmty of criticism : but as I. was 
more apprehensive of there being just grounds to excite 
the latter than conscious of having deserved the former, 
I continue not to believe that probable which I am sure 
must have been unprovoked. However, if it was so, and 
I could even mark the quarter from whence it came, it 
would be ungenerous to retort : for no passion suffers 
more than malice from disappointment. For my own 
part, I see no reason why the author of a play should not 
regard a first night's audience as a candid and judicious 
friend attending, in behalf of the public, at his last rehearsal. 
If he can dispense with flattery, he is sure at least 
of sincerity, and even though the annotation be rude, he 
may rely upon the justness of the comment. Considered 
in this light, that audience, whose fiat is essential to the 
poet's claim, whether his object be fame or profit, has 
surely a right to expect some deference to its opinion, 
from principles of politeness at least, if not from gratitude. 

As for the little puny critics who scatter their peevish 
strictures in private circles, and scribble at every author 
who has the eminence of being unconnected with them, 
as they are usually spleen-swoln from a vain idea of in- 
creasing their consequence, there will always be found a 
petulance and illiberality in their remarks which should 
place them as far beneath the notice of a gentleman as 
their original dulness had sunk them from the level of the 
most unsuccessful author. 

It is not without pleasure that I catch at an opportunity 
of justifying myself from the charge of intending any 
national reflection in the character of Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 
If any gentleman opposed the piece from that idea, I thank 
them sincerely for their opposition; and if the condem- 
nation of this comedy (however misconceived the provo- 
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14 THRf RIVALS 

catioD) could tiave added ot»iSp20i:k to the decaying fiaiEke 
of national attachment to tjae country supposed to he 
reflected on, I should have heen happy in its, late;/ and 
might Mith /truth have^hoasted, that it had done more 
real service in-dts failure than the successful morality of >« 
thousand stage-novels will ever effect. 

It is usual, I hdieve, to thank the performers in a new 
play^ for the exertion of their several abilities. But whea*e, 
as in this instance, their merit hds heen iso striking and un- 
controverted as to call for the vifarmest and truest applause 
from a number of judidous audiences, the poet's after- 
praise comes like the feeble i acclamation ^f a ehHd to 
close the shouts of a multitude. The conduct, however^ 
of the principals in a theatre cannot> be so apparent to 
the public. I think it, therefore, hut justice to declare, 
that from this theatre (tbe only one I can speak of from 
experience) those writers who wish to try the dramatic 
line will meet with that oandour and liberal attention, 
which are generally allowed to be better calculated to 
lead genius into excdlence, than either the precepts of 
judjgment or the guidance oi experience. 

The Author 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE 

AS ORIGINALLY ACTED AT COVENT-GARDEN THEATRE IN 1 775 

Sir Anthony Absolute . . . . Mr. Shuter 

Captain Absolute Mr. Woodward 

Faulkland Mr. Lewis 

Acres Mr. Quick 

Sir Lucius O'Trigger Mr. Lee 

Fag Mr. Lee Lewes 

David Mr. Dunstal 

Thomas . , Mr. Fearon 

Mrs. Malaprop Mrs. Green 

Lydia Languish Miss Barsanti 

Julia Mrs. Bulkley 

Lucy Mrs. Lessingham 

Maid, Boy, Servants, &c. 

SCENE— BATH 

Time of action — Five Hours 
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PROLOGUE 

BY THB AUTHOR 
Spoken by Mr. Woodward and Mr, Quick 

Enter Sbrjeant-at-law, and Attorney following, and 
giving a paper 

Serf. What's here I — a vile cramp hand I I cannot see 
Without my spectacles. 

Alt. He means his fee. 

Nay, Mr. Serjeant, goo(J sir, try again. [Gives ij^neg] 

Serf. The scrawl improves I [more] Oh, come, ^tis pretty 
plain. 
Hey I how's this ? Dibble I — Sure it cannot be I 
A poet's brief I a poet and a fee I 

Att. Yes, sir I though you without reward, I know. 
Would gladly plead the Muse's cause. 

Serf. So I— so I 

Att. And if the fee offends, yoiu* wrath should fall 
On me. 

Serf. Dear Dibble, no offence at all. 

Att. Some sons of Phoebus in the courts we meet. 

Serf. And fifty sons of Phoebus in the Fleet I 

Att. Nor pleads he worse, who with a decent sprig 
Of bays adorns his legal waste of wig. 

Serf. Full-bottoni'd heroes thus, on signs, unfuri 
A leaf of laurel in a grove of curi I 
Yet tell your dicnt, that, in adverse days. 
This wig is warmer than a bush of bays. 

Att. Do you, then, sir, my client's place supply, 

Profuse of robe, and prodigal of tie 

Do you, with all those blushing powers of face. 

And wonted bashful hesitating grace, 

Rise in the court, and flourish on the case. [Exit] 

Serf. For practice then suppose^ — ^this brief will show it, — 
Me, Serjeant Woodward, — counsel for the poet. 
Used to the ground, I know 'tis hard to deal 
With this dread court, from whence there's no appeal ; 
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18 THE RIVALS 

No tricking here, to blunt the edge of law, 

Or, damn'd in equity, escape by flaw : 

But judgment given, your sentence must remain ; 

No writ of error lies — ^to Drury-lane ; 

Yet when so kind you seem, 'tis past dispute 

We gain some favour, If not costs of suit. 

No spleen is here I I see no hoarded fury ; — 

I think I never faced a milder jury I 

Sad else pur plight. I where frowns are transportation, 

A his^ the gallows, and a groan damnation f 

But such the public candour, ynithout fear , ^ 

My client waives all rigHt of challenge here. 

No newsman from our session is dismissed. 

Nor wit nor critic we scratch off the list ; 

His faults can never hurt another'ii ease, 

His crime, at worst, a bad attempt to please: 

Thus, all respecting, he appeals to aH, 

And by the general- voice will stand or fall. 



PROLOGUE 

BY THB AUTHOR , . . . 

Spoken on the Tenth Night, by Mrs. Bulkley ' 

Granted our cause, our suit and tdal o'er, 
The worthy Serjeant need appear no more : 
In pleasing I a different client, choose^ 
He served the Poet — I would serve the, Muse ; 
Like him, I'll try to merit your applause, 
A female counsel in a female's cause. 

Look on this form,* — ^wh^e humour, quaint and sly, 
Dimples the cheek, and points the beaming eye ; 
Where gay invention seems to boast its wiles 
In amorous hint, and half-triumphajat smiles; 
While her light mask or covjers satire's strokes. 
Or hides the conscious blush her wit provokes. - 
Look on her well — does she seem .form'd to tieajc^i? 
Should you ^xj^ect to hear this lady pr^acjb? j 
Is grey experience suited to her yai^th ? 
Do solemn sentiments become that mouth? 



♦ Pointing to the figure of Comedy. 
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Bid her be grave, those lips should rebel prove 
To every theme that slanders mirth or love. 
Yet thus adorn'd with every graceful art 
To charm the fancy and yet reach the heart- 



Must we displace her ? And instead advance 
The goddess of the woful countenance — 
The sentimental Muse I — Her emblems view, 
The Hlgrftn's Pl*ogress, and a sprig of rue I 
View her — too chaste to look like flesh and blood — 
Primly portray'd on emblematic wood I 
There, fix'd in usurpation, should she stand. 
She'll snatch the dagger from her sister's hand: 
And having made her votaries weep a flood. 
Good heaven I she'll end her comedies in blood — 
Bid Harry Woodward break poor Dunstal's crown I 
Imprison Quick, and knock Ned Shutfer dbwn ; 
While sad Barsanti, T^eeping o'er the scene. 
Shall stab herself — or poison Mrs. Green. 

Such dire encroachments to prevent in tinfe. 
Demands the critic's voice — ^the poet's rhym6. 
Can our light scenes add strength to holi^ laws I 
Such puny patronage but hurts the cause : 
Fair virtue scomS' our feeble aid to ask. 
And moral truth disdains the trickster's mask. 
For her6 their favourite stands,* whose brow severe 
And sad, claims youth's respect and pity's tear ; 
Who, when oppress'd by foes her worth creates, 
Can poi'nt a poniard at the gmlt she hates. 

* Pointing to Tragedy. 
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ACT ONE 

Scene I.— A Street 

Enter Thomas ; he crosses the Stage ; Fag follows^ 
looking after him 

Fag. What I Thomas I sure 'tis he ?— What I Thomas I 
Thomas I 

Thos, Hey I — ^Odd's lifei I Mr. Fag I — give us your hand, 
my old fellow-servant. 

Fag. Excuse my glove, Thomas : I'm devilish glad 
to see you, my lad. Why, my prince of charioteers, you 
look as hearty I — ^but who the deuce thought of seeing you 
in Bath ? 

Thos. Sure, master. Madam Julia, Harry, Mrs. Kate, 
and the postillion, be all come. 

Fag. Indeed I 

Thos. Ay, master thought another fit of the gout was 
coming to make him ^ visit; — s^o he'd a mind to gL't the 
slip, and whip ! we were all off at an l^oup's warning. 

Fag. Ay, ay, hasty in every thing, or it would not be Sir 
Anthony Absolute I 

(Thos. But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does young master ? 
Odd I Sir Anthony will stare to see the captain here I 

Fag. I do not ser ve Captain Absolute now. 

Thos. Why, sureT^ y 

Fag. At present I am employed by Ensign Beverley. 

Thos. 1 doubt, Mr. Fag, you ha'n't changed for the 
better. 

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 

Thos. No I Why didn't you say you had left young 
master ? 

Fag. No. — ^Well, hone st T homas. I must puzzle you no 
further : — ^briefly then-fcaptain Absolute and Ensign 
Beverley are one and tile same personJ 

Thos. The devil they are I 

Fag. So it is indeed, Thomas ; and the ensign half of 
my master being on guard at present — ^the captain has 
nothing to do with me. 

Thos. So, so I — ^What, this is some freak, I warrant I 
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Scene I THE RIVALS Zl 

— Do tell us, Mr. Fag, the meaning o't — ^you know I ha' 
trusted you. 

Fag. You'll be secret, Thomas ? 

Thos. As a coach-horse. 

Fag, Why then ^he cause of all this is — Love,^ — Love^ ^ 
Thomas, who (as you/ may get read to you; has been a 
masquerader ever since the days of Jupiter.' 

Thos. Ay, ay ; — I guessed there was a lady in the case : — 
but pray, why does your master pass only for ensign ?— 
Now if he had shammed geQcral indeed 

Fag. Ah ! Thomas, there lies the mystery o' the matter. 
Hark'ee, Thomas, my master is in love with a lady of a 
very singular taste : a lady who likes him better as a half- 
pay ensign than if she knew he was son and heir to. Stf 
Anthony Absolnte, a baironet of three thousand a year. 

Thos. That is an odd taste indeed I— But has s^e ^ot the 
stuff, ftfe Fag? Is she rich, hey ? jv/ 

Fag. teich I — ^Why, I believe she owns haif the stocks 1 V*"^*^^ 
Zounds llrhomas, she could pay the national debt as ^^.i"^ 
easily aVh could my washerwoman I She has a lap-dog \ 
that eats out of gold, — she feeds her parrot with small } 
pearls, — and all her thread-papers are made of bank-notes l/ 

Thos. Bravo, faith I — Odd I I warrant she has a .set of 
thousands at least; — ^but does she draw kindly with the 
captain ? 

Fag. As fond as pigeons. 

Thos. May one hear her name ? 

Fag. Miss Lydia Languish. — But there is an old tough 
aunt in the way; tliough, by-the-bye, she has never seen 
my master — for we got acquainted with miss while on a 
visit in Gloucestershire. 

Thos. Well — I wish they were once harnessed together 
in matrimony. — But pray, Mr. Fag, what kind of a place 
is this Bat h ? — I ha' heard a deal of it — here's a mort o' 
merry-making, hey? 

Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty weU — 'tis a goodj 
lounge; in the morning we go to the pump-rpom, though! 
neither my master nor I drink the jsaters ; after breakfast' 
we saunt^ on the parades^ or play a gariie at billiards; 
at night we danc e ; b^ffiTdamn the place, I'm tired lif it : : 
their regular hours stupefy me — ^not a fiddle nor a card-^ 
after eleven I — ^However, Mr. Faulldand's gentleman andf 
I keep it up a little in private parties ; — I'll introduce you 
there, Thomas — ^you'll like him xuDuch. 
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22 THE RIVALS Act I 

Thos. Sure I know Mr. Dn Pdgne — ^you know his master 
is to marry Madam Julia. 

Fag, I had forgot. — But, Thomas, yo u must polish a 
little— indeed you must. — Here now— 45is wig I— ^What 
tKrHevil do you do with a wig, Thomas ? — Nonfe of the 
London whips of any degree of ion wear Wigs now. 

Thos, More's the pity I more's the pity I I say. Odd's 
life ! when I heard how the lawyers and doctors had took 
to their own hair, I thought how 'twould go next: — odd 
rabbit it I when the fashions had got foot on the bar, I 
guessed 'twould mount to the box I — ^but 'tis all out of 
diaracter, believe me, Mr. Fag: and look'ee. Til never 
gi' up mine-^the lawyers and doctors may do as they 
will. ' 

Fag. Well, Thomas, we^H not quarrel about that. ' 

TAos. Why, bless you, the^ gentlemen of the professions 
l)en't all of a mind — ^for in our village now, th6ff Jack 
Gauge, the ex^seman, has ta^en to- his carrots, there's 
little Dick the farrier swears he'll never forsake his l)ob, 
though all the college should appe^ with' their own 
heads I 

Fa^. Indeed 1 well said, Dickl-^But hold — ^mark I 
mark! Thomas. • 

Thos. 2ooksI 'tis the captain. — Is that the lady with 
him? 

Fag. No, no, that is Madam Lacy, my master's mistress's 
maid. They lodge at that house — ^but I must after him 
to tell him the news. 

Thos. Odd I he's giving her money I— Well Mr. Fag 

Fag. Good-bye, Thcwnas. I haVe an appointment in 
Gyde's Porch this evening at eight ; Ineet me there, and 
we'll make a little party. \Exeuni severallj 



Scene II. — A Dressing-room in Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings 

Lydia sitting on a sofa. With a book in her hand. , Lucy^ 

^^""^ as fust returned from a message ., ' 

/■ .... 

Lucy. Indeed, ma'am, I traversed half f- the ^ town in 
search of it : I don't believe there's a circulating library 

^ Bath I ha'n't been at. - 
Lgd: And could not you get The Reward of Constancy ? 
Lucy. No, indeed, ma^am. 
Lyd. Nor The Fatal Connexion? ' . 
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ScENfe II THE RIVALS 23 

Xuej^. .No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lyd. Nor The Mistakes of the Heart 7 

Lucy. Ma'am, as ill luck would have it, Mr. Bull said 
Miss Sukey Saunter had just fetched it away. 

Lyd. Heigh-ho 1 — Did you inquire for The Delicate 
Distress ? 

Lucy. Or, The Mtmatrs of Lady Woodford? Yes, 
indeed, ma'am. I asked everywhere for it ; and I might 
have brought it from Mr. J^ederick's, but Lady Slattern 
Lounger, who had just sent it honie, had: so soiled and 
dog'sreared it, it wa'nt fit for a Christian to read. 

Lyd. Heigh-ho I — Yes, I always know when Lady 
Slattern has been bef6re me^ She has a most observing 
thumb; and, I believe, cherishes her nails for the con- 
venience of making marginal notes. — ^Well, child, what 
have you brought me ? 1 

Lucy. Oh I here,' ma'am. — [Taking kooks from under 
her chak, and from her pockets.} This is The Gordian 
Knot,—Siikd this Peregrine Pickle. Herie are The Tears of 
Sensibility y and Humphrey Clinker. This is The Memoirs 
of a Lady of Quality, written by herself, and here the second 
Volume of The Sentimental . Journey. 

Lyd. HeiglT%6'l— Wnat are those nooks by the glass ? 

Lucy. The great one is only The Whole Duty of Man^ 
where I press a few blonds, ma'am. 

Lyd. Very well — give me the sal volatile. 

Lucy. Is it in a blue cover, ma'am ? 

Lyd. My smelling-bottle, you simpleton 1 

Lucg. Oh, the drops 1 — ^here, ma'am. 

Lyd. Hold I— here's some one coming — quick, see who 
it is. — [Exit LucyJ Surdy I heard my cousin Julia's 
voice. 

Re-enter Lucy . 

Lucy. L^d I ma'am, here is Mis^ I^elyille. 

Lyd. Is it possiWe? — / """'^'^ iJS'xz7 Lucy 

• ^ter JmA\ 

Lyd. My dearest JuHa, how delighted am I ! — [Embraoe.] 
How unexpected was this hapinhess I 

Jul. True, Lydia~and oaur pleasure is tlie. greaterir— 
But what has been the matter ? — ^you- wepe defied to me 
at first I '-'i 

Lyd. Ah, Julia, I have a thousand things to tell; you I 
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24 THE RIVALS ■ Act I 

— But first inform me what has conjured you to Bath ? 
Is Sir Anthony here ? 

Jul, He is- — we are arrived within this hour — and I 
suppose he will be here to wait on Mrs. Malaprop as soon 
as he is dressed. 

Lyd, Then before we are interrupted, let me impart to 
you some of my distress I — I know your gentle nature will 
sympathise with me, though your prudence may condemn 
me I My letters have informed you of my whole connection 
/'with Beverley ; but I have lost him, Julia I My aunt has 
/ discovered our intercourse by a note, she intercepted, and 
has confined me ever since ! Yet, would you believe it ? 
she has absolutely fallen in love with a tall Irish baronet 
she met one night since we have been here, at Lady Mac- 
shuffle's rout. 

Jul. You jest, Lydia I ^ 

Lyd, No, upon, my word.— fehe really carries on a kind 
of correspondence with him, under a fe igned name though, 
till she chooses to be known to him ; — But lirts a Delia or 
a C^a, I assure you. j *^ . 

JuL Then, surelyT^Shfc is now more indulgent to her niec0. 
Lyd, Quite the contrary. Since she has discovered her 
own fr^ty, she is become more suspicious of mine. Then 
I must inform you of another plague ? — That odious Acres 
is to be in Bath to-day, so that I protest I shall be teased 
out of all spirits I 

Jul, Come, come, Lydia, hope for the best — Sir Anthony 
shall use his interest with Mrs. Malaprop. 

Lyd, But you have not heard the worst. Unfortunately 
I had quarrelled with my p##r Beverley, just before my 
aunt made the discovery, and I have not seen him since, 
to make it up. 

Jul, What was his •ffence ? . 

/ Lyd, Nothing at all I — But, I don't know how it was, as 

' often as we had been together, we had never had a quarrel, 

/ and somehow, I was afraid he would never give me an 

I opportunity. So, last Thursday, I wrote a letter to myself, 

f to inform myself that Beverley was at that time pajang 

( his addresses to another woman. I signed it your friend 

' unknown, showed it to Beverley, charged him with his 

falsehood, put myself in a violent passion, and vowed I'd 

never see him more. 

Jul, And you let him depart so, and have not seen him 
since?.; 
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Lyd, 'Twas the next day my aunt found the knattler out.\ 
I intended only to have teased him three ^days and a half, / 
and now I've lost hinl tot ever. / 

Jul, If he is as deserving and sincere as you have repre- 
sehted him to me, he will never give you up so. Yet con- 
sider, Lydia, you tell me he is but att ensign, and you have 
thirty thousand pounds. , 

Lyd. But you know I lose most of my fortune if I inarry V^^^ 
without my aunt's consent, till of age ; and that is whatJkT^ 
have determined to do, ever since I knew the penalty. / 
Nor could I love the man who would wish to wait a day v 
for the alternative. 

JuL Nay, this is caprice I 

Lyd, What, does JuBa tax me with caprice ?^-I thought 
her lover Faulkland had inured her to it. 

JuL I do not love even his faults. 

Lyd, But apropos— you have sent to him, I suppose ? 

Jul, Not yet, upon my word — ^nor has he the least idea 
of my being in Bath. Sir Anthony's resolution was so 
sudden, I could not inform him of it. 

Lyd, Well, Julia, you are your Own mistress (thoiigh 
under the protection of Sir Anthony), yet have you, for 
this long year, been a slave to the caprice, the whim, the 
jealousy of this ungrateful Faulkland, who will' ever delay 
assuming the right of a husband, while you suffer him to 
be equally imperious as a lover. ^ , j^ 

JuL Nay, you are wrong entirely. |We WCT ^contract ed f "^^^ 
be^c my father's death. That, and some consequent 
ei^bafPassmentSTTTSve^elayed what I know to be my 
Faulkland's most ardent Wish A He is too generous to 
trifle on suqh a point : — and for his character, you wrong 
him there too. /r5o, Lydia, he is too proud, too noble to 
be jealous ; if Ije is captious, 'tis without dissembling ; 
if fretful. Without rudeness! Unused to the fopperies of 
love, he is negligent of t!IF little duties expected from a . 
lover— ^but being unhackneyed in the passion, his affection I 
is ardent and sincere ; and as it engrosses his whole soul, | 
he expects every thought and emotion of his mistress to 
move in unison with his. Yet, though his pride calls for 
this full return, his humility makes him undervalue those 
qualities in him which would entitle him to it ; and not 
feeling why he should be loved to the degree he wishes, he 
still suspects that he is not loved enough. This temper, I 
must own, has cost me many unhappy bom's t bht I have 
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learntd to think myself his debtor, for those imperfections 
which arise from the ardour of his attachment. 

Lyd, Well, I cannot blame you for defending him. But 
tdl me candidly, Julia^ had he never s^ed your life do 
you think you should have been attached to him as yoQ 
are ? — Believe me, the rude blast that overset your. boat 
was a prosperous gale of love to him. 

Jul. Gratitude may have strengthened my attachment 
to Mr. Faulkland, but I lovQd hirii before he had preserved\ 
me ; yet surely that alone were an obligation sufficient. 

Lyd, Obligation ! why a water spaniel would have done 
as much I — ^Well, I should never think of giving pay heart 
to a man because he could swim. 

JtMl,. Come, Lydia, you are too inconsiderate* 

Lyd. Nay, I do but jest. — ^What's here ? 

Re-enter Lucy in a hurry 

Lucy, O.ma'am) h^e is Sir Anthony Absolute just come 
home with your aunt. 

Lyd, They'll not come here.-r-Lucy, do you watch. 

[Exit Lucy 

Ju/uiYet I must go. Sir Anthony does not know I am 
here, and if we meet, he'll detain uie, to show me the town. 
1*11 take another opp<H*tunity of paying my respects to 
Mrs. Malaprop, when she shall treat me, as long as she 
chooses, with her select words so ingeniously misapplied, 
without being mispronounced. 

Re-enter Lucy 

Lucy. Lud I ma'am, they are both coming upstairs* 

Lyd. Well, I'll not detain you, coz.— Adieu, my dear 

Juliai I'm sure you are in haste to send to Faulkland. — 

There — ^through nay room you'll find another staircase. 

\ JuL Adieu I [En^races Lydia and exit 

^ Lyd, l^yft fl my de ar Lucy^ hide^hese books. Quick, 

quick. — Fling Peregrine Piqkle~lxn<i^T the t(fllet — ^throw 

Roderick RcmdontinXo the closet — ^put The Innocent Adultery 

into The Whole Duty of Man — thrust Lord Aimworth 

under the ,^ofa — cram Ovid b ehind the bolster — ^there — 

put The Man of FeelingTj^ioyour pocket — so, so— now lay 

Mr,s. Chapone in sight, and leave Fo^dyoe's Sermons open 

on the table. 
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Lvtcg, O bum it, ma'am I the bair-dressep bas* torn 
away as far as Proper Pride. 

Lyd. Never mind-^**open at Sehriety.-^FUng me Lord 
Chesterfield's I^/ters-j-^Now for !em. [EitU Lucy 

Enter Mrs. MalaP^op, and Sik Anthony AbsoItUte 

Mrs. Mai. There, Sir Anthony, there sits the deliberate 
simpleton vfho wantit'to disgrace ber family, and lavish 
herself on a fellow not worth a shilling. 

Lyd. Madam, I thought you once — . — 

Mrs. Mai. You thought, miss I I don't know any busi- 
ness you have to think at all--thought does not become 
a young woman. But the point we would request of you 
is, that you will promise to forget this f ellow-^t o illiter ate 
him, I say, quite, fronx your memory. '"""' 

Lyd. Ah, madam I our memories are indepei^dent of 
our wiUs. It is not so easy to forget. 

Mrs. Mai. But I say it is, miss; there is nothing oii 
earth so easy as to forget, if a person chooses to set about 
it. I'm sure I have as much forgot yojur poor dear uncle 
as if he had never existed — and I thought it my duty so 
to do ; and let me tell you, Lydia, these violent memories 
don't become a young woman. 

Sir. Anih. 'Why, sure, she won't pretend to remember \ 
what she's ordered not I — ay, this comes of her reading I I 

Lyd. What orime, madanv have I committed, to be / 
treated thus? 

Mrs. Mai. Now don't attempt to extirpate yourself 
from the matter; you know I have proof controverti- 
ble of it.---£nt tell me, will you promise to do as 
you're bid|?( WUlyou take a husband of your friends' 
choosing ? | 

Lyd. Mroam, I must teU you plainly, that had I no J 
preference for any one else, the choice you have made would 
be my aver^on. 

Mrs. Mai. What business have you, miss, with pre- 
ference and aversion ? They don't become a young woman ; 
and you ought to know, that as both yalways wear o£f^ 
_^ safest in matrimony to begin with- a little aversion, 
\l am sure I bated your poor deiar i^ncle before mantiage 
ks if he'd been a blackanH)or — and yet, nwss, you are 
sensible what a wife I made \ — and wjti^n it pleased Heaveii 
to release me from him, 'tis ui^known what tears I shedil 
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— But suppose we were going to give .j^iou another. choice, 
^^ — .will you promise us to give up this Beverley ? ' 

Lyd. Could I belie my thoughts ^o far as to give that 
promise, my actions would certainly as far belie my words. 

Mrs. Mai, Take yourself to your room. — You are fit 
company for nothing but your own ill-huihours. 

Lyd, Willingly, ma'am — I cannot change for the worse. 

[JSxit 

Mrs, Mai, There's a little intricate hussy for you I 

Sir Anth. It is not to be wondered at, ma*am, — all thi ^ 
j^ i s the natural consequence ( ^f ^f^i^^^^i^ ^ ^ris tojr ead.^ Had 
f a thousana aaiighters, by Heaven I I'd as soon have 
them taught the black art as their alph^hgtj 

Mrs, Mai, Nay, nay. Sir Anthony^you are an absolute 
misanthropy. r ' - ■ 

Sir Anth, In my way hither, Mrs. Malaprop, I observed 

(your niece's maid coming forth from a circulating library I — 
She had a book in each hand— they were half-bound 
volumes, with marble covel^ I — From that moment I 
guessed how full of duty I should see her mistress I 
Mrs, Af a?: Those are vile places, indeed! 
Sir Anth, Madam, a (Jirdulating library in a t own is as 
an evergreen tree of dial^blicaricnowledge I K 'T51bssoms 
througlT" the yeai ' I-^Aiid depen d on it, Mrs. Malaprop, 
nV that they who are so f ond o f handling th^/leave^, will 
^£Jong for the fruit at last. 

Mrs, Mai. *Fyr fy. Sir Anthony I you surely speak 
laconically. 

Sir Anth, Why, ^Irs. Malaprop, in moderation now, 
\. what would you h ave a woman know ? 

^ Mrs. Mai, ubs^l'Vt mt, Sif AiilliWiy. I would by no 
means wish a daughter of mine to be a pr6geny of learn- 
ing; I don't think so much learning becomes a young 
^ woman ; for instance, I woiild never let her meddle with 
^ Greek, or Hebrew, or algebra, or simony, or fluxions, or 
paradoxes, or such inflammatory branches of learhing — 
neither would it be necessary for hei* to handle any of your 
mathematical, astronomical, diabolical instruments. — ^But, 
Sir Anthony, I would send her, at nine yeat^ old, to a 
boarding-school, in ord^r to learn A little ingenuity and 
artifice. Then, sir, she shoiild hSve a supercilious know- 
ledge in accounts ; — and as she grew up, I would have 
her instructed in geohi^try, that she might know some- 
^ thing of the cohtagious ooimtries ;-^but above all. Sir 
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Anthony, ^e sbQuld be mistress of orthodoxy, fthat she 
might not misspell, and mispronounce words, so: shame- 
fully as girlft uaually do ;t and likjewise that she itilfiht I'epi-e- t>^ 
hend the true meaning of what she is sayingjThisi'^Sir / 
Anthony, is what I would have a woman kriBw ; — and I 
don't think there is a superstitious article in it. 

Sir Anth, Well, well, Mrs. Malaprop, I will dispute the 
point no further with you; though I must confess that V ^^ 
you are a trujly moderate and polite arguer, fdr almost .V^^(y 
every third word you say is on my side of the . question^ ^ 
But, Mrs. Mialapirop,' to-the mpre important point in, debate 
— ^you.say. yoijL haye no objection to nty, proposal ? 

Mrs, Mai. None, I assure you. I am under no positive 
engagement with Mr. Acres, and asiLydia is so obstinate 
against: him, p^rtiaps your son may have better success. 

Sir Anth. Well, madam, I will write for the boy directly,. 
He knows not a syllable of this yet, though I have for some 
time had the; proposal in my head. He is at present with 
his regiment.' . , ', ■.'. 

Mrs^ Mai. Wje have never seen your son, Sir Anthony; 
but I hope no objeetipn on his .side. 

Sir Anth.. ObjectiKW r — ^let him object if he d^e I — No, 
no; ;Mrs. Malaprop, Jack knows that the least demur puts 
n^ ^ia a frenzy directly.. My process; was ; always very 
simple-r-in their younger days, 'twas "Jack, do ,this ; '' 
— if he, demurred^ I knocked him down—and if h« grum- 
bled at that, I always sent him out <rf the room, i 

Mrs. Mel. -^y, and the prpperest way, o' my conscience I 
— ^nothing iS' so> jconcdliating to young people as severity. 
-^Well, Sir AnthonJ^, J shall give Mr> Acres his disph^ge, / 
and prepare L ydia t4>\yeeeive your sn^'s }^Yo<>j^tmwfi ^-^ « 
a^d^K hope you will represent Jber to the captain ^s an I 
<U)ject;kot altogether. illegible. . ^ s 

^^if^fAitth. Madam, I vrill handle the subject prudently. 
-^Well, I must. Jeavci you; and let mft beg yoi^. Mrs. 
Malaprop, to enforce this matter, roundly to the girl.— 
Take my advice — ^keep>a tight hand: if sbe rejects this 
^oposal, dap hcE under lock and; key ; and if you were 
just to let the servants forget to bring her dinner for three 

r^r f our days, you can't conceive how she'd come about. 
lE:isit 1 
Mrs. Mai. Well, at any rate I shall be ^lad to get hier " 
ijfrom under my intuition* She has somehow discovered ' 
imy partiality for Sir Lupins O'Trigger—^Siure, Lucy can't 
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hsLwe betrayed me I— No, the girl Is snch a slmplet»>n, 
I should have mode her confess it.-^Lucy I— Lucy I — 
{Calls.] Had she been one of your artificial ones, I should 
never have trusted her. 

Re-enter Lucy 

Lucy. Did you call, ma'am ? 

Mrs. MaL Yes, girl.— Did you see Sit Ludus while you 
was out ? 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am, not a glimpse of him. 

Mrs, MaL You are sure, Lucy;- that you never men- 
tioned—- — 

Likg. O gemini I Pd sooner cut my tongue out. 

Mrs. Mai. Well, don't let your simplicity be imposed 
on. ^-^ 

Lu€y. No, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mai. So, come to me presently, : and TU^ve you 
another letter to Sir Lucius ; but mind, Lucy — if ev^ 
you betray what yoti are entrusted with (ui^ss It be 
other people's secrets to me), you forfeit my malevolence 
for ever ; and your being a simpleton shall be nO excuse 
tor your locality. [Exit 

Lucy. Hal< ha I hal — So, my dear Simplicity, fet me 
give you a little respite.— [AWcn'n^ her mannet.] •' Let girls 
in my station be as fond as they please of appearihgitKpert, 
and knowing in their trusts ; commend me to a maik of 
silliness, and a pair of sharp eyes for my own interest 
under it I — Let me see to what account have* I turned my 
simplicity lately. — [Looks at a paper.] For abetting Miss 
Lydia Languish in a design of running away with an ensign : 
— in moneyy ^ndfy times, twd9e pound twelve; gdwns, 
floe ; hats, ruffles, caps, etc., etc., numberless ; — From the 
said en&ign, within iHis last months six guineas and a half. — 
-About a quarter's pay I — Item, from Mrs. Malaprop,' for 
belaying the yottng people to /tor-— when I found matters 
were likely to be • ^scovered--<iw guineas, and a black 
paduasOy. — Item, from Mr. Acres^ for carrying diveUrs 
letters — ^which I never delivered— /iw guineas, and a pair 
of buckles. — Item, froni Sir Lucius O* Trigger^ three crowms, 
two gold pocket-pieces, and a silver snuff-box ; — ^Well, done^ 
Simplicity! — Yet I was forced to mike my Hibemiart 
b^evc that he Was corrdsj)onding, not with the aunti 
but 19^11 the aieee : for though not over ilch, I fonnc 
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he had too itoiidi pride and delicacy, to sacrifice the feelings 
of a gentleman to the necessities of his fortune. [Exit 



ACT TWO 
ScENB I.— Captain Absolute's Lodgings 
Captain Absoluts and Fag 

Fag^ Sir, while I was there Sir Anthony came in : I 
told him yon had sSht me to mquire alter nis heSItC^ .and 
to know if he was at leisure to see you. 

Abs. And what did he say on hearing i was at Batlu ^ 

Fag. Sir, in my life I never saw an elderly ge]it4<»>wi 
more astonished I He started hack two or three paces, \ 
rapped out a dozen interjectural oaths, and asked what the ' 
devil had brought you here. . ^ 

Abs. Well, sir, and .what did you say ? 

Fag. Oh, I lied, sir-^I forget the precise lie; but you 
may depend on 't, hegot no truth irom me. Yet, with 
subipission, for fear oT TiluBdeis ^l ii future, I should be 
^ad to fix what h^s brought us to Bath ; in order that we 
may lie a little consistently. Sir; Anthony'^ servants were 
curious, sir, very curious indeed. 

Abs. You have said nothing to. them ? 

Fag. Oh, not a word, sir, — ^not a word I Mr. Thomas, 
indeed, the coachman (whom I take to be the discreetest 
of whips) 

Abs. 'Sdeathi — you rascal! yon have not trusted 
hhni 

F(m. Ohy BO, sir — no-^rno— not a syllable, upon my 
veracity I^*-He was, indeed, a httie inquisitive ; but I was 
sly, sir — devilish sly I My. master (said I), honest Thomas 
(you know, sir, one says honest to one's inferiors), is come 
to Bdth to recruit — Yes, sir, I said to recruit — ^and whether 
for men, money, or constitution, you know, sir. Is nothing 
to him, nor any one else* 

A&«. Well, recruit will do — itt it be so. . . 

Fag. Oh, sir, recruit will do surprisinj^y-^r-indieedv to 
i'give the tl]^g an air, I toi^ Tbemas'that your honour 
I had already enlisted five dtebanded ' chainnen, sevian 
minority waiters, and thirteen billiard-markers. * 
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Abs. You blockhead, never say more than is necess^uy: 

Fag. I beg pardon, sir— I beg pardon — ^but, with sub- 
mission, a lie is nothing unless one supports it. Sir, when- 
ever I draw on my invention for a good current lie, I 
always forge indorsements as well as the bill. 

Abs. Well, take care you don't hurt your credit by offer- 
ing too much security. — Is Mr. Faulkland returned ? 

Fag. He is above, sir, changing his dress. 

Abs. Can you tell whether he has been informed of Sir 
Anthony and Miss Melville's arrival ? 

Fag. 1 fancy not, sir ; he has seen no one since he came 
in but his gentleman, T^dio was with him at Bristol. — I 
think, sir, I hear Mr. Faulkland coming down — * — 

Abs. Go, tell him I am here. 

Fag. Yes, siTv — [Going.] 1 beg pardon, sir, but should 
Sir Anthony call, you will do me the favour to remember 
that we are recruiting, if you please. 

Abs. Well, well. . ^ 

Fag. And, in tenderness to my character, if your honour 
could bring in the. chairmen and waiters, I should esteem 
it as an obligation ; for though I never scruple a lie to 
serve my master, yet it hurts one's consdence to be found 
out. > [Exit 

Abs. Now for my whimsical friend — ^rf he does not 
know that his mistress is here, rU' tease him a little before 
I teU him.— 

Enter Faulkland ' 

- Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath ;again ; you are punctual 
in your return. 

Faiilk. Yes ; I liad nothing to detain me, when I had 
finished the business I went on. Well, what news since 



X 



I left you ?• ho^ stand matters between you and Lydia ? ' 

(A^s.' Faith, mruch as they were ; I have not' seen her! 
since oui* quai^el ; however, I expect to be* i*ecalled every 
hour. . ; . ) ' 

Faulk. Why don't you persuade' her to go off with you . 
yat once? ^"^"^ : " I 

m ""airs. '^iQiat, and lose two-thirds^f her: fortune? youj 
J forget that, my "HTenSt-^d,' ho, Tcoiild have brought her! 
to that long ago. 

Faulk. Nay, then, yoil triflfe too long— if ydu are surd 
of her, propose to the aunt in your own character, and! 
write to Sir Anthony for his consent. , 
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Abs. Softly, softly; for though I am convinced my 
little Lydia would elope "with me as Ensign Beverley, yet 
am I by no means certain that she would take me with 
the impediment of our friends* consent, a regular humdrum 
weddingy^A^d the reversion of a good fortune on my side ; 
no, no;| I must prepare her gradually for the discovery 
and make myself necessary to her, before I risk it. — 
Well, but Faulkiand, you'll dine with us to-day at thci 
hotel ? -^ . 

Faulk. Indeed I cannot ; I am not in spirits to be of 
such a party. 

Abs. By heavens I I shall forswear your company. 
You are the most teasing, captibus, incorrigible lover I 
— Do love like a man. 

Faulk. I own I am unifit for company. 

Abs. Am not I a lover ; ay, and a romantic one too ? 
Yet do I carry everywhere with me such a confounded 
farrago of doubts, fears, hopes, wishes, and all the flimsy 
furniture of a country miss's brain I 

Faulk. Ah I Jack, your heart and soul are not, like min eT^ 
fixed inmiutably on one only objec t. Vou tnrow lor a large 
stake, but losing, you could stake and throw again : — ^but 
I have set my sum of happiness on this cast, and not to 
succeed were to be stripped of all. _J 

Abs. But, for Heaven's sake I what grounds for appre- 
hension can yoiM" whimsical brain conjure up at present ? 

Faulk. What grounds for apprehension, did you say? 
Heavens I are there not a thousand ? I fear for her ^ 
spirits — ^her health — ^her life. — My absence may fret her; 
her anxiety for my return, her fears for me may oppress 
her gentle temper: and for her health,_jioes not every 
hour bring me cause to be alarmed ? [u it rains, some 
shower may even then have chilled her delicate frameli 
If the jwind be keen, some rude blast may have affecfCa 
her I (The heat of noon, the dews of the evening, may 
endanger the life of her, for whom only I value mineJ 
O Jack! when delicate and feeling souls are separated, 
there is not a feature in the sky, not a movement of the 
elements, not an aspiration of the breeze, but hints some 
cause for a lover's apprehension I 

Abs. Ay, bufWfe ma y cl w) ose whether we will take the 
hint or not. — So, then, Faulkiand, if you were convinced that 
Julia were well and in spirits, you would be entirely con- 
tent? 
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Faulk. 1 should be happy JbeyoBd in^a$ure— I am 
, anxiouss only for that. 

Abs. Then to cure your anxiety at once — Miss Melville 
is-in* perfect health, and is at this moment in Bath. 
I Faulk. Nay, Jgdk-^d^J; triflf, with -me. . 

Abs. She is arri^^TlSfewith my father ivithin this |iour. 

Faulk. Caa ^you be serio us ? 

Abs.^ I thought you knew Sir Anthony better than to 
be surprised at a sudden whim of this kind. — Seriously, 
then, it is as I tell you-^upon my honour. 

Faulk. My dear friend I — Hollo, Da Peigne I my hat. 
— ^My dear Jack — ^now nothing on earth can give me a 
moment's uneasiness. 

Re-enter Fao 



Fag. Sir, Mr, A cre§^ just arrived, is below. 

Abs. Stay, FauIBSnd, this Acres livjes within a mile of 
Sir Anthony, and he shall tell you how your mistress has 
be^n ever since you left her. — Fag, show the gentleman up. 

[Exit Fag 

Faulk. What, is he much acquainted in the f amiiy ? 

Abs. Oh, very intimate : I insist on your not going : 
besides, his character will divert you. 

Faulk. Well, I should like to ask him a few questions. 

Abs. Ij fe^ is likewise a rival of min e — ^tbat is, of my other 
self's, for jie does not think his friend Captain Absolute ever 
saw the lady in question : and ft is ridiculous enough to 
hear him con^)lain to me of one Beverley, a concealed 
skulking rival, who 

Faulk. Hush I — he's here. 

Enter Acres 

Acres. Ha I my dear friend, noble captain, and honest 
Jack, how do' St thou ? just arrived, faith, as you see. — 
Sir, yom* humble servant. — Warm work on the roads. Jack I 
— Odds why)s and. wheels I I've travelled like a comet, 
with a tail of dust all the way as long as the Mall. 

Abs. Ah I Bob, you are indeed an eccentric planet, but 
we know your attraction hither. -^ Give me leave to 
introduce Mr. Faulkland to you; Mr. Faulkland, Mr. 
Acres. 

Acres. Sir, I am most heartily glad to see you ; sir, I 
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« 
solicit your eonitections. — Hey, Jdck-^-what, this is Mr. 
Faulkland, who 

Abs. Ay, Bob, Miss Melville's Mr. Faulkland. 

Acres. Odso) she and yonr father can be but just 
arrived before Hie :— I suppose you have seen them. Ah I 
Mr. Faulkland, you are indeed a happy man. 

Fcculk. I have not seen Miss Melville yet, sir ; — I hope 
she enjoyed full health and spirits in Devonshire ? 

Acres. Never knew her better in my life, sir, — never 
better. Odds blushes and blooms t she has been as healthy 
as the German Spa. 

Faulk. Indeed I — I did hear that she had been a little 
indisposed. 

Acres. False, false, sir — only said to vex you : quite the 
reverse, I assure you. 

Faulk. There, Jack, you see she has the advantage ol 
me ; I had almost fretted myself ill. 

Abs. Now you are angry with your misti*es$ for not 
having been sick ? 

Fauik. No, no, you misunderstand me: yet surely a 
little trilling indisposition is not an unnatural consequence 
of absence from those we love. — ^Now confess — ^isn't 
there something unkind in this violent, robust, unfeeling 
health? 

Abs. Oh, it was very unkind of her to be well in your 
absence, to be sure I 

Acres. Good apartments, Jack. 

Faulk. Well, sir, but you was saying that Miss Mdville 
has been so exceedingly well — ^what, then, she has been 
merry and gay, I suppose ? — ^Always in spirits — ^hey ? 

Acres. Merry, odds crickets 1 ' s he has been the belle \ 
and s pirit of the cDT T^paPY yrh^T'^vpi'^Jhy >^ as been — sT> hv ely | 
and ffltdftainln g r^o full of wit and hum our I 

i^adfllrrTHere,"^ack, there. — <iii, byTny soul I there is y 
an innate levity in woman that nothing can overcome.—* "^ 
What I happy, and I away I 

Abs. Have done. — How foolish this is I just now you' 
were only apprehensive for your mistress's spirits. 

Faulk. Why, Jack, have I been the joy and spirit of the 
company ?. 

Abs. No indeed, you have not. 

Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining ? 

Abs. Oh, upon my word, I acquit you. 

Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour? 
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Y Abs. No, faith; to do you justice, you have been con- 
foundedly stupid indeed. 

Acres. What's the matter with the gentleman ? 

Abs. He is only expressing his great satisfaction" at 
hearing that Julia has been so well and happy — ^that's all 
—hey, Faulklan4xJ 

Faulk. Oh I I am rejoiced to hear it — ^yes, yes, she has 
a happy disposition I 

Acres. That she has indeed — ^then she is so accomplished 
— so sweet a voice — so expe rt at her harp sichord — such a 
mistress of flat and sharp, squaiiame, fumblante, and 
quiverantel — ^There was this time month — odds minims 
and crotchets I how she did chirrup at Mrs. Piano's con- 
cert I , 

Faulk. There again, what say you to this ? you see 
she has been all mirth and song — ^not a thought of 
me I -^^~* 

'TBh. Pho I man, is not music the food of love ? 

Faulk. Well, well, it may be so. — Pray, Mr. , what's 

his danmed name ? — Do you remember what songs Miss 
Melville sang? 

Acres. Not I, indeed. 

Abs. Stay, now, there were some pretty melancholy 
purling-stream airs, I warrant ; perhaps you may recollect : 
— did she sing. When absent from my souVs delight? 

Acres. No, that wa'n't it. 

Abs. Or, Go, gentle gales? [Sings 

Acres. Oh, no I nothing like it. Odds I now I recollect 

one of them — My hearfs my own, my will is free. [Sings 

/ Faulk. Fool I fool that I am I to fix all my happiness 

on such a trifler I ' Sdeath ! tOL make herself the pipe and 

ballad- monger of a circle I to soothe her light heart with 

\ catcttSS and gieigr!^=^T^ can you say to this, sir ? 

_— Abs. Why, that I should be glad to hear my mistress 

had been so merry, sir. 

Faulk. Nay, nay, nay — I'm not sorry that she has been 
happy — no, no, I am glad of that — I would not have had 
her sad or sick — ^yet surely a sympathetic heart would have 
shown itself even in the choice of a song — she might have 
been temperately healthy, and somehow, plaintively gay ; 
— but she has been dancing too, I doubt not I 

Acres. What does the gentleman say about dancing ? 

Abs. He says the lady we speak of dances as well as she 
sings. 
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Acres. Ay, truly, does she — ther e was at our last ra ce 

ball 

^IFaulk. Hell and the devU I There I — ^there — I told you 
so I I told you so I Oh I s he thriypg j p my ahsCTicft 1 — 
Dancing ; but l^r whole feelings have been in opposition 
with mine ; — I have been anxious, silent, pensive, sedentary 
— ^my days have been hours of care, my nights of watchful- 
ness. — She has been all health ! spirit 1 laugh 1 song ! 
dance I — Oh I damned, damned levity I 

Abs. For Heaven's sake, {^aulkland, don't expose your- 
self so I — Suppose she has danced, what then ? — does not 
the ceremony of society often oblige ' 

Faulk. Well, well, I'll contain myself — ^perhaps as you 
say — ^for form sake. — ^What, Mr. Acres, you were praising 
Miss Melville's manner of dancing a minuet — ^hey ? 

Acres. Oh, I dare insure her for that — ^but what I was 
going to speak of was her country dancing. Odds swim- 
mings 1 she has such an air with her I 

Faulk. Now disappointment on her I — Defend this, 
Absolute ; why don't you defend this ? — Country-dances I 
jigs and reels I am I to blame now ? A minuet I could 
have forgiven — I should not have minded, that — I say I 
should not have regarded a minuet — ^butcountry-dances I 
— Zounds ! had she made one in a coRfflon — I believe I 
could have forgiven even that — Bhutto be monkey-led for 
a night 1-r-to run the gauntlet through a string of amorous 
palming puppies I — ^to show paces like a managed filly I — 
Oh, Jack, there neyer can be but one man in the world 
whom a truly modest and deh'cate woman ought to pair 
with in a country-dance ; and, even then, the rest of the 
couples should be her great-uncles and aunts 1 

Abs. Ay, to be sure I — grandfathers and grandmothers 1 

Faulk. If there be but one vidous mind in the set, 'twill 
spread like a contagion — ^the action of their pulse beats to t 
the lascivious movement of "Ihfi Jig — Lhuii' qufWrihg,'warm ) 
breathed ilglis impi^eghaie'-tnr'Very ah>-=tfi6^ atmosphere fv 
bec'ofiles erectrical to love, and effCh^'amorous spark darts 
through evefyTjnk of the chain I — I must leave you — I own / 
I am SomeWhfftHuiried— ^ahd that confounded looby has 
perceived it. [Going 

Abs. Nay, but stay, Faulkland, and thank Mr. Acres for 
his good news. 

Faulk. Damn his news I [Exit 

Abs. Ha I ha I ha ! poor Faulkland five minutes since — 
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'^ nothing on earth could give him a moment's mieasi- 
ness I " 

Acres. The gentleman wa'n't angry at my praising his 
l^istress, was he ? 

/ Aba. A little jealous, I believe, Bob. 
i Acres. You don't say so ? Ha 1 ha I Jealous of me — 
^at's a good joke. 

Abs. There's nothing strange in that. Bob ; let me tell 
you, tha t sprightly g race find insinu ating m^ pnei' of yours 
will do some mischief among the^jirls here. 
"■A t ygi rrai lt^ou JoKe^lia r ha I mischief— ha I ha I 
but you know I am not my own property ; i py _d ear 
L ydia has for estalled me. She could nev«p abide me in 
tnflrC6untry, l)ecauseTn!ised to dress so badly — ^but odds 
frogs and tambours I I shan't take matters so here, now 
ancient madam has naJEpice in it ; I'll make my old clothes 
know who's master, fl shall straightway cashier the hunt- 
ing-frock, and render iny leather breeches incapable. My 
hair has been in training some time.) 

Abs. Indeed] "*"~^ 

Acres. Ay — and tho'fl the side curls are a little restive, 
my hind-part takes it very kindly. 

Abs. Oh, you'll poHsh, I doubt not. 

Acres. Absolutely, I propose so — ^then if I can find out 
this Ensign Beverley, odds triggers and flints I I'll make 
him know the difference o^t. 

^ Abs. Spoke like a man ! But pray, Bob, I observe you 
have got an odd kind of a new method of swearing — — 

Acres, Ha I ka 1 you've taken notice of it — 'tis genteel, 
isn't it I — I didn't Invent it myself though ; biit a com- 
mander in our militia, a great scholar, I assure you, says 
that there is no meaning in the common oaths, and that 
nothing but their antiquity makes them respectable ; 
because, he says, the ancients would never stick to an 
oath or two, but would say, by Jove I or by Bacchus I or 
by Mars I or by Venus I or by Pallas I according to the 
sentiment ; so that to swear with propriety, says my little 
major, the oath should be an echo to the sense ; and this 
we call the oath referential or sentimental swearings — ha I ha I 
'tis genteel, isn't it? 

Abs. Vers^^^nteel, and very new. Indeed ! — ^d I dare 
say will supplant alTotlief "figures of llllpfecatioh. 

Acres. Ay, ay, the best terms will grow obsolete. — Damns 
have had thelt day. 
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Re-enter Faq 

Fag. Sir, there is a gentleman below desires to see you. — 
ShaU I show him into the parlour ? 

Abs. Ay — ^you may. 

Acres. Well, I milst be gone 

Abs. St»y ; who is it. Fag ? 

Fqg. Your lather^ sir. 

Abs. You puppy,, .why didn't you show him up directly ? 

[Exit Fag 

Acres. You have business with Sir Anthony. — I expect 
a message from Mrs. Malaprop at my lodgings. I have 
sent also ta my dear frifend Sir Lucius O'Trigger. Adieu, 
Jack ; we must meet at night, when you shall give me a 
dozen bumpers to little Lydia. 

Abs. That I will with all my he&rt.-^lExit Acres.] Now 
for a parental lecture — I hope he has heard nothing of the 
business tiuit has brought me he^e — I wish the gout had j 
held him fast in Devonshire, with all my soul I y 

Enter Sir Anthony Absoluts 

Sir, I am delighted to see you here ; looking so well I your 
sudden arrival at Bath made me apprehensive for your 
health. i • 

Sir Anth. Very apprehensive, I dare say, Jackw — ^What, 
vou^age ^^uft^pf; l^ercj. tgy ? ^ ' ■ ^ 

ADS. Yes, sir,. I am^fiTHuty* 

Sir Anth. Well, Jack, I am glad to see you, though I did 
not expect iAi for I was* going to write to you on a httle j 
matter of business.— J^ck, I have been considering that I | 
grow old s^d inilrm, and shall probably not trouble you 
long. 

Abs* Pardon me, air, I never sawi you look more^ta-ong 
and hearty ; and I prayfirequentiy that you may continue 
so. 

Sir Anth. I hope your prayers may be heard> with aU my 
heart. Well then, Jat^,.I have been considering that I am 
so strong^nd hearty I may continue to plague you a long 
time. \Now, Jack, I am sensible that the income of your 
commission, and what I have hitherto aUowed you, is but 
a small pittance for a lad of your spirit^ 

Abs. Sir, you are very good. 

Sir Anih. And it is my vdsh, while yet I live, to have my 



Digitized by 



Google 



40 THE RIVALS Act U 

boy make some figure in the world. I have resolved, there- 
fore, to fix you at once in a noble independence. 

Abs. Sir, your kindness overpowers me — ^such generosity 
makes the gratitude of reason more lively than the sensa- 
tions even of filial affection. 

Sir Anth, I am glad you are so sensible of my attention — 
and yo^ shall be master ol. a large e s tateJn-a few weeks. 

Abs, Let my future life, sir, speak my gratitude ; I 
cannot express the sense I have of your munificence. — Yet, 
sir, I presume you would not wish me to quit the army ? 
..""""•^ir Anth, Oh, that shall be as your wife diooses. 

Abs, My wife, sir I - 

Sir Anth. Ay, ay, settle that between you — settle that 
between you. 

Abs, A wife, sir, did you say? 

Sir Anth, Ay, a wife — ^why, did not I mention her before ? 

Abs. Not a word of her, sir. 

Sir Anth. Odd so! — I mustn't forget her though. — Yes, 

ijack, the independence I was talking of is by a marriage — 
the fortune is saddled with a wife — ^but Isuppose that makes 
nojdifierfijice. "" 

Abs, Sir I sir I — ^you amaze me I 
Sir Anth. Why, what the devil's the matter with the 
fool ? Just now you were all gratitude and duty. 

Abs. I was, sir, — ^you talked to me of independence and 
a fortune, bu t not a wnj;^ nf a wife. 
Sir Anth. Why-^what diffjycgnce does that make ? Odds 

(life, sir I if you have tlSe^taterjyou -iniii&t take it with the 
live st ock on'Jt^ as it stand^ ""^ 

^&srll riiy happiness is toTJe the price, I must beg leave 
to decline the piu^chase. — Pray, sir, who is the lady? 

Sir Anth. What's that to you, sir ?^^^^^^?J5!ire7 give me your 
promise to love, ancl ro niarry "tier directly. 
r Abs. Sure, sir, this is not very reasonable, to summon my 
[affections for a lady I know nothing of I 

Sir Anth. I am sure, sir, 'tis more imreasonable in you to 
object to a lady you know nothing of. 

Abs. Then, sir, I must tell you plainly that my inclina- 
tions are fixed on another — ^my - heart is engaged to an 
angel. 
\^ Sir Anth. Then pray let it send ^n excuse. It is very 
sorry — ^"l.^_"ji.Tltfg nrpvtpts Ufi wnitlni^Ti her. 
Abs. But my vows are pledged to ner. 
Sir Anth. Let her foreclose. Jack ; let her foreclose ; they 
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are not worth redeeming ; besides, you have the angel's i 
vows in exchange, I suppose ;i so there can be no loss ^ 
there. 

Abs, You must excuse me, sir, if I tell you, once "for all, 
that in this point I cannot obey you. 

Sir Anth, Hark'ee, Jack; — ^I have heard you for some 
time with patience — I have been cool — quite cool ; but 
take care — ^you know I am compliance itself— when I am 
not thwarted ; — 'no one mwe easily led-^when I have my 
own way ; — ^but don't put me in a frenzy. 

Abs. Sir, I must repeat it — ^in this I cannot obey you. 

Sir Anth, Now damn me I If ever I call you Jack again \ 
while I live. ] 

Abs. Nay, sir, but hear me. 

Sir Anth, Sir, I won't hear a wo rd — ^not a word I not 
one word I so give me your promise by a nod — and I'll tell 
you what. Jack — I mean, you dog, — ^if you don't by ^ 

Abs, What, sir, promise to link myself to some mass of 
ugliness I toas^- 

Sir Anth, f Zounds I ^rrah t the lady shall be as ugly 
as I choose . she shall have a hump on eacfi sHoulder ; 
she shall be as crooked as the crescent ; her one eye shall 
roll like the bull's in "CoXTT^useum ; she shall have a skin 
like a mummy, and the beard of a Jew — she shall be all 
this, sirrah I — ^yet I will riiSEe you ogle her all day, and 
sit up all night to write sonnets on her beauty^ 

Abs. This is reason and moderation indeed I 

Sir Anth. None of your sneering, puppy I no grinning, 
jackanapes I 

Abs. Indeed, sir, I never was in a worse humom* for 
mirth in my life. 

Sir Anth. 'Tis false, sir, I know you are laughing in 
your sleeve ; I know you'll grin when I am gone, sirrah I 

Abs. Sir, I hope I know my duty better. 

Sir Anth. None of yom* passion, sir ! none of your 
violence, if you please I — It won't do with me, I promise 
you. 

Abs. Indeed, sir, I never was cooler in my life. 

Sir Anth. 'Tis a confounded lie ! — I know you are in a 
passion in your heart ; I know you are, you hypocritical 
young dog 1 but it won't do. 

Abs. Nay, sir, upon my word ^ 

Sir Anth. So you wiU fly out I can't you be c6oMike 
me ? What the devil good can passion do ?^— Passion is of 
78— B* 
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no service, you impudent* Insolent^ ov^bearing reprobate I 
— There, you sneer ag^n I don't provoke me l-^but you 
rely upon the mildness of my temper — ^you do, you dog, 
you play upon the meekness ol my disposition I — Yet take 
care — the patififtce of a saint jnay be overcome at last I 
— ^bi;it mark I fl give yo u six hours and a half to consider 
of this|: if you then agreeT^'^ttftTOrffiy eiThd^^ do 

everyttiing on earth that I <^oose, why — confound you I 
I may in time forgive you — If not, zounds I don't enter 
the same hemisphere with me I don't dare to breathe the 
same aii*, or use the same light with me ; but get an atmo- 
sphere and a sun of your own I I'll strip 3rou of your com- 
mission; I'll lodge a five-and-threepence in the hands 
of trustees, and you shall live on the interest.-T-Fll disown 
you, I'll disinherit you, I'll unget you I and damn nie I 
if ever I call you Jack again I [Exit 

Abs. Mild, gentle, considerate father^-^I kiss your hands I 
— ^What a tender method of giving his opinion in these 
matters^JSw; Anthony has I I dare not trust him with the 
truth.'pl wonder what old wealthy hag it is that he wants 
to bestow on me I— Yet he married himself for love I and * 
was in his youth a bold intriguer, and a gay cofnlpanion ! / 

Re-^nter Fao 

Fag. Assuredly, sir, your father is wroth to a degree ; 
he comes down stairs ei^t or ten steps at a time — ^mutter- 
ing, growling, and thumping, the banisters all the way : 
i and the cook's dog stand bowing at the door — ^rap ! 
he ^ves me a stroke on the head with his cane; bids me 
<;arry that to my master ; then kicking the poor turnspit 
into the area,.. damns us all for a puppy triumvirate I — 
Upon my credit, sir, were I in your place, and found my 
father such very bad company, I shoulfi! certainly drop 
his acquaintance. 

Abs^ Cease your impertinence, sir, at present. — rDid you 
come in for nothing more? — Stand out of the way I 

[Pushes . him aside^ and exit 

Fag. So I Sir Anthony trims my master : he is afraid 
to reply to his father — ^then vents his spleen on poor Fag I 
— When one is vexed by one person, to revenge one's 
self on another, who happens to come in the way, is the 
vilest injustice I Ah I it shows the worst temper^-the 
ba^t-r— — -^ . < •' •:...:.'•♦ 
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Enter Boy 

Bog. Mr. Fag I Mr. Fag I your master calls you. 

Fag, Wen, you little dirty puppy, you need not bawl 
so I — The meanest disposition I the 

Bog. Quick, quick, Mr. Fag I 

Fag. Quick I quick I you impudent jackanapes I am 
I to be commanded by you too^ you little imperti- 
nent. Insolent, kitchen-bred 

[Exit kicking and beating him 

Scene IX. — The North Parade 

Enter Lucy 

Lucg. S o— I shall have another_i jfeaLJtft..JBUld.>Jo^ 
mistress's nst — ( !aptain AbsQ^Jute THowever. I shall not 
enter hl^ name till my purse has received notice in form.* 
Poqr..A£i;es is dismissed I — Well, I have done him a last 
friendly office, in letting him know that Beverley was 
here before him. — Sir Lijcius is generally tnore punctual, 
when he expects to hear from his decut Dalia, as he calls 
her : I wonder he's not here I — I have a little scruple of 
conscience from this deceit ; though I should not be paid 
so well, if my hero knew that Delia was near fifty, and het- 
own mistress. 

Enter Sir Luciu s O'Trigger 

Sir Luc. Ha I my little ambassadress — ^upon my con- 
science, I have been looking for you ; I hav^ been on the 
South Parade this half hour. 

Lucg [Speaking simplg.] O gemini I and I have been 
waiting for your worship here on the North. 

Sir Luc. Faith I — ^may be that was the reason we did 
not meet ; and it is very comica), too, how you could go 
out and I not see you — ^for I was only taking a nap at the 
Parade Coffee-house, and I chose the wlndoWj.on pmpose 
that I might not miss you. 

Lucg. My stars I Now I'd wager a sixpence I went by 
while you were asleep. 

Sir Luc. Sure enough it must have been so — and I never 
dreamt it was so late till I waked. Well, bvt my little 
girl, have ypu got nothing for me? 
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Lucy. Yes, but I have — I've got a letter for you in my 
pocket. 

Sir Luc. O faith I I guessed you weren't come empty- 
handed. — ^Well — ^let me see what the dear creature says. 
Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. [Gives him a letter 

Sir Luc. [Reads.] Sir — there is often a sudden incentive 
impulse in love, that has a greater induction than years oi 
domestic combination : such was the commotion I felt at the 
first superfluous view of Sir Lucius 0* Trigger, — ^Very pretty, 
upon my word. — Female punctuation forbids me to say 
more, yet let me add, that it will give me foy infallible to find 
Sir Lucius worthy the last criterion of my affections. Delia. 
Upon my conscience I Lucy, your lady is a great mistress 
of language. /Faith, she's quite the queen of the dic- 
tionary I — For^ the devil a word dare refuse coming at 
her call — ^though one would think it was quite out of 
hearing] 

Luc^ Ay, sir, a lady of her experience 

Sir Luc. Experience I what, at seventeen ? 
Lucy. Oh, true, sir — ^but then she reads so — ^my stars I 
how she will read offhand I 

Sir Luc. Faith, she must be very deep read to write 
this way — ^though she is rather an arbitrary writer too — 
for here are a great many poor words pressed into the 
service of this note, that would get their habeas corpus 
from any court in Christendom. 

Lucy. Ah I Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how she talks 
of you I 

Sir Luc. Oh, tell her I'll make her the best husband in 
the world, and Lady O'Trigger iiito the bargain I — But 
we must get the old gentlewoman's consent — and do every 
thing fairly. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'n't rich enough 
to be so nice. 

Sir Luc. Upon my word, young woman, you have hit 
it : — I am so poor, that I can't afford to do a dirty action. 
If I did not want money, I'd steal your mistress and her 
fortune with a great deal of pleasiu-e. — However, my pretty 
girl [gives her money], here's a little something to buy you 
a ribbon ; and meet me in the evening, and I'll give you an 
answer to this. So, hussy, take a kiss beforehand to put 
you in mind. [Kisses her 

Lucy. O Lud I Sir Lucius — I never seed such a gemman I 
My lady won't like you if you're so impudent. 
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Sir Luc. Faith she "will, Lucy I — ^That same — ^pho I 
what's the name of it ? — ^modesty — ^Is a quality in a lover 
more praised by the women than liked ; so, if your mistress 
asks you whether Sir Lucius ever gave you a kiss, tell her 
fifty — my dear. 

Lucy, What, would you have me tell her a lie ? 

Sir Luc. Ah, then, you baggage ! I'll make it a truth 
presently. 

Lucy. For shame now! here is some one coming. 

Sir Luc. Oh, faith, I'll quiet yoiur conscience ! 

[Exit, humming a tune 

Enter Fao 

Fag. So, so, ma'am I I humbly beg pardon. 

Lucy. O Lud I now, Mr. Fag, you flurry one so. 

Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one by — so a little 
less simplicity, with a grain or two more sincerity, if you 
please. — You play false with us, madam. — I saw you give | 
the baronet a letter. — ^My master shall know this — ^and / 
if he don't call him out, I wiU. — / 

Lucy. Ha ! ha I ha ! you gentlemen's gentlemen are so 
hasty. — That letter was from Mrs. Malaprop, simpleton. 
— She is taken with Sir Lucius's address. 

Fag. Howl what tastes some people have I — ^Why, 
I suppose I have walked by her window a hundred times. — 
But what says our young lady ? any message to my 
master ? 

Lucy. Sad news, Mr. Fag. — A worse rival than Acre s I - 
Sir ^ nthony Absolute has proposed his s< m. 

fc^ What, CaptaiS AlTsolute ? 

Lucy. Even so— I overheard it all. 

Fag. Ha I ha I ha I very good, faith. Good bye, 
Lucy ; I must away with this news. 

Lucy. Well, you may laugh — ^but it is true, I assure you. 
— [Going] But, Mr. Fag, tell yoiur master not to be cast 
down by this. 

Fag. Oh, he'll be so disconsolate 1 

Lucy. And charge him not to think of quarrelling with 
young Absolute. 

Fag. Never fear I never fear I 

Lucy. Be sure — ^bid him keep up his spirits. 

Fag. We will— we will. 

[Exeunt severally 
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ACT THREE 

Scene I. — The North Parade 

Enter Captain Absolute 

. Abs. 'Tis Juat-^as Fag told me, indeed. Whimsical 
(enough, faith I I My father wants to force me to marry the 
I very ^1 I am plotting to run away with! He must not 
^know of my connection '^fith her yet aWBlre. He has tod 
sumn^ary a method of proceeding in these matters. How- 
ever, I'll read my recantation instantly, ^y conversion 
' is sometJjftg^j&u^g^^eSjJta^^^ I can assure nim ii is 

ve?5r sincere. So, so — ^here he comes. He looks plaguy 
gruff. ^[Steps aside 

Etitkr Sir Anthony Absolute 

Sir Anth, No — ^I'll die sooner than forgive Mm, Die^ 
did I say ? I'll livie these fifty years to plague him. At 
om* last meeting, his impudence had almost put me out 
o| tempei!. Aa obstinate, piassionate, self-wilied boy ! 
Who can he take after ? This is my return for getting 
him before all his brothers and sisters I — ^for putting, him, 
at twelye years old, into a marching regiment, and allow- 
ing him fifty pounds a year, besides his pay» ever since t 
But I have done with him ; he'is anybody's son lor m£* 
I will never see him more, never — ^never — ^never. . 

4^«. [Aside, coming forward.] Now for a penitcoitial face. 

Sir Anth. Fellow, get ^ut o^ my way I 

Abs. Sir, you see a peidtent before you. 

rS.ir Anth. I see an impudent scoundrel before me« 
AbSi A sincere penitent. I am come, sir, to nckoiowledge 
my error, and to submit entirely to your vfUli 

Sir Anth. What's that ? : ^^-^ 

Abs. I havei been i?evolv|ag, and reflecting, and consid^- 
ing on your past goodness, and kindness, apd condescen- 
sion to me. 
.. Sir Anth, Well, sir? 

Abs. I have been likewise weighing and balancing what 
you were pleased to mention concerning duty, and obedi- 
ence, and authority. 

Sir Anth. Well, puppy ? 

Abs, Why then, sir, the result of my reflections is — a 
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resolution to sacrifice every' kidination of my own to 
your satisfaction. 

Sir Anth. Why, now you talk sense — absolute sense 
— I never heard anything more sensible in my life. G)n- 
found you ! you shall be Jaidc again. 

Abs. I am happy in the appdlation. 

Sir Anth. Why then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will qoy r 
i nform you who the , lady yg^y, is. Nothing but your 
passion and violence, you silly fellow, prevented my telling 
you at first. Prepare, Jack, for wonder and raptures- 
prepare. What think you of M iss Lydia Languis h ? ; 

Abs. Languish I What, the Languishes oi. Woreesler- 
shire? • I. ; . . 

Sif Anth. Worcestershire t no. Did you never meet 
Mrs. Malaprop and her niece^ Miss Languish, 'who came 
into our country just before you were last ordered to your 
regiment ? 

Abs. Malaprop-I Languish 1 I don't remember evet to 
hav6 heiard th6 names before. Yet^^ stay'— I.. think I do 
recollect something. Languid I Languish 1 She squints, 
don't she? A little red-haired girl?' 

Sir Anth^ Sqtdnts ! A red-haired giii! Zounds J ..no. 

Abs. Then I must have forgot; tt can't be the same 
person. 

Str Anth. Jack 1 Jack 1 what think you of blo(miing, 
love-breathing -seventeen ? 

Abs. As to that, sir, I am quite indifferent* If I can 
please you in the matter, 'tis all I desire. . 

Sir Anfft. Nay, but Jack, suoh tyeti such eyes I so 
innocently wild I so baihfulty irresolute I not a glance but 
speaks and kindles some thought of lovel I^en, Jack, 
her cheeks I her cheeks. Jack ! so deeply blushing at the 
insinuations of her tell^^tale eyes!' Then,' Jack, her lips! 
Oh, Jack, lips Smiling at thek own discretion ; and if not 
smiling, more sweetly poMing ; more lovely in sullenness t 

Abs. That's she, indeed! Well done, okl genlieiQan. 

[Aside 

Sir An^. Then, Jack, her neck! Oh, Jackl Jack I 

Abs. And which is to be mine, sir, the niece, or the aunt? 

Sir Anth. 'Why, you imfeeMng, insensible put^y, I 
despise you I \When I was of your, age, such a description 
would have made me fly like a rocketj\The aunt, indeed I 
Odds Hie 1 when I ran away with yoiffmotjier, I would not 
have touched anything old or ugly to gain an empire. 
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Ahs. Not to please your father, sir ? 

Sir Anth, To please my father I zounds I not to please — 
Oh, my father — odd so ! — ^yes — ^yes ; if my father indeed 
had desired — ^that's quite another matter. Though he 
wa'n't the indulgent father that I am, Jack. 

Abs, I dare say not, sir.. 

Sir Anth. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your 
mistress is so beautiful? 

Abs, Sir, I repeat it — ^if I please you in this affair, 'tis 
aU I desire. Not that I think a woman the worse for being 
handsome ; but, sir, if you please to recollect, you before 
hinted something about a hun^> or two, pne eye, and a 
few more graces ot that kind — ^now, without being very 
nice, I own I should rather choose a wife of mine to have 
the usual number of limbs, and a limited quantity of 
back : and though one eye may be very agreeable, yet 
as the prejudice has always run in favour of two, I would 
not wish to affect a singularity in that article. 

Sir Anth. What a phlegmatic sot it isl Why, sirrah, 
y ou're a n anchorite 1 — a vile, insensible stock. You a 
soldier I— j/un're ~a walking block, fit only to dust the 
company's regimentals on I Odds life ! I have a great mind 
to marry the girl myself. 

Abs. I am entirely at your disposal, sir : if you should 
think of addressing Miss Languish yourself, I suppose you 
would have me marry the aunt ; or if you should change 
your mind, and take the old lady — 'tis the same to me — 
I'll marry thMliece. 

Sir Anth. ftjpon my word. Jack, thou'rt either a very 
great hypocnte, or — ^but, come, I know your indifference 
on such a subject must be all a lie — I'm sure it must — 
come, now— danm your demure face I — come, confess 
Jack — ^you have been lying — ^ha'n't you ? You have been 
playing the hypocrite, hey I — I'll never forgive you, if you 
ha'n't been lying and playing the hypocrit^ 
. Abs. I'm sorry, sir, that the respect and duty which I 
bear to you should be so mistaken. 

Sir Anth. Hang your respect and duty I But come 
ilong with me. I'll write a note to Mrs. Malaprop, and 
you shall visit the lady directly. Her eyes shall be the 
Promethean torch to you — come, along, I'll neyer^ forgive 
you, if you don't come back stark mad jgatlLJ^ture and 
iml$5lience — ^if you don/t^^gad^ I ^U njarrjr Uie girl myself I 

-^"" r . ^ ^ lExeiint 
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Scene II. — Julia's Dressing-room 

Faulkland discovered alone 

Faulk. They told me Julia would return directly ; I 
wonder she is not yet come I How mean does this captious, 
unsatisfied temper of mine appear to my cooler judgment I 
Yet I know not that I indulge it in any other point : but 
on this one subject, and to this one subject, whom I think 
I love beyond my life, I am ever ungenerously fretful and 
madly capricious I I am conscious of it — ^yet I cannot 
correct myself I What tender honest joy sparkled in her 
eyes when we met I how delicate was the warmth of her 
expressions 1 I was ashamed to appear less happy — ^though 
I had come resolved to wear a face of coolness and up- 
braiding. Sir Anthony's presence prevented my proposed 
expostulations : yet I must be satisfied that she has not 
been so very happy in my absence. She is coming I Yes I 
— I know the nimbleness of her tread, when^he thinks 
her impatient Faulkland counts the moments V her stay. 

Entet Julia 

Jul I had not h«ped to see you again so soon. 

Faulk, Could I, Julia, be contented with my first wel- 
come — restrained as we were by the presence of a third 
person ? 

Jul Oh, Faulkland, when your kindness can make 
me thus happy, let me not think that I discovered some- 
thing of coldness in your first salutation. 

Faulk. 'Twas but your fancy, Julia. I was rejoiced 
to see you — ^to see you in such health. Siu^ I had no 
cause for coldness? 

Jul. Nay, then, I see you have taken something ill. 
You must not conceal from me what it is. 

Faulk. Well, then — ^shall I own to you that my Joy at 
hearing of your health and arrival here, by yournei^bour 
Acres, was somewhat damped by his dwelling mi:^h on the 
high spirits you had enjoyed in Devonshire^— <mi your 
mirth — ^your singing— <lanclng, and I know not what I 
For such is my temper, Julia, that I should regaa*d ev^ry 
mirthful moment in your absence fts a treason to constancy. 
The mutual tear that steals down the cheek of parting 
lovers is a compact, that no smile shall live there till they 
meet again. 
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Jul. Must I never cease to tax my Faulkland with tl 
>/teasing minute caprice? Can the idle reports of a sL v ^^ 
^ boor weigh in your breast against my tried affection? ^' 
, Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia : No, i 
-^I am happy if you have been so— yet only say, that you 
did not sing with mirth — say that you thought of Faulk' 
land in the dance. w.*-'--'^ 

JuL I never can be happy in your absence. ^^ IjS^ar 
a countenance of content, it is to show that my minr 
holds" no'^IJouBt of my Faulkland 's truth^ If I seenief 
sad, it were to make malice triumph ; ' §na say, that ' 
had fixed my heart on one, who left me to lanxent hll 
roving, and my own credulity. Believe me, Faulkliand , 
I mean not to upbraid you, when I say, that Ilbi^ve offtcf 
dressed sorrow in smiles, lest my friends should gueslj 
whose unkindness had caused my tears. 

Faulk, You were ever all goodness to niei. Oh,I anj 
a brute, when I but admit a doubt of you^ true con- 
stancy. , J. 

Jul, If ever without such cause from you, as' I will nc* 
suppose possible, you, find my pffections veering but 
point, may I become a proverbial scoff for levity and has 
ingratitude. - , 

Fauik:, Ah I Julia, that last word, is grating to m 
I would I had. no title |o» your gratitude I Search yor»r> 
heart, Julia; perhaps what you have mistaken for lov-r 
is but tlie wajrm effusion of a.too thankful heart, , 

Jul. For whdt quality must I Jove you ? m 

Faulk. For no. quaHity I To regard tme. few any .qua. i:lj 
of ^nd or unflerstanding, wcfre only tO; esteem me. A 
for personTT-I have often wj;shi$d myself deformed, tp 1:^1 
convinced that I owed no ol^gation there for. any part cj 
ydur /lefleotton. / *' >. rr - s 

JuL Where nature has bestoweflia:«bow of nice^ attf^ / 
tion i^n the features of Av'.'msinjihe j^bould Jau^.at ItL 
mispla^^ed. ; I hayte.teen men, wbajinitbis .vfitii aiftlcley p vd 
h^s,( might rank abov^ yoa; : bufc my. heart has neioA 
asked aay eyes if v>it were so or Hot. r igii: 

Faulk.. Now tMsiSinot weft from you, Julia-r-I desiim 

person in a-manfTt^yert; il you loved me as I wish, thprol 

I wero. atti iEthiop^,» you'd think none so fairw t 

/ Joii; r«ee yott are determined to be unkind ! The con' 

/tract ' which. !my poor father bcumd -us. in gives you mor^ 

I than a lover's privilege. 
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^^ Faulk. Again, JuMa, you raise ideas that feed and justify 

"^my donbts. I would not have been more free — no — 

I am proud of my restraint. Yet— yet— perhaps your 

'""high respect alone for tins solemn compact hias fettered 

^ jmu: inclinations, which el^ had made a worthier choice. 

"Vliow shalUJaLWKfiuJ^ ^ 

and promise, that I $»hould still. have been (he object of /^ 
'• your persevering love ?i 

^ Jul. Then try me'tlCw. Let ^s be freeasjgEaij|^^ as 
?^ to what is past : my he art will ngtJe ell n^^M^^ 
^ Faulk. T^Te ho^rT^^soT^Sfy^^ to be y 

^.' free I If your love for me were fixed and ardent, you would / 
'^' not loode your hold ev^n though I wished it I 
^'^ JuU Oh !i^,,,^ffllui:e iffM tft^tto^^eart I I cannot bear it. 
'^•' Faulk. Tao not mean to distress you. If I loved you 
less I should never give yoli^nun^^y moment. But 'hear 
^'me. AH my foetful dembts arise from this. Women are 
"not used to. weigh ^and separate the 'motives of their affec- 
tions: the cold dictates of /pteudence, gratitude, or filial 
^^ dni3^, may sometimes be mistaken for thse. pleadings of the 

• heart* I lyould net boa§t — yet Icit me^say, that I have 

* neither age, persoiii^ no^ c^iaracter, to found didike on ; 
my fortune such jdtis )few M^es could be. charged "With in- 

^discretion in the ttiatch^ j Oh, 'Julia I when love receives 
^'such countenance from prudence, nice minds will be sus- 
^'ptdous of its bi^thJ > • '. ^ 

• JuL I know^oEwhi(tt«p your! insimlations* would J,end t 

Hut astheyTreciirfKssiBg tin^^ you the 

4^B^et of Slaving: done so.-^I 'have given you no cmmse for ^ 

tills I 1 1 ": / a. ' . [Exit in tears 

^ Faulk. In tears I Stay, Julia : stay, but fdr a moment — 
^^ The dolor is ' fastened It^ Julia Ir^nty soul-^but for- one 

moment ! — I hear her sdbbing !-^'Sdeath I^wllat a brute 
^%i I to use her thust Yfet /stay.— ^Ay-H^he- is coming 

^now:-^how little resolution thwei is in wqmaa I — how a 
^Ifew soft •^ords can turn theita I-^No, faith 1 — she is; not 
"•Riming eUh«*r^'Why;-Juliii4+«iy lovie-^say b*^ that you 
lii'.trgive me — come but to tell me that — now this is being 
•5^*% resentful.; Stay ! she >1s' coming too— I thofught. she 
%fbul**-m> steadiness: in laiiytMng : her going away must 

have been a mei^ tr&kthen-^shei shan't see that I was 
^^rart by it.— ^I'll affect iAdiflerence^Hums a tane :) ttmn 
^Usiens.l « No-^-zoundsl -^ she's i»t cdmingi — ^nor: don't 

intend it, I suppose. — This is not steadiness, but obsthiacy I 
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(Yet I deserve it. — ^What, after so long, an absence to quarrel 
with her tenderness ! — ^'twas barbarous and unmanly I — 
I should be ashamed to see her now.— I'll wait till her just 
resentment is abated-^and when I distress her so again, 
may I lose her for ever ! and be linked instead to some 
antique virago, whose gnawing passions, and long hoarded 
spleen, shall make me curse my folly half the day and all 
the night. [Exit 



Scene III. — ^Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings 

Mrs. Malaprop, with a letter in her hand, and Captain 
Absolute 

I Mrs, MaL Yoiur being Sir Anthony's son, captain, would 
/ itself be a sufficient accommodation ; but from the in- 
y genuity of your appearance, I am convinced you deserve 
/ the character here given of you. 

\ Abs. Permit me to say, nkadam, that as I never yet have 
had the pleasure of seeing Miss Languish, my principal in- 
ducement in this affair at present is the honoiur of being 
allied to Mrs. Malaprop ; of whose intellectual accomplish- 

Vments, elegant manners, and unaffected learning, no tongue 
i»-silent. 

Mrs. Mai. Si r, you do me infinite honoiur I I beg, cap- 
tain, you'll be seatea.— t liTSf j/^ sit] Ah ! few gentlemen, 
now-a-days Jkiiow how to value the ineffectual, qualities in 
a woman iffew think how a littleiJyuQfledge becomes a 
gentlewoman I — ^Men have no sense now but for the worth- 
less flower of^beau^ gjj 
Ahs. It isT5trtTBomie, indeed, ma'am; yet I fear our 
/ ladies should share the blanie — ^they think our admiration 
\ of beautyjjo great, that knowledge in them would be super- 
fluous. Tt^us, like garden-trees, they seldom show fruit, 
till tim^ has robbed them of the more specious blossom. — 
Few, like Mrs. Malaprop and the orange-tree, are rich in 
both at once A 

Mrs. Mm. bir, you oygpo wer me with goo d-breeding. 
, — He is the ver3f'*pE€=applS^15f politeness I— You are not 
/ ignorant, captain, that this giddy girl has somehow con- 
/ trived to fix her affections on a beggarly, strolling, eaves- 
dropping ensign, whom none of us have seen, and nobody 
knows anything of. c 
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Abs. Oh, I have heard the silly affak before. — I'm not at 
all prejudiced against her on that account. 

Mrs. Mai. You are very good and very considerate, 
captain. I am sure I have done every thing in my power 
since I exploded the affair; long ago I laid my. positive 
conjunctions on her, never to think on the fellow again ; 
-i^I have since laid Sir Anthony's preposition before her ; 
Jbut, I am sorry to say, she seems resolved to decline every 
particle that I enjoin hervj 

Abs. It must be very*3istressing. Indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mai. Oh I it gives me the hydrostatics to such a 
degree. — I thought she had persisted from corresponding 
with him ; but, behold, this very day I have interceded 
another letter from the fellow ; . I believe I have it in my 
pocket. 

Abs. Oh. the devil ! m y la^l n ote. [Aside 

Mrs. MatTAy, here it is. 

Abs. Ay. my note t^deetj \ Q t.h^ ^Htl? t^^'^^^^" 7 "''^ ^ ' 

[Aside'^ 

Mrs. Mai. There, perhaps you may know the writing. 

[Gives him the letter 

Abs. I think I have seen the hand before — ^yes, I certainly 
must Iftive seen this hand before — 

Mrs. Mai. Nay, but read it, captain. 

Abs. [Reads.] My souVs idol, my adored Lydia ! — ^Very 
tender indeed I 

Mrs. Mai. Tender I ay, and profane too, o' my con- 
science. 

Abs. [Reads.} I am excessively alarmed at the intelligence^, 
you send me, the more so as my new rival 

Mrs. Mai. TSat's you, sir.^ 

Abs. [Reads.] Has universally the character of being an 
accomplished gentleman and a man of hommr. — ^Well, that's 
handsome enough. 

Mrs. Mai. Oh, the fellow has some design in writing so. 

Abs. That he had, I'll answer for him, ma'am. 

Afrs. Mai. But go on, sir — ^you'll see presently. ^ 

Abs. [Reads.] As for the old. weather-beaten she-dragon \ 
who guards you — Who can he mean by that ? ,_ , j 

Mrs. Mai. Me, sir 1 — ^me I — ^he means me I — There — 
what do you think now ? — ^but go on' a little farther. 

Abs. Impudent scoundrel I — [Reads.] it shall go hard but 
I will elude her vigilance, as I am told that the same ridiculous 
vanity, which makes her dress up her coarse features^ and 
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deck her dull chat with hard words atfuo ft she^dor^t under- 
stand-^^^^ " ""^ , ■■"^"""•' "'■"""■ *• ^ P 

■"Tlf r». Mflrf. Tliere, sir, an attack upon my language I 
/what do you think of that ?-~an aspersion upon my part* 
I of speech I was ever such a brute ! Sure,^ if I reprehend 
I any thing in this world, it is the use of my oracular tongue, 
( and a nice derangement of epitaphs t 

Abs. He deserves ta be hanged and quartered I let me 

see — [reads] same ridiculous vanity 

Mrs. Mod. You neied not read it again, sir. 
Ahs. I beg pardon, ma*amw— (Z?cad5,] does also lay her 
open tO' the ^ossest deceptions from flattery and pretended 
admiration — an impudent eoxcomb I — so that I have a 
, scheme to see you shorOy with the old harridan's c(msent,> and 
^^ven to make her a go-between in our interview, — ^Was ever 
such assurance I 

Mrs. Mai. Did you ever hear any thing like it ? — ^he'U 

elude my vigilance, will he— yies, yes ! ha I ha ! he's very 

likely to enter these doors ; — we'll try who can plot best I 

Abs. So we will, ma'am-r-sp we will I Ha ! ha ! ha I a 

conceited puppy, ha, I ha I ha I — Well, but Mrs. Malaprop, 

as the girl seems so infatuated by this fellow, suppose you 

fwere to wink at her corresponding with him for a little time 

\ — let her even plot an dopement with him — ^then do yau 

connive at her escape-awhile I, just in the nick, will have 

the fellow laid by the heels, and fairly contrive to carry her 

off in Ws steadi 

Mrs. Mai. T"am delighted with the scheme : never was 
anything better perpetrated 1 

Abs. But, pray, could not I see the lady for a few minutes 
now ? — I should like to try her temper a little* 

Mrs. Mai. Why, I don't know — I 4oubt she is pot pre- 
^ pared for a visit of this kind. There is a d ecorum in these 
( matters. r ' ^ 

TlSs^ O Lord I she won't mind me — fOiUy tell her Bever- 
ley 

Mrs. Mai. Sir! 

Abs. Gently, good tongue. [Aside 

Mrs. Mai. What did you say of Beverley ? 
Abs. Oh, I was going t& propose that you jshould tell her, 
V by way of jest, that it was Beverley who was below ; she'd 
come down fast enou^ then— 7ha !• ha I ha I., , 

Mrs. Mid. 'T^ould be a trick ^e well de^e^ryes ; be^ 
sides, you know, the iellow tdls her be 'U, get my consent to 
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see her — ^ha I ha I Let him if he can, I say again. Lydia, 
come down h^e ! — [CaWfnJy.J-^He'U make me a :go-between 
in their interviews I — ha ! ha ! ha I v Come down, I say> 
Lydia ! I don't wonder at your laughing, ha ! ha I ha ! 
his impudence is truly ridiculous. 

Abs. "lis Very ridiculous, upon my soul, ma'am, ha I ha !, 
ha I 

Mrs. Mai. The little hussy won't hear. Well, FE go and 
tell her at once who it is — she shall' know that Captain 
Absolute is come to wait on her. And I'U make her behave 
as becomes a young woman. 

Abs. As you please, ma'am.' 

Mrs, Mai. For the present, captain, your servant.. Ah 1 
you've not done laughing yet, I see — elude. my vigilance ; 
yes, yes ; ha ! ha ! ha I [Exit 

Abs. Ha I ha t ha ! one wduld think now that I might 
throw off all disguise at once, arid seize my prize with se- 
curity ; but such is Lydia's caprice, that to undeceive were 
probably to lose her. I'll .see whether she knows me. 
[Walks aside, and seems engaged in looking at the pictures 



Enter LydiA. 



flld 



Lgd. "What a scene atm I now to go through I. surely 
nothing can be"mofe dbffeaiiful tk^an to bet obliged to listen 
to the loathsom^e addresses ol a stranger, to one's, heart. I 
have heard. of gfrls persecuted as I am, who have appealed 
in behalf of their favQiu*ed loMsr to tlie generosity ol his 
rival ; suppiose I were to try it — t here stands the h ated rival 
—a n officer too 1— but oh, ^ how"tiniiKe my . Jieiverley I I 
won'tiarBmon't begin — ^tf uisnie ' seeins " a velpy^negligent 
wooer I — quite at his ease, upon my word I — I'll speak 
first — Mr. Absolute. 

Ab^. Ma^am. [Turns roxtnd 

Lyd^ O heavens I Beverley I 

Abs. mm l^m m nW'm^ l sofUyl be not surprised I 

Lyd. I am so astonisihed I and so. terrified I and so over- 
joyed I — ^for Heaven's sake I how came you here ? 

Abs. Briefly, I have deceived youToaunt— I was informed 
that my new rival was to visit here this evening, and con- 
triving to have him kept away, have paswd myself on her 
for Captaln/Absoli^te.. n : >: 

Lyd. Oh, charming ! andisbe teaUy takes youifor yoimg 
Abs(dute? 7 i I : r .' . . ' 
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Abs. Oh, she's convhiced of it. 

Lyd. Ha I ha I ha I I can't forbear laughing to think 
how her sagacity is overreached 1 

Abs. But we trifle with our precious moments — such 
another opportunity may not occur ; then let me naw 
conjure my kind, my condescending angel, to fix the time 
when I may rescue her from undeserving persecution, and 
with a licensed warmth plead for my reward. 

Lyd. WiU you then, Beverley, consent to forfeit that 
portion of my paltry wealth ? — ^that burden on the wings 
of love ? 

Abs. Oh, come to me — ^rlch only thus — ^in loveliness t 
Bring no portion to me but thy love — 'twill be generous in 
you, Lydia — ^for well you know, it is the only dower your 
Dgjff Beverley can repay. 

ILyd. How persuasive are his words 1 — ^how charming will 

poverty be with himlj [Aside 

Abs. Ah I my sofif^ what a life will we then live I Love 

j shall be ou r idol and su pport ! we will worship him witli a" 

1 moI^dsliC gti'lctness ; "Sbjuring all worldly toys, to centre 

\ every thought and actioiTTlrerC^nPfmiT^-of calamity, we 

\ will enjoy the wreck of wealth ; while the surrounding 

A gloom of adversity shall make the flame of our pure love 

/ show doubly bright. By Heavens I I would fling all goods 

/ of fortune from me with a prodigal hand, to enjoy the scene 

/ where I might dasp my Lydia to my bosotn, and say, the 

j world affords no smile to me but here — [Embracing her.] 

Ijf she holds out n ow, the devil is jn it I [Aside 

Lyd. Now ^dul3fT fly With hlttfto the antipodes ! but 

my persecution is not yet come to a^ crisis. [Aside 

Re-enter Mrs. Malaprop, listening 

Mrs. Mai. I am impatient to know how the little hussy 
deports herself. [Aside 

Abs. So pensive, Lydia I — ^is, ttien, your warmth abated ? 

Mrs. Mai. Warmth abated I — so I — she has been in a 
passion, I suppose. [Aside 

Lyd. No — ^nor ever can whil6 I have life. 

Mrs. Mai. An ill-tempered little devil 1 She'll be in a 
passion all her life — ^wlll she? [Aside 

Lyd. Think not the idle threats of my ridiculous aunt 
cant ever have any weight with me. 

Mrs. Mai. Very dutiful, upon my word! [Aside 
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Lyd. Let her choice be Captain Absolute, but Beverley is 
mine. 

Mrs. MaL I am aistonished at her assurance ! — ^to his face 
— ^this is to his face I [Aside 

Abs, Thus then let me enforce my suit. [Kneeling 

Mrs. MaL [Aside.] Ay, poor young man I — down on 
knees entreating for pity I — I can contain no longer. 
[Coming forward.] Why, thou vixeni — I have overheard 
you. 

Abs. Oh, confound her vigilance I [Aside 

Mrs. Mat. Captain Absolute, I know not how to apologise 
for her shocking rudeness. 

Abs. [Aside.] So all's safe, I find. — [AZoiid.] I have hopes, 
madam, that time wiU bring the young lady 

Mrs. MaL Oh, there's nothing to be hoped for fl'om y 
her I she's as headstrong as an allegory on the banks of 
the Nile. 

Lyd. Nay, madam, what do you charge me with now? 

MrsL MaL Why, thou unblushing rebel — didn't you tell j 
this gentleman to his face that you loved another better ? J 
— didn't you say you never would be his ? I 

Lyd. No, madam — I did not. 

Mrs. MaL Good Heavens I what assurance I — Lydia, 
Lydia, you ought to JmfljBLJUutUJIyIng- don't become a 
young woriiair!— *Didn't you boast that Beverley, that 
stroller Beverley, possessed your heart? — ^Tell me that, 
I say. 

Lyd. 'Tis true, ma'am, and none but Beverley 

Mrs. MaL Hold I — ^hold. Assurance l-^you shall not be 
so rude. 

Abs. Nay, pray, Mrs. Mal^prop, don't stop the young 
lady's speech: she's very welcome to talk thus— it does 
not hurt me in the least, I assure you. 

Mrs. MaL You are too good, captain — ^too amiably 
patient — ^but come with me, miss. — Let us see you again 
soon, captain — ^remember what we have fixed. 

Abs. I shall, ma'^m. 

Mrs. MaL Come, take a graceful leave of the gentleman. 

Lyd. May every blessing wait on my Beverley, my loved 
Bev 

Mrs. MaL^ Hussy I I'll choke the \^ord in your throat I 
— come along — come along.. 

[Exeunt severally ; Captain Absolute kissing ^his hand 
to Lydia — ^Mrs. Malaprop stopping her from speaking 
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ScENTE IV.— Acres' Lodgings 

i 

Acres, as fmi dresaedt and David 

.Acres, Indeed, I?avid — do you think I become it so ? 

Dav. You are quite ahg|y^ creature, believe me, master, 
V by the m'as^Tlui*'"^^*^ ain^ shalj see the Devon 

monkerony in all the print-shops in Bath I 

Acres. Dress does ihake a difference, David. 

Dau. 'Tis all in all, I think.'— Difference I why, an' you 
were to go now to Qod-|iaJl, I am certain the old lady 
wouldn't know you : master Butler wouldn't believe his 
own ,eyes, and Mrs. Pickle would cry, L^d presarve mel 
our dairy-maid would come ^ggling to the door, and I 
warraat Dolly ^ Tester, your honour's favourite, would 
blusti Ill^emy waistcoat. — Ooris I 1% hold, a gallon, there 
an't a dog in the house but would bark, and 1 question 
whether,, piullis would wag a hair ol her tail I 
</ A(\res. Ay, Davi^, there*s nothing like polishing. . 

Dav. So I says of your honour's boots ; but the toy never 
heeds me f ... . , » . 

Acres. But, David, has Mr. De-la-gr^ce been here ? I 
must rub up my balanQing, and chasing, and hoping, 

Dai;. I'll call again^, sir. . ., . 

Acres. Do — and see if there, aye ai^y letters for me at the 
post-office. / . . , 

Dav. I will. — Bj^ the mass, 1 can't help looking at your 
head I — If I hadn't, bee,ii b^ fii% the cooking, I wish 1 may 
die if I should have known the dish agjain myself I 

[Exit 

Acres. [Practising a dqncing step.} Sink, slide — coiipee. — 
Coiifound the first inventor's pf cotillons I say 1 — ^they are 
as bad as algebra to us country gentlemen — I can walk a 
minuet easy enouigh when I am forced 1 — and I have been 
accounted a good stick in 4 country-dance. — Odds jigs and 
tabors I I never valued your .9ross-over to couple — figure 
in — aright and left — and I 'd foot it with e'er a captain in 
the county I — ^but thesp outlandish heathen allemandes and 
cotillons are quite beyond me I — I shaU never prosper at 
'em, that 's sure — mine are true-borp English legs^ — they 
don't understand th^ir curst French lingo 1 — ^their pas this, 
and pas that, 'and pas t'other I — damn me I my feet don't 
like to he called paws 1 no, 'tis certain I have most Anti- 
gallican toesl / 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene IV vTHE j RIVALS 69 

Seru. Here is Sir Lut^ius O^l^^er to mdt on you, sir. 
Acres. Show him in. [Exit servant 

Enter Sui Lucius CTriggbr 

Sir Luc. Mr. Acres,^ 1 ^an deligl^ted to embrace you. 

Acres. My dear Sir Lucius, I kips your hands. 

Sir Luc. Pray, my Mend,, what has brought you so 
suddenly to Bath? 

Acres^ Faith! I have followed Cupid's Jack-a-lantern, 
and find myself in a quagmire at last. — In short, I have been 
very iU-used, Sir Lucius. — ^X dQjn*% choose to mention i?iajnes, 
but look on me jw^g^f^^^ery Ulr^^ ^^^"'^ 

Sir Luc. Pray what is the case ?— I ask^no names. 

Acres. Mark me, Sir Lucius* I iall as deep as need be in 
love witl^ ^ youpg lady — ^he?* friends take my part — I follow 
her to Bath — senji word of my arrival ; and receive answer, 
that the lady is to be otherwise dlspjbsed oL-r-This, Sir 
Lucius, I call being ill-used. , . , r 

Sir Luc. Very ill^ upon my pons'cience.— Pray, can ^ou 
divine the cause of it ? . 

Acres, Why, there's the natter ; she has another lover, y/ 
one Beverley, who, I am told, is now in Bath.— Od(J;5 
slanders and lies I he must Ut< at the bottom of it. 

Sir Luc. A rival in the case, is there ?— and you think he 
has si^pplanted you unfairly ? 

Acres. Unfairly I to be sure he has. He never could have 
done it fairly. , . 

Sir Luc. Then sujre you know what is to be done I , 

Acres. Not I, upon my soul 1 

Sir Luc We weay, no swords her<e, but you understand 
me.. 

Acres. Wh atl fight J Ml _ , 

Sir Luc. Ay, to be sure : what can I mean el^e ? 

Acres. But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir Luc. Now, I think he,h^ given you the greatest pro- 
vocation in the world. Can a man commit a more heinous 
offence against another than to fall in love with the same 
woman? Oh, by my soul! it is the most unpardonable 
breach of friendship. 

Acres. Breach of friendship 1 ay> ay ; but I have no 
acquaintance with this nian-y^, t never saw him in my life. 
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Sir Luc. That's no argument at all — ^he has the less right 
then to take such a liberty. 

[Acres, Gad, that *s true — I grow full of anger, Sir Lucius I 
— I fire apace I Odds hilts said blades I I find a man may 
have a deal of valour in him, and not know it I But couldn't 
I contrive to have a little right of my side ? 

Sir Luc. What the devil signifies right, when your honour 
is concerned I Do you think Achilles, or my little Alexander 
the Great, ever' inquired where the right lay ? No, by my 
soul, they drew their broad-swords, and left the lazy sons 
of peace to settle the justice of it. 

I Acres. Your words are a grenadier's march to my heart I 

I I believe courage must be catching I I certainly do feel a 
^jkind of valour rising as it were — a kind of courage, as I 

may say.— Odds flints, pans, and triggers I I '11 challenge 
him directly. 

Sir Luc. Ah, my little friend, if I had Blunderbuss Hall 
here, I could show you a range of ancestry, in the Q'Trigger 
line, that would furnish the new room ; every one of whom 
had killed his man t — For though the mansion-house and 
dirty acres have slipped through my fingers, I thank 
Heaven our honour and the family pictures are as fresh as 
ever. 

Acres. O, Sir Ludus I I have had ancestors too I — every 

man of 'em colonel or captain in the militia I — Odds balls 

and barrels I say no more — I'm braced for it. The thunder 

of your words has soured the milk of human kindness in my 

- breast ; — Zounds I as the man in the play says, / could 

* do such deeds I 

Sir Liic. Come, come, there must be no passion at all 
in the case — these things should always be done civilly. 

Acres. I must be in a passion. Sir Lucius— I must be in 
a rage. — Dear Sir Lucius, let me be in a rage, if you love 
me. Come, here's pen and paper. — [Sits down to write.] 
I would the ink were red I — Indite, — I say indite I — How 
shall I begin ? Odds bullets and blades I I '11 write a good 
bold hand, however. 

Sir Luc. Pray compose jrourself. 

Acres. Come — now, shall I begin with an oath ? Do, 
Sir Lucius, let me begin with a damme. 

Sir Luc. Pho ! pho I do the thing decently, and like a 
Christian. Begin now— Sir 

Acres. That's too civil by half. 

Sir Luc. To prevent the confusion that might arise 
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Acres. WeU- 



Sir Luc. From our both addressing the same lad^ 

Acres. Ay, there's the reason — same ladjf — ^well 

Sir Luc. I shall expect the honour of your company 

Acres. Zounds ! I'm not asking him to dinner. 

Sir Luc. Pray be easy. 

Acres. Well then, honour of your company 

Sir Luc. To settle our pretensions 

Acres. Well. 

Sir Luc, Let me see, ay, King's-Mead-Fields will do — 
in King'S'Mead'Fields. 

Acres. So, that's done — ^Well, I'll fold it up presently : 
my own crest — a hand and dagger shall be the seal: 

Sir Luc. You see now this little explanation will put a 
stop at once to all confusion' or misunderst^iding that 
might arise between you. 

Acres. Ay, we fight to prevent any misunderstanding. 

Sir Luc. Now, Til leave you to fix your own time. — 
Take my advice, and you^U decide it this evening if you 
can ; then let the worst come of it, Hwill be off your mind 
to-morrow. 

Acres. Very true. 

Sir Luc. So I shall see nothing more of you, unless it 
be by letter, till the evening.-^I would do myself the 
honour to carry your message ; but, to tell you a secret, 
I believe I shall have just such another affair on my own 
hands. T ly , r & Is n gny nnprtflin h rrrj ^ jghgjut a jest on 
me latelyTat the expense of my country, and* 1 only wanti 
to f aUTn with the gentleman, to call him out. _\ 

Acres. By my valour, I should like to see you fight first I 
Odds life I I should like to see you kill him if it was only ^ 
to get a little lesson. 

Sir Luc. 1 shall be very proud of instructing you. — 
Well for the present — ^but remember now, when you meet 
your antagonist, do everything in a mild and agreeable 
manner. — Let your courage be as keen, but at the same 
time as polished, as your sword. [Exeunt severally 
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' ^ ACT, FOUR ^ 

' SciBNE I.-^AcBE^' io<?^m^s , 

' AOBES ^ind David - 

Dav. Then, by the maco, sit 1 " I wiwild do no SXich tiihig 
— ne'er a Sir Lucius O'Trigger^ . lit the kingdom should 
make me fight, when I wa'n't so minded. Oons I what 
will the old lady say,, when ihe hegrs o't ? 

Acres. Ah 1 David, if you had healed Sir Lucius I-t— 
-VOdds spotks and flames I he would have roused your 
\valour. • ' , 

DiH^. :Net he, indeed*, I hate such bloodthirsty cor- 
morants, Look'ee, muster,/;!! yoa'd wanted a* bout at 
boxing, quarterstaff, or short-statl* I should never be the 
man to bid you cry ^ j but for your curst sharps and 
snap^,. I iiever knew any good com^ of 'em. 

Acres. But m^Jionouir, David, my hpng ur! I must be 
very careful of.inyTSOnour. o. . . T'"^-"'' 

Dav. Ay by the ma^T^and I would be very careful of 
it ; and I think in return my honour couldn't do less than 
to be very careful of me.: 

Acres. Odds blades I Davids no genitleman will ever risk 

the loss of his honour I 

I ^ X>av. I say then, it would be but civil, in honour neVei 

|/to ri^k the loss of a; gentleaaaan.— -Look'ee, master, this 

Ivhonouk stems' to me to be ^marvellous falsie friend: ay^ 

I tHly, Ji very courtier-like servant.— Put the case^ I was a 

gentleman (wMch, thaok ^Qod, no one can say of me) ; 

. welj, my honour mak^ me quarrel with another gentleman 

i of my acquaintance. — So — ^we fight. (Pleastot enou^ 

that I) Boh 1 — I kill him— (the more 's nly luck I) now, 

I pray who gets th^ profit of it ? — Why, my honour. But 

I put the case that he kills me l^r-by the mass 1 I go to the 

worms, and my honour whips over to my enemy. 

Acres. No, David — ^in that case I — Odds crowns «nd 
laurels I your honour follows you to the grave. 

Dav. Now, that 's just the place where I could make a 
shift to do without it. 

Acres. Zounds 1 David, you are a coward I — It doesn't 
become my valour to listen to you. What, shall I dis- 
grace my ancestors ?— Think of that, David — ^think what 
it would be to disgrace my ancestors I 
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Dao. Under, favour, the surest way ol' not disgracing 
them, fa to keep as long as you osm out of; their con^any. 
jLook'ee now, master, to go to them in such haste — ^with 
an ounce ot lead in your brWKH-I should thitik might as 
well be let alone. Our ancest(^s : are very good kind of 
folks; but they :^e>he last p^ple I should: choose to 
have a visiting acquaintance with. 

Acres, But, David, now you don't think there is such 
very, very, very great danger, hey ? — Odds life I people 
often fight without any mischief done I 

Dav. By the^ mass, I think 'tis ten to one against you I 
— Oons I here to meet some lion-headed fellow, I warrant, 
with his damned double-barrelled swords, and cut-and- 
thrust pistols I — ^Lord bless us I it makes me tremble to 
think o'tl — Those be such desperate bloody-minded 
weapons I Well, I never could abide 'jem— from a child 
I never could fancy *em I-^I suppose there an't been so 
merciless a beast in the world as your loaded pistol I 

Acres, Zoimds I I won't be afraid I — Odds fire and fury I 
you shan't make me afraid.- — Here is the challenge^ and 
I have sent for mf dear friend Jack Absolute to -carry it 
for me. 7 ' 

Dav, Xy, i' the name of mischief, let him be the messen- 
ger. — For my part, I wpuldn't lend a hand to it for the best 
horse in your stable. By the mass I it dqn'l look like 
another letter I It is, Jas I may say, a designing and mali- 
cious-looking letter ; and' t Warrant smells of gunpowder 
.like a soldier's pouch I — Oons I I wouldn't swear it mayn't 
go off I . " , 

Acres, Out, you poltroon I yoii hsfii^t the valour of a 
grasshopper. 

Dav. Well, I say no' more — 'twfll be sad news, to be 
sure, at Clod-Hall \ but I ha' d,one. — How Phillis will 
howl when she hears of it I — Ay, poor bitch, she little thinks 
what shooting her master's going aftfer I And I warrant 
old Crop, who has carried your honour, 'field and road, 
these ten years, will curse the hour he was born. 

[Whimpering 

Acres. It won't do, Dav!d-^I am determined to fight 
—so get along, you coward, while I 'm in the mind. 

Enier Servant 

Ser, Captain Absolute, sir. 
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Acres. Oh 1 show him up. [Exit Servant 

Dav. Well, Heaven send we be all alive this time to^ 

morrow. 

Acres. What's that? — Don't- provoke me, David I 
Dav. Good-bye, master. [Whimpering 

Acres. Get along, you cowardly, diastardly, croaking 

raven I [Exit David 

y Enter Captain Absolute 

/^ Abs. What's the matter. Bob ? 

I Acres. A vile, sheep-hearted blockhead I If I hadn't 

1 the valour of St. George and the dragon to boot 

1 Abs. But what did you want* with me. Bob ? 

\ Acres. Oh I — ^There [Gives him the challenge 

^ Abs. [Aside.] To Ensign Beverley. — So, what's going on 
now I — [Aloud.] Well, what 's this ? 
Acres. A chal lenge I 

Abs. InSte^n^ Wb^JS^sxn^ you, 

B^b? 

Acres. E^adj^Jbut I willj^ack. I^ir Lucius has wrought 
me to it. Jple"^has left me lull of rage — and I'll fight 
this evening, that so much good passion ma3m't be 
wasted. 

Abs. But what have I to do with this ? 
/^ Acres. Why, as I^think^yQtt know something of this 
/ fellow^ I_waixt_5x>u to And him out for me, and give him 
\tl3s mortal defiance. 

Abs. Well, give it to me, and trust me he gets it. 
Acres. Thank ypu, my dear friend, my dear Jack ; but 
it is giving you a great deal of trouble. 

Abs. Not in the least — I beg you won't mention it. — 
No trouble in the world, I assure you. 

Acres. You are very kind. — What it is to have a friend ! 
— You couldn't be my second, could you. Jack ? 

Abs. Why, no. Bob — ^not in this aftair— it would not be 
quite so proper. 

Acres. Well, then, I must get my friend Sir Lucius. I 
shall have your good wishes, however. Jack ? 
Abs. Whenever he meets you, believe me. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Sir Anthony Absolute is below, inquiring |6r the 
captain. 
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Abs. I'll come instantly. — [Exit Servant.] Well, my 
little hero, success attend you. ' [Goingt 

Acres. Stay — stay. Jack, — If Beverley should ask you 
what kind of a man your friend Acres i3> do tell him I am 
a devil of a fellow— ^will you. Jack ? 

Abs. To be sure I shall. I '11 say you are a determined 
dog — ^hey, Bob I 

Acres. Ay, do, do — and if that frightens him, egad, 
perhaps he mayn't come. So teU hinLJ Lfienerally kill a 
manaweek ; will you. Jack ? 

Abs. I win, I will ; I 'U say you are called in the country 
Fighthig Bob. 

Acres. Right — aright — 'tis all to prevent mischief; for 
I don't want to take his life if I dear my honour. 

Abs. No 1 — ^that 's very kind of you. 

Acres. Why, you don't wish me to kill him— do you. 
Jack ? 

Abs. No, upon my soul, I do not. But a devil of a 
fellow, hey ? [Going 

Acres. True, true — ^but stay — ^stay. Jack — ^you may add, 
that you never saw me in such a rage before — a most , 
devouring rage I 

Abs. 1 wiU, I wiU. 

Acres. Remember, Jack — a determined dog I 

Abs. Ay, ay. Fighting Bob 1 [Exeunt severally 



Scene II. — ^Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings 
Mrs. Malaprop and Lydia 

Mrs. Mai. Why, thou perverse one t — ^tell me what 
you can object to him ? Isn't he a handsome man ? — 
tell me that. A genteel man? a pretty figm:e of a 
man? 

Lyd. [Aside.] She little thinks whom she is praising I 
— [Aloud.] So is Beverley, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mai. No caparisons, miss, if you please. Capari- 
sons don't become a young woman. No I Captain Absolute 
is indeed a fine gentleman t 

Lyd. Ay, the Captain Absolute you have seen. [Aside 

Mrs. Mai. then he's so well bred— ^so full of alacrity, 
and adulation I^— ^^and has so much to say for himself : — in 
such good language too I His physiognomy so grammatical I 

78-0 
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Then his presence is. ^ noble I I protest, when, I jsaw him, 
I. thought of what Hamlet says in the play ::— > 

**HesperFan <nirls— the front of Job himself I— 
An eye, like Maroh, to Uireaten at commatid I^ 
A station, like Haiiy Iforcury, new**" 

Something about kissing-— on a hill — ^however, the similitude 
struck me directly. , 

Lyd. How enraged she '11 be presently, when she dis- 
covers her mistake ! , [A^ide 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir Anthony and Captain Absolute are below, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. Mai Show them up here.~[Extt Servant.] Now, 
Lydia, I insist on your behaving as becomes a young 
woman. Show your good breeding, at least, though you 
have forgot your duty. 

Lyd. Madam, I have told you my resolution l-^I shall 
not only give him ho- encouragement, but I won't even 
.speak to, or look at him. 

[Flings herself into a chair^ with her face from the door 

Enter Sir Anthony Absolute and Captain Absolute 

Sir Anth. Here we are, Mrs. Malaprop ; come to miti- 
gate the frowns of unrelenting beauty, — and difficulty 
enough I had to bring this fellow. — I don't know what's 
the matter ; but if I had not held him by force, he 'd have 
given me the slip. 
? Mrs, Mai, You have infinite trouble. Sir Anthony, in 
the affair. I am ashamed for the cause r — [Aside to 
LYDLi.] Lydi^, Lydia, rise, I beseech you 1 — ^p^y your 
respects I , . 

Sir Anth. I hope, madam, that Miss Languish has 
reflected on the worth of this gentleman, and the regard 
due to her aunt's choice, and my alUanc^. — [Aside to 
Captain Absolute.] Now, Jack^ speak to her. 

Abs, [AsideJi What the devil shall I do 1 — [Aside to 

.'Sir Anthony.] You see, sir, she won't even look at me 

whilst you are here.; I knew she wouldn't J I told you ifo. 

^Let ine entreat you,^ sir, to le^ve us together! . 

*^ . ■ . [See^ns to expostulate with his father 

Lyd.;lAside.] 1 wonder I ha'n^t h^ard my ^unt e^cd^m 
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yet ! sure she can*t have looked at MiKil^^erhat)s their 
regimentals are ahke, and she Is something blind. 

Sir Anth, I say, sir, I won't stir a foot yet I 

Mrs. Mai. I am sorry to say, Sir Anthony, that my 
alflneiice over my niece is very small.<-^A$t<fe to Ly^a.] 
Turn ronnd, Lydiac I blush twr you ! ! v 

Sir Anth. May I not flatter myself, that Miss Languish 
will assign what cause of dlsMk^ she can have to my soul — 
[Aside to Captain ABSOLtrrft.] Why don't you be^, 
Jack ?— Speak, you puppy-^speak ! 

Mrs. Mai. It is impossible, Sir Anthony, she can have 
any. She will not say she has. — [Aside to LVdia.] Aniwer, 
hussy 1 why don't you answer ? 

Sir Anth. Then, madam, I trust that a childish and 
hasty predilection will be no bar to Jack'i happiness. — 
[Aside to Captain Absolute.]— Zounds I sirrah ! why 
don't you speak ? 

Lyd. [Aside.] I think my lover seetns^as little inclined / 
to conversation as myself .—How ^traiigeiy blind my aunt ^ 
must be I 

Abs. Hem ! hem I madam«— hem {-^[Attempts to speak, 
then returns to Sir. Anthony.] Faith I sir, I am so con- 
founded l-r-and — so — 'SO-wronfused 1 — I t<dd jroti I should v 
be so, sir — I knew it.-^r-The*— the-^-tremor.of my passion ) 
entirely takes away my presence of mind. ^ 

Sir Anth. But it don't tkke away your: voice, fool, does 
it ? — 'Go Tip> and Speftk to her directly I^ 

[Captain Absolute makes signs to Mrs. Max^aprop 
to leave them together. 

Mrs. Mai. Sir Anthony, shall we leave them together ? 
— [Aside to Lydia.] Ah I you stubborn little Vixen i 

Sir Anth. Not yet, ma'am, not yet I — [A^eide to Captain 
Absolute.} What the devil are you at ? Unlock your 
jaws, sirrah, or 

Abs. [Aside.] Now Heaven send she may be too sullen 
to look roimd 1— I must disguise my voicSe.— [Z>raa?* ne^ 
Lydia, and speaks (n a low hoarse torte.] Will not Miss 
Languish lend an ear to the mild accents of true love ? 
wm not 

Sir Anth. What the devH ails the lellow? Why don't 
you speak out ? — not ttand croaking like a frog in « quinsy ) 

Abs. The-**'the— excess of my kwe, and my — ^my-^-^ny 
modesty quite choke me I 

Sir Anth. Ah 1 yout modesty again l-^I '11 tell. you what. 
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Jack; if you don't speak out directly, and glibly too, I 
shall be in such a rage I — ^Mrs. Malaprop, I-^sh the lady 
would favour us with something more than a side-front. 
[Mrs. Malaprop seems to chide Lydia 
Abs. [Aside J .^o all will out, I see I — [Goes up to Lydia, 
speaks softly.jfBe not surprised, my Lydia, suppress all 
surprise at present^ 

Lgd. [Aside.] Hea vens I 'tis Beverley's voice ! Sure he 
can't have imposedTSnTSlFAlrtttOTyTooT^P^ round by 
y/ degrees, then starts up,]' Is this possible I — ^my Beverley I— 
how can this be ? — ^my Beverley ? 
Abs. Ah 1 'tis all over. [Aside 

/ Sir Anth. Beverley I — ^the devil — ^Beverley I — ^What can 
\the girl mean ? — This is my son. Jack Absolute. 
1 Mrs. MaL For shame, hussy I for shame I your head 
yuns so on that fellow, that you have him always in your 
i4yes I — ^beg Captain Absolute's pardon directly. 
V V -^y^* I see no Captain Absolute, but iny loved Beverley I 
Sir AHfflrZTO P dS r tBfe |^r^ fliad t— her brain 's turned 
by reading. 

Mrs. MaL O' my conscience, I believe so I — ^What do 

you mean by Beverley, hussy ? — You saw Captain Absolute 

before to-day ; there he is — ^your husband that shall be. 

Lyd. With all my soul, ma'am — ^when I refuse my 

Beverley 

Sir Anth. Oh I she's as mad as Bedlam 1— or has this 
^ fellow been playing us a rogue's trick I-— Come here, sirrah : 
who the devil are you ? 

Abs. Faith, sir, I am not quite clear myself ; but I '11 
/ endeavour to recollect. 

Sir Anth. Are you my son, or not ?— ^answer for your 
\ mother, you dog, if you won't for me. 
\ Mrs. MaL Ay, sir, who are you ? O mercy I I begin to 
/ suspect I — 

f Abs. [Aside.] Ye powers of impudence, befriend me 1 — 
[Aloud.] Sir Anthony, most assuredly I am your wife's son, 
and that I sincerely believe myself to be yours also, I hope 
my duty has always shown. — ^Mrs. Malaprop, I am your 
most respectful admirer, and shall be proud to add affec- 
tionate nephew, — I need not tell my Lydia, that she sees 
her faithful Beverley, who, knowing the singular generosity 
of her temper, assumed that name and station, which has 
proved a test of the most disinterested love, which he now 
hopes to enjoy in a more elevated character. 
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Lyd, So i — ^there will be no elopeiy^ent ^^y gll I 

[Sullenly 

Sir Anth. Upon my soul, Jack, thou art a very impudent 
fellow 1 To do you justice, I think I never saw a piece of 
more consummate assurance t 

Abs. Oh, you flatter me, sir — ^you compliment — ^'tis my 
modesty, you know, sir, — ^my modesty that has stood in 
my way. 

Sir Anth. Well, I am glad you are not the dull, insensible 
varlet you pretended to be, however I — I'm glad you have 
made a fool of your father, you dog — I am. So this was i 
your penitence, your duty and obedience I — I thought it was 
damned sudden 1 — You never heard their names before, not 1 
you I — what the Languishes of Worcestershire, hey ? — if you ) 
could please me in the affair it was all you desired I— Ah I / 
you dissembling villain I — What I — [Pointing to Lydia] J 
sfKT'tqritWSrTlljSfn^^^ girl I — ^hey ? — / 

Whv. you hypocritical y o ttna > rasc al ! — I worn^^j you an't / 
ashamed toxoid uj) your head 1 / 

aSsT^^s with difficulty, sir.— I am confused — ^very 
much confused, as you must perceive. 

Mrs, Mai, O Lud ! Sir Anthony I — a new light breaks 
in upon me I — ^hey I — ^how I what I captain, did you write 
the letters then I — ^What — am I to thank you for the elegant 
compilation of an old weather-beaten she-dragon — ^hey I — O 
mercy I — ^was it you that reflected on my parts of speech ? 

Abs, Dear sir I my modesty will be overpowered at last, 
if you don't assist me — I shall certainly not be able to stand 
it I 

Sir Anth. Come, come, Mrs. Malaprop, we must forget 
and forgive ; — odds life I matters have taken so clever a 
tiun all of a sudden, that I could find in my heart to be 
so good-humoured t and so gallant t hey ! Mrs. Malaprop t 

Mrs. Mai. Well, Sir Anthony, since you desire it, we 
win not anticipate the past I — so mind, young people — 
our retrospection will be all to the iuture. 

Sir Anth. Come, we mtlst leave them together; Mrs. 
Malaprop, they long to fly into each other's arms, I warrant I 
— Jack — ^isn't the cheek as I said, hey ? — and the eye, you 
rogue I — and the lip — ^hey ? Come, Mrs. Malaprop, we 'U 
not disturb their tendemess-^theirs is the time of life for 
happiness I — Youth's the season made for foy-^Sings] — ^hey I 
Odds life I I 'm in such spirits, — I don't know what I 
could not do I — Permit me, ma'am — [Gives his hand to Mrs. 
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Malaprop.] Taltd8*rol-r-'gad, I should like to hggfi a 
lit tie fooling mys elf — Tol-de-rol I'"3e-r61'. " ' ~^'"''" 
'^^[ii'xiif, singm'g and handing Mrs. Maulprop.— Lydia 
sits sidlenly in her chair 

Abs, [Aside.] So much thought bodes me no good. — 
[Aloud,] So grave, Lydia! 

Lgd. Sirl 

Abs. [Aside,] So I — egad I I thought as much I — ^that 
damned monosyllable has froze me \-^[Aloud,] What, 
Lydia, now that Nre are as happy in our friends'- consent, 
as in our mutual vows* ^ ■ 

Lyd. Friends' consent indeed ! [Peevishli/ 

Abs. Come, come, we must lay aside Bome of our romance 
— a little wealth and comfort may be endured after all. 
And for your fortune,) the lawyers shall make such settle- 
ments as 

Lgd. Lawyers! I hate lawyers I 

Ai>s.' Nay, then, We will not wait for their lingering 
forms, but instantly procute the licence, and-: — 

Lgd. The licence I — I hate licence I 

Abs. Oh my love I be not so unkind ! — ^thus let me en- 
treat ^ [Kneeling 

Lgd. Psha I — ^what signifies kneeling, when you know I 
nmst have you? 

Abs. [Rising.] Nay, madam^ there shaU be no coiistraint 
upon your inclinations, I promise you. — If I have lost your 
heart — I resign the rest — [Aside.] 'Gad, I must try what a 
little spirit will do. 

Lgd. [Rising,] Then, sir, let me tell you, the interest you 
had there was acquired by a mean, unmanly imposition, 
and deserves the punisthment of fraud, — What, you have 
been treating me like a child I— humouring my romance ! 
and laughing, I iuppose, at your success ! 

Abs. You wrong ine, Lydia, you wrong me — only hear — 

Lgd. S o, while I f ondly imagined we were deceiving my 

[^ relations, M d' flftttftt^d myselTthat I should outwit and 

fmoense xnenfOT-^Behold my hopes are to be crushed at 

\ ont^r^ ^T aunt's consent and approbation — and I am 

myself the only dupe at last I — {Walking about in a heat.] 

But here, sir, here is the picture — geveriey 's pictur e I 

[taking a miniature from her bosom.] Wnieh i nave worn, 

J night and day, in spite of thjreats and entreaties 1— There, 

"^ sir ; [flings it to him] and be assured I throw the original 

from my heart as ea^y^ 
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Abs. Nay, nay, ma'am, we will not differ as to that. — 
Here — [taking out a picture] here is Miss Lydia Languish. — 
WhatjLjJifference I — ay, there is the heavenly assenting 
smlK^ffiat fe»st gave soul and spirit to my hopes !*— those 
are the lips which sealed a vow, as yet scarce dry in Cupid's 
calendar I and there the half-resentful blush, that would 
have checked the ardour of my thanks I — ^Well, all that *s 
past I — all over indeed I — There, madam — ^in beauty that 
copy is not equal to you, but in my mind its merit over 
the original, in being still the same, is such — ^that-^l cannot 
find hi my heart to part with It. [Puts it up again 

Lyd. [Softening,] 'Tis your own doing, sir — I, I, I suppose 
you are perfectly satisfied. 

Abs. O, most certainly — sva^e, now, this is much better 
than being in love l-^ha t ha I ha I — there's some spirit in 
this I — What signifies breaking some Scores' of solemn 
promises : — all that 's of no consequence, you know,— To 
be sure, people will say, that miss don't know her own mind 
— but never mind that I Or, perhap*,' tliey may be ill- 
natured enough ti> hint, that the geritleman grew tired of 
the lady tod forsook her-— but don*t let that fret you. 

Lyd. There is no besiring his insolence. [Bursts inte tears 

Re-enter Mrs. MalAprop andSm Anthony Absolute 

Mrs. Mai. Come, we must interrupt your billing and 
cooing awhile. 

Lyd. This is worse- than your treachery and deceit, you 
base ingrate I [Sobbing 

Sir Anth. What the devil 's the matter now I — Zounds, 
Mrs. Malaprop, this is the oddest billing and cooing I ^ver 
he^d I-^— but what the deuce is the meaning of it ? — I am 
quite astonished I 

Abs. Ask \he lady, dr. 

Mrs. Mai. Oh, mercy I^—Ftn quite analysed, for my 
parti — Why, Lydia, what is the reason of this? 

Lyd. Ask the gentleman, ma'am. 

Sir Anth. 2k)iinds I I shaU toe in a frenzy I — Why, Jack, 
you are not odme out to be any one else, are you ? 

Afrs. Mat. Ay, sir, there^s no more trick, is there 7^ — ^you 
are not like Gei^rus, three gentlemen at once, are you ? 

AUs. You^n not let me speak— r say the lady can account 
for this much better than I can. 

Lyd: Ma'am, you once commanded nle never to think of 
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Beverley again — ^there is the man — I now obey you : lor, 
from this moment, I renoimce him lor ever. [Exit 

Mrs. MaL O mercy I and miracles 1 what a turn hCTe 
Is — why sure, captain, you haven't behaved disrespectluUy 
to my niece. 

Sir Anth, Ha 1 ha 1 ha I — ^ha I ha I ha I — now I see it. 
Ha I ha I ha I — ^now I see it — yon ]\^y^ hftfln \jna llvAly^ 
Jack. 

Abs. Nay, sir, upon my word 

Sir Anth. Come, no lying. Jack — I'm sure 'twas so. 

Mrs. Mai. O Lud I Sir Anthony 1 — O ly, captain 1 

Abs. Upon my soul, ma'am 

Sir Anth. Come, no excuses, Jack ; w hy, your la ther, 
y ou rogue, wa s so before you : — the blood 61 the Absolutes 
was always impaSenll— Ha I ha I ha I poor little Lydia 1 
why, you 've frightened her, you dog, you have. 

Abs. By all that's good, sir 

Sir Anth. Zounds 1 say no more, I tell you — ^Mrs. Mala- 
prop shall make your peace. — You must make his peace, 
Mrs. Malaprop : — ^you must tell her 'tis Jack's way — ^tell 
her 'tis all our ways — ^it runs in ^ e blood ol our family 1— 
Come away. Jack — Hal ha I Ea TT!rs."^"Halaprop — a 
young villain I [Pushing him out 

Mrs. Mai. O 1 Sir Anthony I — O fy, captain I 

[Exeunt severally 



Scene III. — The North Parade 

Enter Sir Lucius O'TniaGER 

Sir Luc. I wonder where this Captain Absolute hides 
himself I Upon my conscience I these officers are always 
in one's way in love affairs: — I remember. I might have 
married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it had not been lor a 
little rogue of a major, who ran away with her before she 
could get a sight of me t And I wonder, too, what it is 
the ladies can see in them to be so fond of them — ^unless it 
be a touch of the old serpent in 'em, that makes the little 
creatures be caught, ^like vipers, with a bit of red doth. 
Ha [ isn't this the captain coming ? — ^faith it is I — There 
is a probability of succeeding about that fellow, that is 
mighty provoking 1 Who the devil is he talking to ? 

[Steps aside 
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Enter Captain Absolute 

Abs. [Aside.] To what fine purpose I have been plotting I 
a noble reward for all my schemes, upon my soul t — a little 
gipsy 1 — I did not think her romance could have made her 
so danmed absurd either. 'Sdeath, I never was in a 
worse humour in my life I — I could cut my own throat, or 
any other person's, with the greatest pleasure in the world I 

Sir Luc. , Oh, faith 1 I'm in the luck of it. I never could 
have fotmd him 4n a sweeter temper for my purpose — ^to 
be sure Fm just come in the nick I Now to enter into conver- 
sation with him, and so ^yuarrel genteelly. — [Goes up to Cap- 
tain Absolute.] With regard to that matter, captain, I 
must beg leave to differ in opinion with you. 

Abs, Upon my word, then, you must be a very subtle 
disputant : — ^because, sir, I happened Just then to be giving 
no opinion at all. 

Sir Luc. That' s no reason. For give me leave to tell 
you, a man may think an untruth as well as speak one. 

Abs. Very true, sir ; but if a man never utters his 
thoughts, I should think they might stand a chance of 
escaping controversy. 

Sir Luc. Then, sir, you differ in opinion with me, which 
amounts to the same thing. 

Abs. Hark'ee, Sir Lucius ; if I had not before known you 
to bCsa gentleman, upon my soul, I should not have dis- 
covered it at this interview : for what you can drive at, 
unless you mean to quarrel with me, I cannot conceive 1 

Sir Luc. I humbly thank you, sir, for the quickness of 
your €tppTehension.~[Bowing.] You have named the very 
thing I would be at. 

Abs. Very well, sir; I sh^ certainly not balk your 
inclinations. — But I should be glad you would please to 
explain your motives. 

Sir Luc. Pray, sir, be easy ; the quarrel is a very pretty 
quarrel as it stands ; we should only spoil it by trying to 
explain it. However, your memory is very short, or you 
could not have forgot an affront you passed on me within 
this week. So, no more, but name your time and place. | 

Abs. Well, sir, since you are so bent on it, the sooner the 
better ; let it be this evening — ^here, by the Spring Gardens. I 
We shall scarcely be interrupted. 

Sir Luc. Faith ! that same interruption in affairs of this 
nature shows very great ill-breeding. I don't know what's 
78— c* 
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the reason, but In England, it a tl^i^ of this kind gets 
wind, people make such a pother, that a gentleman can 
never fight in peace and quietness. However, it it's the 
same to you, captain, I should take it as a particular kind- 
ness if you 'd let us meet in King's-Mead-Fields, as a little 
business will call me there about six o'clock^ and I may 
despatch both matters at once. 

Abs. 'Tis the same to me exactly, A little after six, 
then, we will discuss this matter more seriously. 

Sir Luc. It you please^ sir ; there wUl be very pretty 
smallrsword lights though it won't do for a long shot. So 
that matter's settled, and my mind 's at ease 1 i , [Ej^U 

Enter Faulklano 

Abs. Well met! I was going to look for you. O Faulk- 
land I all the demons of spite and disappointment' have 
conspired against me I I'm so vexed, that if I had> not the 
prospect of a resource in being knocked o' the head byrand-^ 
by, I ^ould scarce have spirits to tell you the cause. 
/ Faulk. What can you mean?— ^Has Lydia changed her 
'•mind? — I should have thought her duty and inclination 
would now have pointed to the same object. 

Abs, Ay, just as the eyes do Of a person who squints : 
when he r^love«eye was fixed on n>e, t'other; he ^ye of du ty, 
was- finely <kmqu6d : but when duty bid Jier poIHTTBarthe 
same way, ofS. t'other turned on a swivel, and secured its, 
retreat with a frown I i. . 

Faulk. But what's the resource yout — — : 

Abs. Oh,. to wind up the whole, a good-natured ,Ir>shmazi^ 
here has — [Mimicking Sir Lucius] — ^begged leave to have 
the pleasure of cuttings my throat ; and I mean to indulge 
him — ^that's all. 

Faulk. Prithee, be serious 1 

Abs. 'Tis fact, upon my <oul I Sir Lucius O'Trigger — ^you 
know him by sight — ^for some, affront, which I am sure I 
never intended, has obliged me to meet him this evening 
at six o'dodc : 'tis on that, account I wished to see you ; 
you must go with me, 

Faulk. Nay, there must be some mistake sure. Sir 
Lucius shall explain himself, and I dare say matters may 
be accommodated. But this evening did you say ? I 
wish it had beefa «iy other time. 

Aba. Why ? there will be liglrt enough : there, will (as 
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Sir Ludm says) bgjgry xmfttty snMigi;;$t?roird light, thoilglit 
it -will not do tafa long shot. ConKSSH^Ms long 
shots I 

F^ailk. But I am myself a good deal ra ffled by a dif fer^ 
enceJJto^g^^MiJSlI*. J^^* My vile trirm^ ting tqitpei* 
has ma'Seme treat her so ctuelly, that I shaH not be myseU 
tin "Wr^are^fsconclled. 

Abs. By heavens I Faulkland, you don't deserve her I 

Enter Servant, gives FAtUEULSjy. a letter^ and. exit 

Faulk. Oh, Jack I tMs is from JuUa* I dread to open 
it I 1 fear it may be to take a last leave I — ^perhaps to bid 

me return her letters, and restore Oh, how I suffer for 

my folly I 

Abs. Here, let me see. — [Takes the letter and opens it.] 
Ay, a final sentence, indeed !— 'tis all over with you, faith I 

Faulk. Nay, Jack, don't keep me in suspense I 

Abs. Hear then.-T-{,Rea£^.J 4« / am convinced that my 
dear Faulkland's own reflections have already upbraided him 
for bis last UMkindness to me, I will not add a word en the 
subject I wish io speak withijou ^ soon as possible. Yours 
ever and, truly, Julia. There's stubbornness and resent- 
ment for you I — [Gives him the letten] Why, man, you 
don't seem one whit the happier at this I 

Faulk. O yes, I am ; but — but- 

Abs. Confound your huts I you never hear anything that 
would make another man bless himself, but you immediately 
damn it with a ^t I ■' " 

Faulk. Now, Jack, as you ate my friend, own honestly — 
don't you think there is soitiething forward, something in- 
delicate, in this haste to forgive ? Women should never sue 
for reconciliation : that should always come from us. They 
shouM retain their coldness till wooed to kindness ; and 
the^ pardon, like their love, should " not unsought be 
vran.** 

Abs. I h^ve not patience to listen to you I thou 'rt in- 
corrigible I Yo"sa y'nd"m o¥rTm"iite siib]€Ct. 1 ifnusF go to 
settl^'Cfew ina^ yoU 'before' six, remember, 

at my lodgings. • A pocw industrious devil Hke me, who have 
toiled, and drudged, and plotted to gain my ends, and am at 
last disappointed by other people's folly, may in pity be 
allowed to swear aMf grumble a little ; but a captious sceptic 
hi love, a slave to fretfiilness and whim, who has ho difficulties 
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but of his own creating, is a subject more fit for ridicule than 
compassion I [Exit 

Faulk. I feel his reproaches ; yet I would not change this 
too exquisite nicety for the grosuu^ontent with which he 
tramples on the thorns of love iS His engaging me in this 
duel has started an idea in my head, which I will instantly 
pursiie/<I '11 use it as the touchstone of Julia's sincerity and 
disinterestedness. If her love prove pure and sterling ore, 
my name will rest on it with honour ; andonceXlY§^amped 
it th(ece>Xla3L^Ms.^Kff.Jl?ii^ts for ever! Butifthe dross 
of selfishness, the alloy of pride, predominate, 'twill be best 
to leave her as a toy for some less cautious fool to sigh 
fori [Exit 

ACT FIVE 

Scene I. — Julia's Dressing-Room 

Julia discovered alone 

Jul, How this message has alarmed me ! what dreadful 
t accident can he mean ? why such charge to be alone ? — O 
f Faulkland ! — ^how many unhappy moments — ^how many 
I tears have you cost me. 

Enter Faulkland 

Jul. What means this ? — ^why this caution, Faulkland ? 

Faulk. Alas I Julia, I am come to take a long farewell. 

Jul. Heavens I what do you mean ? 

Faulk. You see before you a wretch, whose life is forfeited. 
Nay, start not I — ^the infirmity of my temper has drawn all 
this misery on me. I left you fretful and passionate — an 
untoward accident drew me into a quarrel — the event is, 
"^ that I must fly this k ingdom instantl y. O Julia, had I 
been scfroitllllULe astu hUV6 called you mine entirely, before 
this mischance had jf alien on me, I should not so deeply 
dread my banishments 

Jul. My soul is oppressed with sorrow at the nature of 
your misfortune: had these adverse circumstances ^sen 
from a less fatal cause, I should have felt strong comfort 
in the thought that I could now chase from your bosom 
every doubt of the warm sincerity of my Ipve. My heart 
has long known no other guardian— I now entrust my person 
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to your honour — we will fly toget her. "When safe from 
pursuit, my father's will may be fiilfilled — ^and I receive a 
legal daim to be the partner of your sorrows, and tenderest 
comforter. Then on the bosom of your wedded Julia, you 
may lull your keen regret to slumbering; while virtuous 
love, with a cherub's hand, shall smooth the brow of up- 
braiding thought, and pluck the thorn from compunction. 

Faulk, O Jul ia! I am bankri ^t f^ gy^t^t^ude I but the 
time is so pressing, it calls on you for so hasty a resolution. 
— ^Would^ou not wish some hours to weigh the advantages 
you forego, and what little compensation poor Faulkland 
can make you beside his solitary love ? 

Jul. I ask not a moment. No, Faulkland, I have loved 
you for yourself ; and if I now, moreTEim ever, prize the 
solenm engagement which so long has pledged us to each 
other, it is because it leaves no room for hard aspersions 
on my fame, and puts the seal of duty to an act of love. But 
let us not linger. Perhaps this delay 

Faulk. 'Twill be better I should not venture out again 
till dark. Yet am I grieved to think what numberless dis- 
tresses will press heavy on your gentle disposition I 

Jul. Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by this un- 
happy act. — I know not whether 'tis so ; but sure that alone 
can never make us unhappy. TTie little I have will be 
sufficient to support us ; an exile never should be splendid. 

Faulk. Ay, but in such an abject state of life, my wounded 
pride perhaps may increase the natural fretfulness of my 
temper, till I become a rude, morose companion, beyond 
your patience to endure. Perhaps the recollection of a deed 
my conscience canQgt Justify may haunt me in such gloomy 
and unsocial fits, teat I shall hate the tenderness that would 
relieve me, break from your arms, and quarrel with your 
fondn ess ! J ^ 

JiHr If your thoughts should assume so unhappy a bent, 
you will the more want some n^d and aflectionate spirit 
to watch over and console you : one who, by bearing your 
infirmities with gentleness and resignation, may teach you 
80 to bear the evils of your fortune. 

Faulk. Julia, I have proved you to the quick I and with 
this useless device I throw away all my doubts. How shall 
I plead to be forgiven this last unworthy effect of my rest- 
less, unsatisfied disposition ? ' 

Jul. Has no such disaster happened as ypu. related ? 

Faulk. lam asSaafed t<> own that if w^ gretended ; yet 
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In i^ty, Julia, do not kiH me with resentitig a fault vfhich 

^..^ver can be repeated : but sealing, tMs olice, toy pardon, 

A let me to-morrow, In the face of Heaven, receive my future 

guide and monitress, and eicplaie my past folly by years 

of tender adorat ion. \ 

Jul Hold, FaiilEIiind I — that you $re ft*ee from a crime, 

which I before feared to name. Heaven know-how sincerely 

'I rejoice I These are tears of thankfulness for that I But 

y that your cruel doubts should have urged you to an im- 

Cj position that has wrung my heart, gives me now a pang 

more keen than I can express I 

Faulk, By heavens 1 Jtnlia 

Jul. Yet hear me.^ — My iather^Jpyed y^U^^auMa^^ I 
and you preserved the life that tender parent gave toe ; 
in his presence I pkidged my hand — ^joyfully pledged it — 
where before t had given toy heart* When, «oon after, 
I lost that paretit, it itemed to me ihat F¥ovidence had,^ 
in Faulkland, shown toe whither to transfer without a 
pause toy gratefiQ dtity, as well as toy affection : hence I 
have been content to bear from you whbt«|»dde and delicacy 
would have fcM»bid me from ' another. V I will not upbraid 
you, by repeating how you have_ trifled with my sin- 

F'Sttttr^ I cohfess it all 1 yet hear — 

Jul. After such ajlamr flf H ftl> ^I might have flattered 
myself that I shoulff h6l irate been Insulted with a new 
probation of my sincerity, as cruel as unnecessary! I 
now see it is not in your nature to* be content or confident 
in love: With this^ ogn^gljon — I iffver ^yill ^bjg y o urs. 
While I had nopes^hat my persevering attenuon, and 
unreproaching kindness, might In time reform your temper, 
I should h^^been happy to have gained a dearer influence 
over you ; put I will not furnish you with a liceiised power 
t« ke^p alive an iilfeorrigible fatdt, at the expense df on^ 
who Aever would ^ccintend with you. 

Faulk. Nay, but, Julia, by my' soul and honoiir, if after 



f Jul. But one word 'mbl^*-^->^ iny <faith h as -on ce been 
'given to ycfti, I h&^ejt ^j^ ,jHmejJt\with anotttSiv^I'^all 
pray for your happineiss witn^^eirost sineerity ; and the 
dearest blessing I call -ask^f Heaven to «end you will iH to 
charm vou from that unhappy temper, Whi€h alone has 
prevented th6 t>«rformance of otu* sol^nm engagement. 
Ail I r^est of ydu is, that you wiU yourseU reflect upon 
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thif infirmity y ^and when yon ngmbe r ug the many true ^> 
de lights it has de mived; yott of, l et it not b e your least \ 
regret, tnat h lost yog jthe love oT^n e who ^o^igTrave / 
ioUo^rar^TTh l)eg|fi*y throu gh the wori YT^^^ JMxii 
TmJE^^e 's j^he-^fof hV&rT—Vn^% was-tin a'wful reso- 
lution in her manner, that riveted me to my place — O fool ! 
— dolt I — barbarian I Cursed to I am, with more imper- 
iections than my fdlow wretehes, kind Fortune sent a 
heaven-gifted eherub^to my aid, and, like a ruffian, I have 
driven iier from my side \ — I must now haste to my i^)point- 
ment. Well, my mind is tuned for such a scene. I shall 
wish only ^Ui b€UOllWu piiutipcil fcHt,"«n4*rcvcrse't!ie'tale 
m y^ ^e ui&gd foiiy ^ffllt TBCUpOff fKi^g^Kere.— CT Edve I— 
torm«iitorl=^=ffCIWl't-^^-whOBe lufltteftte, like the moon's, 
acting on men of dull souls, makes idiots of them, but meet^ 
in^ subtler spirits, betrays their- course* and urges sensibility 
tomackiessl [Exit 

Enter LvbiA'd/irf Mah^ 

, Mvdd. My misttess, ma'am, I know, was here Just now*— 
perhaps she is only ki the next room. [Exit 

Lgd. Heigh-ho I Ttou^ he has used me so, this fellow 

runs strangely inmyiuead. I believe one lecture from my 

grave cousin will make me recall himj [Re-enter Julia.] 

j O Julia, I am come to you with such an appetite for con*- 

I solation.~Lud I child, what 's the matter with you ? 

Wou iiave been crying 1 — I '11 be hanged if that Faidkland 

lias not been tormenting you 1 

Jul. You mistake the cause c^ my nneadnesB I — Something 
has iflmTkd me a little. Nothing that you can guess at. 
[Aside.] I wotuld mot accnse BaulMand to a sistftr I 

Lyd, Ah I whatever vexations you may have, I can assure 
you mine surpass them. You know who Beverley proves 
to be ? 

Jul. I will n^w fw m tojgffl^ L^^ that Mr. Faulldand 
had befoT6 inidt^rfTeg ^ mToT the whole affair. Had young 
Absolute been tne person you tSok him for, I should not 
have accepted your confidencb iast the subject, without a 
serious endeavour to counteract' your caprice. 

Lgd. So, thiEJn, I see I haHre?heen_d ecefe^A.h3uaEBE3^^ I 
But I don't care— I'U never have liim. 

Jul. Nay, Lydla-^ — > 

Lyd. Why, is it not provoking ? when Ittiougbt we were 
coming to the prettiest distress imaginabte,^ to find ihyself 
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made a mere Smithfield bargain of at last I There, had I 
proj ected^ one of the most sent imental elopements 1 — ^so 
I becoming^ a disguise I — so amiable a ladder of ropes 1 — 
Conscious moon — ^four ho^^^^^^^=ScotCh'*TyaPSW(f=^^ 
surpri se to Mrs. M alaprop — and such paragraphs in the 
newsp^apers i — 0H7*I shall die with disappointm ent \ 
Jul. I don't wonder at it I 
y Lyd. Now^sad reverse I — ^what have I to expect, but, 
( after a deal of flicS y preparation with a bishop's licence, 
) and my aunt's blessing, to go siniJiHi5gT$^5rtff^ altar ; 
( or perhaps be cried three times in a country church, and 
have an unmannerly fat clerk ask the consent of every 
butcher in the parish to join John Absolute and Lydia 
^anguish, spinster I Oh that I should live to hear mysdf 
^called spinster I 

Jul, Melancholy, indeed I 
y Lyd. How mortifying, to remember the deay delicious 
/ shifts I used to be put to, to gain half a minute's conversa- 
I tion with this fellow I How often have I stole forth, in 
\ th e coldest night in January, and found him in the garden, 
stuck like a dipping statue 1 "^There would he kneel to me 
inthe sii6W,"'15IRl sneeze and cough so pathetically I he 
shivering with cold and I with ap j prehens ion I and while 
the freezing blasts numbed our joIHlS, UO'Vv warmly would 
he presume tFpFty the flame, and glow with niutualjirdour I 
— !*^Ah, Juljju>^tba|^wa§,j^mfi,hm like, b#?ig in iqyfij "^ 
Jul. If I were in spirits, Lydia, I should chide you only by 
laughing heartily at you ; but it suits more the situation of 
> my mind, at present, earnestly to entreat you not to let 
\ a man, who loves you with sincerity, suffer that imhappiness 
/ from your caprice, which I know too well caprice can 
i inflict. 
^ Lyd. O Lud I what has brought my aunt here ? 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop, Fag, and David 

L Mrs. Mai. So 1 so I here 's fine work 1 — ^here 's fine 

/ suicide, parricide, and simulation, going on in the fields I 

^ and Sir Anthony not to be found to prevent the antistrophe I 

Jul. For Heaven's sake, madam, what's the meaning of 

this ? 

Mrs. Mai. That gentleman can tell you — 'twas he 
enveloped the affair to me. 
Lyd. Do, sir, will you, inform us ? [To Fao 
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Fag. Ma'am, I should hold myself very deficient in every 
requisite that forms the man of breeding, if I delayed a / 
moment to give all the information in my power to a lady / 
so deeply interested in the affair as you are. 

Lyd. But quick I quick, sir ! 

Fag. True, ma'am, as you say, one should be quick in 
divulging matters of this nature ; for should we be tedious, 
perhaps while we are flourishing on the subject, two or 
three lives may be lost I 

Lyd. O patience ! — Do, ma'am, for Heaven's sake I tell 
us what is the matter? y 

Mrs. Mai. Why, murder's the matter I slaughter 's the • 
matter I killing 's the matter I — ^but he can tell you the 
perpendiculars. 

Lyd. Then, prithee, sir, be brief. 

Fag. Why then, ma*am, as to murder — I cannot take 
upon me to say — and as to slaughter, or manslaughter, that 
will be as the jury finds it. 

Lyd. But who, sir — ^who are engaged in this? 

Fag. Faith, ma'am^ one is a young gentleman whom I 
should be very sorry any thing was to happen to — a very 
pretty behaved genttleman I We have lived much together, j 
and always on terms. ***" 

Lyd. But who is this ? who ! who I who ? 

Fag. My master, ma'am — ^my master — I speak of my 
master. 

Lyd. Heavens I What, Captain Absolute I 

Mrs. Mai. Oh, to be sure, you are frightened nowl 

Jul. But who are with him, sir? 

Fag. As to the rest, ma'am, this gentleman can inform 
you better than I. 

Jul Do speak, friend. [To David 

Dav. Look'ee, my lady — ^by the mass I there's mischief 
going on. V^lks don't use to meet for amusement with j 
fire-arms, firelocks, fire-engines, fire-screens, fire-office, and I 
the devil knows what other crackers beside 1— This, my J 
lady, I say, has an angry favo ur. \ 

Jul. But who is there beside Captain Absolute^ friend ? 

Dav. My poor master — under favour for mentioning him 
first. You know me, my lady — I am David — and my 
master of course is, or was. Squire Acres. Ilien comes 
Squire Faulkland. 

Jul. Do, ma'am, let us instantly endeavour to prevent 
mischief. 
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Mrs, Mill. O fy !-^it woidd be very inelegant In us : — 
we should »only partidpate things. 

DoQ. Ah ! do, Mrs. Aunt, save a few ltve»--1^wy are 
desperately given, believe me.^ — Al ^ove^ all, there is that 
bloodthirsty Philistine, Sir Lucius O^^gger. 

mmr mm : ^ L uc i uro ' 'iH g8Cfy renaKwy i h^vethey 

d rawTL POOT little dear Sir Lu<tos into the scsrape ? — ^Why, 
how'youi rfl B'ffl^ B M ^ yoli 'T itaW l fi OlffigQr^^^ than one /) 

of the Derbyshire petrifactions! /»1^^^^ 

Lyd, What are we to do, madam? (^f ^s/^'W' ' 

Mts. Mai, Why, fly with the utmo^ feiidty^T^o 'be sure, 
to prevent mischief 1 — Here, frlendy yoa can show v& the 
j^ace? ' '^ 

Fag, If you please, ma'am, I will conduct' ywa. — ^David^ 
do you look for Sir Anthoiiy. ' [Exit David 

Mrk Mai, Cottie, girlsl this gentleman wfll exhort us. — 
Come, sir, you're oui< ehvoy-*-lead the w?iy, and we'll 
precede. ' ■ ^ 

Fag, Not a step before the ladies for the World! 

Mn, Mai, Yoti 're sure you know t^ie spot ? 

Pag, I thkik I caft find it, ma'am ; and one good thing 
is, we shaH hear the report of the pistols as we dralw near, 
so we can't well miss them ; — never fear, ma'^m, never 
fear. f . [Exeunty he talking 



SciSNB IL-^The South farads 

Enter Captain Absolvte, putting hi^ sword under his great 

, ... ^ ., : • .', coat ,. ' . \ ' ' '\ 

j Abs, A sword seen in the streets of B)ath would, rMs^ as 

V great an alarm, as a mad dog. — How provoking this is in 

Faulkland I— nfever pundtUal 1 I shall be obliged to go 

without him at last. — Oh^ the deVil ! here's Sir Anthony I 

how shall I escape him? 

' [Muffles up his face, and takes a circle to' go off 

Enter Sir Anthony ABsottJTE 

Sitf Anth, HowKMi^ mayibe deoeivediat a little distance ! 
only that Z See he don't know^me, locpitldhave sworn that 
was Jack I — Hey ! Gad's life 1 it is. — ^Why, Jack^ What are 
you afraid ef ? heyl— :sure I'm. right.— Why Jack, Jack 
Absolute ! [Goes up to him 
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Abs. Really, sir, you have the advantage of me : — I don't 
rememb^ ever to have had the honour — my name is 
Saunderson, at your service. 

Sir Anth. Sir, I beg your pardon — I took you— hey ? — 
why, zounds I it is — Stay— ^[£00^5 up to Jiis face.] So, so — 
your humble servant, Mr, Saunderson ? Why, yott scoun- 
drel, what tricks are you alter now ? 

Abs. Oh, a Joke, sir, a Joike. I. came here on purpose to 
look for you, sir ? 

Sir Antii. You did 1 well, I am glad you were so lucky : — 
but what are you muffled iqp.sofor? — ^what's this for? — 
hey I 

Abs. 'Tis cool, sir ; Isn ^t it ?^*tftather chilly somehow — 
but I shall be late— I have a particular engagement. 

Sir Anth. Stay 1-^Why, I thought you were looking 
for me ? — Pray, Jack, where is 't you are going ? 

Abs. Going, sirl • \ 

Sir Anth. Ay, where are you going? 

Abs. Where am I going ? 

Sir Anth. You unmannerly puppy I 

Abs. I was going, sir, to?-^to— 4;o — to Lydia— rsir, to 
Lydia*— 'to make matters up if I could ;-t^and I was looking 
for you, sir, to — to 

Sir Anth. To go With you, I suppose. — Well, come along. 

Abs. Oh I ' zounds 1 no, sir, not for the world I — I 
wished to meet with you, sir,— to^-to — to— You find it 
cool, I'm sure, sir — ^you'd better not stay out. 

Sir Anth: Cool I^not at Mi:— Well, Jack— ^and what wiU 
you say to Lydia? 

Abs. Oh, sir, beg her piiTdoln, hpmour herr— promise and 
vow : but I detain you, sir — consider the cold air pn^ your 
gout. 

Sir Anth. Oh, not at aU ! — not at all I I*m.in no 
.hurry.-^Ah 1 Jack, you youngsters, !wheii oiice you are 
wounded here [Putting his hand <a Capt,ain Absolute's 
breast] Hey ! what the deuce have you got here ? 

Abs. Nothing, shr — ^mything. 

Sir Aretha What's this tn-here 'A something damned 
•haird. ' '■ ■ --:•:■•..■•, .•., , 

Abs. Oh, trinkets, sir! trinkets I-+r-a bauble for Lydia,! 
' Sir Anth. Nay, let *me see your tastfe. — [Palls his coat 
open, the sword falls.] Trinkets I — a bauble for Lydia !•— 
Zounds I sirrah, you are not^gdg^to nit herthrnat,, >are 
you? ^^- 
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Abs. Ha I ha I ha I — I thought it would divert you, sir, 
though I didn't mean to tell you till afterwards. 

Sir Anth. You didn't ? — Yes, this is a very diverting 
trinket, truly ! 

Abs. Sir, 1*11 explain to you. — You know ^ir, L ydia is 
/ r omantic, d evilish romgtiitic, and. y^ry absiu^ oi course : 
Snow, sir, I intend, if she refuses to forgive me, to unsheath 
/this sword, and swear — I '11 fall upon its point, and expire 
I at her feet 1 

Sir Anth. Fall upon a fiddlestick's end I — ^why, I suppose 
/ it is the very thing that would please her.-^Get along, you 
fool I 

Abs, Well, sir, you shall hear of my success — ^you shall 
hear. — O Lydia ! forgive me, or this pointed steel — says I. 
Sir Anth, O booby I stab away and welcome — says she. — 
Get along I and danm your trinkets I 

[Exit Captain Absolute 

Enter David, running 

Dav. Stop him I stop him I Murder 1 Thief I Fire I — 
Stop fire I Stop fire I— O Sir Anthony— call I call I bid 'm 
stop I Murder \ Fire ! 

Sir Anth. Fire I Murder I — ^Where ? 

Dau. Oons ! he's out of sight I and I'm out of breath ! 
for my part I O Sir Anthony I why didn't you stop him ? 
why didn't you stop him ? 

Sir Anth. Zoimds I the fellow 's mad I — Stop whom ? 
Stop Jack? 

Dau. Ay, the captain, sir I — there' s murder and slaugh- 
ter- — 

Sir Anth. Murder 1 

Dav. Ay, please you, Sir Anthony, there 's all kinds of 
murder, all sorts of slaughter to be seen in the fields : 
there's fighting going on, sir — ^bloody sword-and-gun 
fighting 1 

/ Sir Anth. Who are,,5oingJUL-fightr-^^ ^ 
/ Dav. Everybody that I know of. Sir Anthony : — every- 
*^ body is gbing to fight, my poor master. Sir Lucius O'Trigger, 
your son, the captain 

Sir Anth. Oh, the dog I I see his tricks. — Do you know 
the place ? 

Dav. King's-Mead-Fields. 

Sir Anth. You know the way ? 
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Dav. Not an inch : but I '11 call the mayor — aldermen — 
constables — churchwardens — and beadles — ^we can't be too 
many to part them. 

Sir Anth. Come along — give me your shoulder 1 we '11 
get assistance as we go — the lyiag villain I — ^Well, I shall 
be in such a frenzy ! — So— this was the history of his 
trinkets 1 I 'U bauble him I [Exeunt 



Scene lU.-^King's-Mead'Fieldi 
Enter Sir Lucius O'Triooer and Acres, with pistols 

Acres. By my valour I then, Sir Ludus, forty yards is a 
good distance. Odds levels and aims 1 — I say it is a good 
distance. 

Sir Luc. Is it for muskets or small field-pieces ? Upon 
my conscience, Mr. Acres, you must leave those things to 
me. — Stay now — I'll show you. — [Measures paces along 
the stage.] Th«re now, that is a very pretty distance — a 
pretty gentleman's distance. 

Acres. Zounds I we might as well fight in a sentry-box I 
I tell you. Sir Lucius, the farther he is off, the cooler I shall v 
take my aim. ' 

Sir Luc. Faith ! then I suppose you would aim at him 
best of all if he was out of sight I 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius ; but I should think forty or eight- 
and-thirty yards 

Sir Luc. Pho ! pho I nonsense I three or four feet be- 
tween the mouths of your pistols is as good as a mile. 

Acres. Odds bullets, no ! — ^by my valour ! there is no 
merit in killing him so near : do, my dear Sir Lucius, let me 
bring him down at a long shot : — a long shot, Sir Ludus, 
if you love me I 

Sir Luc. Well, the gentleman's friend and I must- settle 
that. — ^But tell me now, Mr. Acres, in case of an accident, 
is there any little will or commis^on I could execute for 
you? 

Acres. I am much obliged to you. Sir Lucius — ^but I don't 
understand 

Sir Luc. Why, you may think there's no being shot at 
without a little risk — and if an unlucky bullet should carry 
a quietus with it — I say it will be no time then to be bother- 
ing you about family matters. 
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Acres, A quietus ! 

Sir Luc. For instance^ now— 4f that sho'uld be the case 
— ^would you choose to b^ pickled and sent home?-— or 
vrouM it be the same to you to lie here in the Abbey ? — 
I 'm told there is very snug lying in the Abbey. 

Acres. Pickled I — Snug lyteg in the Abbey 1 — Odds 
tremors ! Sir Lucius, don't talk so I 

Sir Luc. I suppose, Mr. Acres, you never were engaged in 
an affair of this kind before ? 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius, never before. 

Sir Luc. Ah ! that 's a pity I — ^there 's nothing like being 
used to a thing. — ^Pray now, liofw Would you recdve the' 
gentleman's shot ? 

Acres. Odds files I — I 've prad;ised that— there. Sir 
Lucius — there. — [Puts himself in an attitude.] A ^de-front, 
hey ? Odd I I 'U make myself small enough : I 'U stand 
edgpways. 

Sir Luc. Now*-^yoAi 're quite out — ^for if you stand so 
when I take my aim * [Levelling at him 

Acres. Zounds I Sir *Lucaus*-*-are you sure it is not 
cocked ? 

Sir Lac. Never fear. 

Acres. But — ^but— you don't know — ^11 may go ofiE.of its 
own head I 

Sir Luc. Pho I be easy.*--Well, no^ if I hit you in the 
body, my bullet has a double chance~lor if it misses a vital 
part of your right Side — ?twill be very hard if it don't 
succeed on the left I 

Acres. A vital ^mrtl 

Sir Luc. iBut, tiaOTe— fiac yourself so — [Placing him] — let 
him see the broad*side of your full front — there— now a ball 
or two may pass clean through yotur body, and never do any 
barm at all. 

Acres. Qean through me I — a ball or two dean through 
meJ 

Sir Luc Ay — ^may they-*and it is mudi the gehteelest 
attitude into the bargain. 

Acres. Look'ee I Sir Lucius — I'd just as lieve be shot in 
an awkward posture as a genteel one ; so, by my valour I 
I will stand edgeways. 

Sir Luc. [Looking athismatch^] Sure they doa't mean 
to disappoint us-^-Hah I — ^no, faith — I think I see th^n 
coming. . . , ■ 

Acres. Hey I — ^whatl — coming! 
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Sir Jmc. Ay^-^Wbo are tho^t jon4er getting ovcir the 
stUe? 

Acres. There are two oi them indeed ! — ^weii-*-let them 
come-^ey,i Sir Lutiiis l-^we — wo ' .wo ■ w e-^wsn't ruii. 

Sir Xiae;rRimI , v 

Acres. No— I say — ^we won't run, by my valour! - 

Sir hue. What the devil 's the matter with you 7 

Acres. Nothing — nothing— my dear friend— my dear Sir 
Lucius — ^but I — I— I don't feel quite ^o bold^ somehow, as 
I did. 

Sir Luc* O'fy If — eons^der your honour. 

Acres. Ay-*-ti*i»— rmy honour, l Do^ Sir Luctas, edge in 
a word. :Qr two eyery now and thbn about my honour* 

Sit Luc. Well, here they 're coming. [La(^ing 

Acres. Sir LUeiu»*^ I'WaVt with you,! should almost 
think I. was afraid:.-^!! my valoor should leave me! — 
Valour wiH come and ga . 

Sir Luc. Then pray keep it fast, while you have it. 

Acres. Sir Lucius^-*-! doubt it is goiaag--yes-^iny valour 
is certainly going I --r-it 4s' stterfdngoff 1*-P fix. it oozing' 
out as it were: at the paim$ j6f my hands t * 

Sir. laic. Your honour— «y our h<mo\HJ. — Heve they are. 

Acres. O mercy I — now — that I was safe at Qoi^Hall t . 
or could be shot: before I was: aware*! ^ . 

Enter Fawmcland and CaptAin A^sdEj^rfe . 

Sir Luc. Gentlemeb, your most ohedienL-^Hah 1 — what, 
C aptain: Absolut e !-*-:So, J suppose^ sir, you arc come here, \ 
just like myself— to do a kind ofMoe,! fest fbr^your friend — I 
then to proceed to business to/ y6ilr iotvn' account. / 

Acres. What, Jack l — ^my dear Jack !*4-*hiyidear friend ! 

Abs^ Hark'ee, Bo b, Bevierley's at h and. . 

Sir Luc. WeU, iHTr. Acres— ^I don^l blame your saluting 
the gentleman dviUy.*— [To FAViiKUkKix} So, Mr. Beverley, 
if you '11 choose your weapons, the captain ahd I will 
measure the ground. ^ 

Faulk. My .weapons, sir 1 

Acres. Odds life 1 Sh- Lucius, I'm not going to fight Mr. y^ 
Faulkland ; these are my particular friends. 

Sir Lue. What, sh*, did ycfu, nOtijconie here to fight Mr. 
Acres?. • . . ■:'••■ 

Faulk. Not I, upon, my wotd,:flir. i 

Sir Luc. Well, now, that 's mighty proVdklng I ^ut I 
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hope, Mr. Faulkland, as there are three of us come on 
purpose for the game, you won't be so cantankerous as to 
spoil the party by sitting out. 

Abs, O pray, Faulkland, fight to oWige Sir Liicitis. 

Faulk. Nay, if Mr. Acres is so bent on the m^Jitter^- — 

Acres, No, no,, Mr. Faulklaiid ; — I 'U l>^ar my disappoint- 
ment like a Ghristian.-r-Look'ee, Sir Lucius, there 's no 
occasion at all for me to fight ; and if it is the same to you, 
I *d as lieve Igit it alone. s 

Sir Luc. Observe me, Mr. Acres — I must not be trifled 
with. You have certainly challenged somebody — and you 
came here to fight himi Now, if that gentleman is willing 
to represent him---I can't see,, for my soul; why it isn't just 
the same thing. 

Acre$. Why no — Sir Lucius-— I tell you,* 'tis one Beverley 
I 've challenged — a fellow, you see, that dare not show his 
face 1 — If he were here, I 'd make him give up his preten- 
sions directly I ^ 

Abs. Hold, Bob — let jne set you right — ^there is no such 
man as Beverley in the case.-^The person who assumed that 
name is before you ; and as his pretensions are the same in 
both characters, he is ready to support them in whatever 
way you please. 

Sir Luc. Well, this is lucky. — Now you have an oppor- 
tunity 

Acres. What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack Absolute ? 
— ^not if he were fifty Beverleys I Zounds 1 Sir Lucius, 
you would not have me so unnatural. 

Sir Luc. Upon my conscience, Mr. Acres, your valour has 
oozed away with a vengeance 1 

Acres. Not in the least ! Odds backs and abettors ! I '11 
be your second with all my heart — and if you should get a 
quietus, you may command me entirely. I '11 get you snug 
lying in the Abbey here ; or pickle you, and send you over 
to Blunderbuss Hall, or any thing of the kind, with the 
greatest pleasure. 

Sir Luc. Pho I pho I you are little better than a coward. 

Acres. Mind, gentlemen, he calls me a coward ; coward 
was the word, by my valour I 

Sir Luc. WeU, sh- ? 

Acres. Look'ee, Sir Lu6iu8, 'tisn't that I mind the word 
coward — coward may be said in joke. — But if you had 
called me a poltroon, odds daggers and baDs 

Sir Luc. Well, sir? < 
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Acres. I should have thought you a very ill-bred man. 

Sir Luc. Pho I you are beneath my notice. 

Abs, Nay, Sir Lucius, you can't have a better second than 
my friend Acres — He is a most determined dog — called in 
the country. Fighting Bob. — He generally kills a man a/ 
week — don't you, Bob ? 

Acres. Ay,-r-at home I 

Sir Luc. Well then, captain, 'tis we must begin — so come 
out, my uttle counsellor — [Draws his sword] — and ask the 
gentleman, whether he will resign the lady, without forcing 
you to proceed against him ? 

Abs. Come on then, sir — [Draws] ; since you won't let 
it Se>ir amicable suit, here 's my reply. 

Enter Sir Anthony Absolute, David, Mrs. Malaprqp, 
Lydia, and Julia 

Dav. K^ock 'em all down, sweet Sir Anthony ; knock 
down my master in particular ; and bind his hands over 
to their good behaviour I 

Sir Anih. Put up. Jack, put up^ or I shall be in a frenzy 
— ^how came you in a duel, sir ? 

Abs. Faith, sir, that gentleman can tell you better than 
I ; 'twas he called on me,, and you know, sir, I serve his 
majesty. 

Sir Anih. Here 's a pretty fellow ; I catch him going to 
cut a man's throat, and he tells me, he serves his majesty I 
— Zounds 1 sirrah, then how durst you draw the king's 
sword against one of his subjects ? 

Abs. Sir, I tell you I that gentleman called me out, with- 
out explaining his reasons ? 

Sir Anih. Gad I sir, how came you to call my son out, 
without explaining your reasons. 

Sir Luc. Your son, sir, insulted me in a manner which 
my honour could not brook. 

Sir Anih. Zounds I Jack, how durst you insult the gentle- 
man in a manner which his honour could not brook ? 

Mrs. Mai. Come, come, let's have no honour before 
ladies — Captain Absolute, come here — How could you 
intimidate us so ?— Here 's Lydia has been terrified to 
death for you. 

Abs. For fear I should be killed, or escape, ma'am ? 

Mrs. Mai* Nay, no ^elusions to the past — Lydia is con- 
vinced; speak, child. 
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Sit Luc. With yotu* leave, ma'am, I must put in a word 
here ; I believe I could interpret the young lady's silence. 
Now m^k— '•^- : ■ ' ' 

Zyrf. What is it yovL meah; sh*? 

Sir Luc. GtJme, x^ome, Delia, we must be serious now — 
this is no time for trifling. 

Lyd. 'Tis true, sir ; and your reproof bids me offer this^ 
gentlemail my hatod, and solicit the return of his affections. 

Abs. O ! my little^ angel, say you so !-^Sir Lucius — I 
perceive therte must be some mistake here, With regard to 
the affront which you affirm I h'ave^^ven you. I can only 
say, that it could not' have been intentional: And as you 
must be convinced, that I should not fear to support a- real 
injury — ^you shall now see that I am not ashamed to atone 
for an inadvertency — I ask your pardon.— But fof this 
lady, while honoured With her approbktion, I will support 
my claim against any man whatever. 

Sir Anth. Well said. Jack, and I'll stand by you, my 
boy. •'■•■> , : . . • 

Acres. Mind, I give up all my claim---I make no preten- 
sions to anything in the world ; and if I <5an't g^t a wife 
without fighting for her, by my valour^ ! I '11 live a bachelor. 

Sir Luc. Captaih, jgJVe me your hand : an affront hand- 
somely acknowledged bfecomes an obligation; and as for 
the lady, if she chooses to deny her own hand-writing, 
here — — ' [Takes oM letters 

Mrs. Mai. O, he iviH dissolve my myst^ ! — Sir Lucius, 
perhaps there *ssoin4 mistake — ^perhaps I cdn illmnihate — 

Sir Luc. Pray, old gentlewoman, don't interfere where 
you have no business. — Miiss Languish, are you my Delia, 
or not? 

Lifd. Indeed, Sir Liidius, I am not.- 

[Walks aside with GAt>TAiN Absolute 

Mrs. Mai. Sir Lucfus O'iMgger — ungrateful as you are 
— I own the soft impeachment — ^pardon my blushes, I am 
Delia. -^ , // . — ^~~_.— .- 

$ir Luc. You Odfa^^pho I pho I be easy. 

Mrs. Mai. Wfiy, tbbtr5a¥iykrous'Taridyke--those letters 
are mine— When you are mor'e sensible of my benignity — 
perhaps I may he brought to encourage ybur addresses. 

Sir Luc. Mrs. Malaprop, I am extremely sensible of ^our 
condescension; and whether yoii or Lucy have put this 
trick on me, I am equally beholden to you. — ^And, to ^ow 
you I am not ungrateful, Captain Absolute, since you have 
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taken that lady from me, I '11 give you my Delia into the/ 
bargain. 

Abs. I am much obliged to you, Sir Lueius ; but here 's 
my Mend» Fighting Bob, unprovided for. 

Sir Luc. Hah I little Vaiour — here, will you make your 
fortune ? . 

Acres. Odds wrinkles I No. — But give me your hand, Sir 
Lucius, forget and for^ve ; but if eVer I give you a 
chance of pickling me again, say Bob Acres is a dunce, 
that 's all. j 

Sir Anth. Come, Mrs. Malaprop, don*t be cast down — 'you ^ 
are in your bloom yet. 

Mrs. Mai. O Sir Anthony— 4nen are all barbarians. 

[Ail retire but Julia and Faulklani^ 

Jul. [Aside,] He seems dejected and unhappy — ^not sullen; 
there was some foundatt^ft, hon^rerver, for the tale he told me 
— O woman 1 how true should be your judgment, when 
your resolution is sa weak I • 

Faulk. Julia I — how can I sue for what I so littte deserve ? 
I dare not presume — ^yet Hope is the child of Penitence. 

Jul. Oh I FAulkland, you have not been more faulty in 
your iTnkind treatment of me, than I am now in wanting 
inclination to resent it. As my heart honestly bids me 
place my weakness to the account of love, I should be un- j 
generous not to admit the same plea for yours. j 

FWSnrr mrr^mm ' be T51est Indeear f 

Sir AnthriCdrntng fOtWafS^fWiiiVs going on here ? — So 
you have been quarrelling too, I warrant I Come, Julia, I 
never interfered before ; but let me have a hand in the 
matter at last. — ^All the faults I have ever seen in my friend 
Faulkland seemed to proceed from what he calls the ^^^ 
delicacy and warmth of his affection for you — There, marry ^ 
him directly, Jidia ; you ;jl find A^'JOLm^ud 'sffiStt&toglb^ t \ 
«—«-*-— - — [The rest come forward 

Sir Luc. Come, now, I hope there is no dissatisfied person, 
but what is content ; for as I have been disappointed my- 
self, it will be very hard if I have not the satisfaction of 
seeing other people succeed better. 

Acres. You are right, Sir Lucius. — So, Jack, I wish you 
joy — ^Mr. Faulkland the same. — Ladies, — come now, to 
show you I'm neither vexed nor angry, odds tabors and 
pipes t I '11 order the fiddles in half an hour to the New 
Rooms — and I insist on your all meeting me there. 

Sir Anth. 'Gad I sir, I like your spirit ; and at night we 
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single lads will drink a, health to the young' couples, and a 
husband to Mrs. Malaprop. 

Faulk. Our partners are stolen from us. Jack — I hope to 
be congratulated by each other— yours for having checked 
in time the errors of an ill-directed imagination, which 
might have betrayed an innocent heart ; and mine, for 
having, by her gentleness and candour, reformed the un- 
happy temper of one, who by it made wretched whom he 
loved most, and tortured the heart he ought to have adored. 

Abs. Well, Jack, we have both tasted the bitters, as 
well as the sweets of love ; with this difference only, that 
you always prepared the bitter cup for yourself, while I 

Lyd. Was always obliged to me for it, hey I Mr. Modesty ? 
-But, come, no more of that — our happiness is now as 



unalloyed as general. 

Jul, Then let us study to preserve it so ; and while Hope 
pictures to us a flattering scene of future bliss, let us deny 
its pencil those colours which are too bright to be lasting. 
— ^When hearts deserving happiness would unite their 
fortunes, Virtue would crown them with an unfading 
garland of modest hurtless flowers ; but ill-judging Passion 
will force the gaudier rose into the wreath, whose thorn 
offends them when its leaves are dropped I 

[Exeunt omnes 
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EPILOGUE 

BY THB AUTHOR 

SPOKEN BY MRS. BULKLEY 

Ladies, for you — I beard our poet say — 

He 'd try to coax some moral from Ms play : 

"One moral's plain," cried I, "without more fuss; 

Man's social happiness all rests on us : 

Through all the drama — ^whether damn'd or not — 

Love gilds the scene, and women guide the plot. 

From every rank obedience is our due— 

D' ye doubt ? — ^The world's great stage shall prove it true." 

The cit, well skill'd to ^un domestic strife. 
Will sup abroad ; but first he 'II ask his wife : 
John Trot, his^ Mend, for once will do the same. 
But then — ^he'U just step home to tell his dame. 

The surly squke at noon resolves to rule. 
And half the day — ^Zounds I madam is a fool I 
Convinced at night, the vanquish'd victor says, 
Ah, Kate ! you women have such coaxing ways. 

The jolly toper chides each tardy blade. 
Till reeling Bacchus calls 'On Love for aid : 
Then with each toast he sees fair bumpers swim, 
And kisses Chloe on the sparkling brim I 
Nay, I have heard that statesmen — great and wise — 
WUl sometimes counsel with a lady's eyes I 
The servile suitors watch her various face. 
She smiles preferment, or she frowns disgrace. 
Curtsies a pension here — ^there nods a place. 

Nor with less awe, in scenes of humbler life. 
Is view'd the mistress, or is heard the wife. 
The poorest peasant of the poorest soil. 
The child of poverty, and heir to toil. 
Early from radiant Love's impartial light 
Steals one small spark to cheer this world of night : 
Dear spark ! that oft through winter's chilling woes 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knows ! 

The wandering tar, who not for years has press'd 
The wldow'd partner of his day of rest. 
On the cold deck, far from her arms removed. 
Still hums the ditty which his Susan loved ; 
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And while around the cadence rude is blown. 
The boatswain whistlesr in a softer tone. 

The soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his fancy's smile ; 
But ere the battle, should he list her cries. 
The lover trembles^-^and the hero <U€»I 
That heart, by war and honour steel'd to fear, 
Droops on a sigh, and skj^ens^ at a te^^ 

But ye more cautious, ye nice-judging few. 
Who give to beauty only beauty's due, '^ < 

Though friends to love— ye view with deep regret 
Our conquests marr'd, our triumphs incomplete. 
Till polished wit more lasting charms disclose. 
And judgment fix the darts i^ich beauty throws 1 
In female breasts did sense and merit rule. 
The lover's mind would ask no oth^r school ; 
Shamed into sense, the scholars of our eyes. 
Our beaux from gallantry would soon be wise ; 
Would gladly lij^t, theit homage to improve, 
The lamp of knowledge at the torch of love I 
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY 

ACT ONE 

Scene I. — Lieutenant O'Connor's Lodgings 

Enter Serjeant Trounce, Corporal Flint, and four 
Soldiers 

1 Sol, I say you are wrong ; we should all speak together, 
each for himself, and all at once, that we may be heard the 
better. 

2 Sol Right, Jack, we '11 argue in platoons. 

3 Sol, Ay, ay, let him have pur grievances in a yoU^y, 
and if we be to have a spokesman, there 's the corporal is 
the lieutenant's countryman, and knows his himiour. 

Flint, Let me alone for that. I served three years, 
within a bit, under his honour, in the Royal Inniskillions, 
and I never will see a sweeter-tempered gentleman, nor 
one more tree with his purse. I put a great shammock in 
his hat this morning, and I'U be bound for him he '11 wear 
it, was it as big as Steven's Green. 

4 Sol, 1 say again then you talk like youngsters, like 
militia striplings: there's a discipline, look'ee, in all 
things, whereof the Serjeant must be our guide ; he 's a 
gentleman of words; he understands your foreign lingo, 
yovcr figures, and such like auxiliaries in scoring. Confess 
now for a reckoning, whether in chalk or wntfaig, ben't 
he yoyr only man ? 

Flint. Why the serjeaht is a scholar to be sure, and has 
the gift of reading. 

Trounce, Good soldiers and fellow gentlemen, if you 
make me your spokesman, you will show the more judg- 
ment ; and let me alone for the argument. I '11 be as loud 
as a drum, and point blank from the purpose. 

AIL Agreed, agreed. 

Flint. Oh, fait I here comes the lieutenant.— Now, 
Serjeant. 

78-D m 
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Trounce. So then, to order. — Put on your mutiny looks ; 
every man grumble a little to himself, and some of you 
hum the Deserter's March. 

Enter Lieutenant O'Connor 

O'Con, Well, honest lads, what is it you have to complain 
of? 

Sol. Ahem ! hem I 

Trounce. So please your honour, the very grievance of the 
matter is this : — ever since your honour differed with Justice 
Credulous, oiu* innkeepers use us most scurvily. By my 
halbert, their treatment is such, that if your spirit was willing 
to put up with it, flesh and blood could by no means agree ; 
so we humbly petition that your honour would make an 
end of the matter at once, by running away with the Justice's 
daughter, or else get us fresh quarters, — hem I hem I 

0*Con. Indeed ! Pray, which of the houses use you in ? 

1 Sol. There 's the Red Lion an't half the civility of the 
old. Red Lion. 

2 Sol. There 's the White Horse, if he wasn't case- 
hardened, ought to be ashamed to show his face* 

O'Con. Very well ; the Horse and the Lion shall answer 
for it at the quarter sessions. 

Trounce. The Two Magpies are civU enough; but the 
Angel uses us like devils, and the Rising Sun refuses us 
light to go to bed by. 

O'Con. Then, upon my word, I 'II have the Rising Sun 
put down, and the Angel shall give sectirity for his good 
behaviour ; but are you siu'e you do nothingto quit scores 
with them ? 

Flint. Nothing at all, your honour ; unless now and then 
we happen to fling a cartridge into the kitchen fire, or put 
a spatterdash or so into the soup ; and sonietinies Ned 
drums up and down stairs a little of a ni^ht. 

O'Con. Oh, all that 's fair ;' but hark'ee lads,. J must have 
no grumbling on St. Patrick's Day ; so here, take this, and 
divide it amongst you. But observe me now, — show jrour- 
selves men of spirit, and don't spiend sixpence of It in drink. 

Trotmce. N^y, hang it, yoiu* honour, soldiers should never 
bear malice ; we must drink St. Patridc's and your honour's 
health. 

All. Oh, daihn malice 1 St. Patrick's aiid his honour's by 
all means. 
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Flint Come away, then, lads, and first we'll parade 
round the Market-cross, for the honour of King George. 

1 Sol. Thank your honour. — Come along; St. Patrick, 
his honour, and strong beer for ever I 

[Exeunt Soldiers 

O'Con. Get along, you thoughtless vagabonds I Yet, 
upon my conscience, 'tis very hard these poor fellows should 
scarcely have bread from the soil they would die to defend. 

Enter Doctor Rosy 

Ah, my little Dr. Rosy, my Galen a-bridge, what 's the 
news ? 

Rosy. All things are as they were, my Alexander ; the jus- 
tice is as violent as ever : I felt his pulse on the matter again, 
and, thinking his rage began to intermit, I wanted to throw 
in the bark of good advice, but it would not do. He says 
yo u an d your tut-throats have a plot upon his life, and swears 
he USa rather see his daughter in a scarlet fever than in the 
arms of a soldier. 

O'Con. Upon my word the army is very much obliged to 
him. Well, then, I must marry the girl first, and ask his 
consent afterwards. 

Rosy. So, then, the case of her fortune is desperate, hey ? 

O'Con. Oh, hang fortune, — let that take its chance; 
there is a beauty in Laiu*etta's simplicity, so pure a bloom 
upon her charms. 

Rosy. So there is,' so there is. You are for beauty as 
nature made her, hey 1 No artificial graces, no cosmetic 
varnish, no beauty in grain, hey I 

0*Con. Upon my word, doctor, you are right ; the London 
ladies were always too handsome for me ; then they are so 
defended, such a circumvallation of hoop, with a breast- 
work of whalebone that would turn a pistol-bullet, much 
less Cupid's arrows, — then turret on turret on top, with 
stores of concealed weapons, under pretence of black 
pins,— and above all, a standard of feathers that would do 
honout* to a knight of the Bath. Upon my conscience, I 
could as doon embrace an Amazon, armed at all points. 

Rosy. Right, right, my Alexander ! my taste to a tittle. 

O'Con. Then, doctor, th^iigfa I admire modesty in women, 
I like to see their faces. I am for the changeable rose; 
but with one of these quality Amazons, if their mMnight 
^ssipations had l^ft them blood enough to raise A Ivlush, 
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they have not room enough in their cheeks to show it. 
To be sure, bashfulness is a very pretty thing; but, in 
my mind, there is nothing on earth so impudent as an 
everlasting blush. 

Rosy. My taste, my taste I — ^Well, Lauretta is none of 
these. Ah I I never see her but she puts me in mind of 
my poor dear wife. 

O'Can. Ay, faith ; in my opinion sh^ can't do a worse 
thing. Now he is going to bother me about an old hag 
that has been dead these six years I [Aside 

Rosy, Oh, poor Dolly I I never shall see her like again ; 
such ^n arm for a bandage — ^veins that seemed to invite the 
lancet. Then her skin — smooth and white as a gaUipot; 
her mouth as round and not larger than the mouth of a 
penny phial ; her lips conserve of roses ; and then her 
teeth — ^none of your sturdy fixtures — ache as they would, 
it was but a small pull, and out they came. I believe I 
have drawn half a score of her poor dear pearls — [weeps] — 
But what avails her beauty ? Death has no consideration 
— one must die as well as another. 

O'Con. [Aside.] Oh I if he begins to moralize 

[Takes out his snuff -box 

Rosy. Fair and ugly, crooked or straight, rich or poor — 
flesh is grass — flowers fade I 

O'Con. Here, doctor, take a pinch, aiid keep up your 
spirits. 

Rosy. True, true, my friend ; grief can't mend the 
matter — all 's for the best ; but such a woman was a great 
loss, lieutenant. 

O'Con. To be siu-e, for doubtless she had mental accom- 
plishments equal to her beauty. 

Rosy. Mei^tal .accomplishments I she would have stufled 
an alligator, or pickled a lizard, with any apothecary's wife 
in the kingdom. Why, she could decipher a prescription, 
and invent the ingredients, almost as well as myself. Then 
she was such a hand at majdng foreign waters I — ^for Seltzer, 
Pyrmont, IsUngton, or Chalybeate, she never had her equal ; 
and her Bath and Bristol springs exceeded the originals. — 
Ah, poor Dolly ! she fe^ a martyr to her own discoveries. 

O'Con. How so, pray ? 

Rosy, Poor soul I her illness was occasioned by her zeal 
in trying an improvement on the Spa-water, by an infusion 
of rum and acid. 

O'Cofi. Ay, ay, spirit? never agree with water-drinkers* 
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Rosy. No, no, you mistake. Rum agreed with her well 
enough ; it was not the rum that killed the poor dear 
creature, for she died of a dropsy. Well, she is gone never 
to return, and has left no pledge of our loves behind. No 
little babe, to hang like a label round papa's neck. Well, 
well, we are all mortal — sooner or later — ^flesh is grass — 
flowers fade. 

O'Con. Oh, the devil !— again I [Aside 

Rosy. Life 's a shadow — ^the world a stage — ^we strut an 
hour. 

(yCon. Here, doctor. [Offers snuff 

Rosy. True, true, my friend : well, high ^ief can't cure 
it. All's for the best, hey I my little Alexander. 

O'Con. Right, right ; an apothecary should never be out 
of spirits. But come, faith, 'tis time honest Humphrey 
should wait on the justice ; that must be our first scheme. 

Rosy. True, true ; you should be ready ; the clothes are 
at my house, and I have given you such a character that 
he is impatient to have you : he swears you shall be his 
bodyguard. Well, I honour the army, or I should never 
do so much to serve you. 

O'Con. indeed I am bound to you for ever, doctor ; and 
when once I'm possessed of my dear Laiu*etta, I will 
endeavour to make work for you as fast as possible. 

Rosy. Now you put me in mind of my poor wife again. 

O'Con. Ah, pray forget her a little ; we shaU be too late. 

Rosy. Poor Dolly ! 

O'Con. 'Tis past twelve. 

Rosy. Inhuman dropsy I 

O'Con. The justice will wait. 

Rosy: Cropped in her prime I 

O'Con. For Heaven's sake, come I 

Rosy. Well, flesh Is grass. 

O'Con. Oh, the devfl I 

Rosy. We must all die 

O'Con. Doctor I 

Rosy. Kings, lords, and common whores- 



[Exeunt, Lieutenant O'Connor forcing Rosy off 
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ScENS 11. — A Room in Justice Qiedulous' House 

Enter Lauretta and Mrs, Bridget Credulous 

Lau. I repeat it again, mamma, officers are the prettiest 
men in the world, and Lieutenant O'Connor is the prettiest 
officer I ever saw. 

Mrs. Bri, For shame, Laura 1 how can you talk so ? — 
or if you must have a military man, there 's Lieutenant 
Plow, or Captain Haycock, or Major Dray, the brewer, are 
all your admirers ; and though they are peaceable, good 
kind of men, they have as large cockades, and become 
scarlet as well as the fighting folks. 

Lau. Psha I you know, mamma, I hate militia officers ; 
a set of dunghill cocks with spurs on — ^heroes scratched off 
a church door — clowns in military masquerade, wearing the 
dress without supporting the character. No, give me the 
bold upright youth, who makes love to-day, and his head 
shot of! to-morrow. Dear I to think how the sweet fellows 
sleep on the ground, and fight in silk stockings and lace 
ruffles. 

Mrs. Bri. Oh, barbarous ! to want a husband that may 
wed you to-day, and be sent the Lord knows where before 
night ; then in a twelvemonth perhaps to have him come 
like a Colossus, with one leg at New York and the other 
at Chelsea Hospital. 

Lau. Then I 'U be his crutch, mamma. 

Mrs. Bri. No, give me a husband that knows where his 
limbs are, though he want the use of them: — and if he 
should take you with him, to sleep in a baggage-cart, and 
stroll about the camp like a gipsy, with a knapsadc and 
two children at your back ; — ^then, by way of entertainment 
in the evening, to make a party with the Serjeant's wife 
to drink bohea tea, and play at all-fours on a drumhead ; 
— 'tis a precious life, to be sure I 

Lau. Nay, mamma, you shouldn't be against my lieut- 
enant, for I heard him say you were the best natured and 
best looking woman in the world- 
Mrs. Bri. Why, child, I never said but that Lieutenant 
O'Connor was a very well-bred and discerning young man ; 
'tis your papa is so violent against him. 

Lau. Why Cousin Sophy married an officer. 

Mrs. Bri. Ay, Laury, an officer in the militia. 

Lau. No, indeed, mamma, a marching regiment. 
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Mrs. Bri, No, child, I tell you, he was major of iiu^tia. 
Lau. Indeed, mamma, it wasn't. 

EnttT JxTsnCE CREDtrLOVS 

Just Bridget, my love, I have had a message. 

Lau. It was Cousin Sophy told me so. 

Just I have had a message, love 

Mrs. BrL No, child, she would say no such thing. 

Just A message, I say. 

Lau, How could he be in the militia, when he was ordered 
abroad? 

Mrs. Brt Ay, girl, hold your tongue I — Well, my dear. 

Just I have had a message from Doctor Heisy. 

Mrs. Brt He ordered abroad ! He went abroad for his 
health. 

Just Why, Bridget I- 

Mrs. Brt Well, deary. — Now iK^d your tongue, miss. 

Just A message from Doctor Rosy, and Doctor Rosy 
says 

Lau. I 'm siu-e, mamma, his regimentals • 

Just Damn his regimentals I — ^Why don't you listen ? 

Mrs. Brt Ay, girl, how durst you interrupt your papa ? 

Lau. Well, papa? 

Just Doctor Rosy says he*ll bring 

Lau. Were blue turned up with red, mamma. 

Just Laury I — s^s he will bring the young man 

Mrs. Brt Red I yellow, if you please, miss. 



Just Bridget I — ^the yoimg man that is to be hired- 



Mrs. Brt Besides, miss, it is very tmbecoming in you to 
want to have the last word with your mamma ; you should 
know 

Just Why, zounds f will you hear hie or no ? 

Mrs. Bri. I am listening, my love — I am listening I — But 
what signifies my silence, what good is my not speaking a 
word, if this girl will interrupt and let nobody speak but 
herself ? — ^Ay, I don't wonder, my life, at your impatience ^ 
your poor dear lips quiver to speak ; but I suppose she 'II 
run on, and not let you put in a word.— You may very well 
be angry ; there is nothing, sure, so provoking as a chatter- 
ing, talking^ — — • 

Lau. Nay, I'm sure, mamma, it is you will not let papa 
speak now. 

Afrs. £rt Why, you little provoking minx 
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Just Get out of the room directly, both of you — get 
out I 

Mrs. Bri, Ay, go, girl. 

Just Go, Bridget ; you are worse than she, you old hag. 
I wish you were both up to the neck in the canal, to argue 
there till I took you out. 

Enter Servant 

Ser, Doctor Rosy, sir. 

Just Show him up. [Exit Servant 

Lau. Then you own, mamma, it was a marching regi- 
ment ? 

Mrs, Brt You 're an obstinate fool, I tell you ; for if 
that had been the case 

Just You won't go? 

Mrs. Brt We are going, Mr. Surly. — If that had been 
the case, I say, how could- 



Lau. Nay, mamma, one proof 

Mrs. Brt How could Major 

Lau. And a full proof 

IJusTiCE Credulous driue$ them off. 

Just There they go, ding dong in for the day. Good 
lack I a fluent tongue is the only thing a mother don't like 
her daughter to resemble her in. 

Enter Doctor Rosy 

Welli doctor, where 's the lad — where 's Trusty ? 

Rosy. At hand ; he 'II be here in a minute, I '11 answer 
for 't. He 's such a one as you an't met with — ^brave as 
a lion, gentle as a saline draught. 

Just. Ah, he comes in the place of a rogue, a dog that 
was corrupted by the lieutenant. But this is a sturdy 
feUow, is he, doctor? 

Rosy. As Hercules ; and the best back-sword in the 
country. Egad, he'll make the red-coats keep their 
distance. 

Just. O the villains I this is St. Patrick's Day, and the 
rascals have been parading my house all the morning. I 
know they have a design upon me ; but I have taken all 
precautions : I have magazines of arms, and if this fellow 
does but prove faithful, I shall be more at ease. 

Rosy. Doubtless he 'U be a comfort to you. 
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Re-enter Servant 

Ser. There is a man below, sir, inquires for Doctor 
Rosy. 

Rosy. Show him up. 

Just Hold I a little caution — How does he look ? 

Ser. A country-looking fellow, your worship. 

Just Oh, well, well, for Doctor Rosy ; these rascals try 
all ways to get in here. 

Ser. Yes, please your worship ; there was one here this 
morning wanted to speak to you : he said his name was 
Corporal Breakbones. 

Just. Corporal Breakbones I 

Ser. And Drummer Crackskull came again. 

Just. Ay 1 did you ever hear of such a damned con- 
founded crew ? Well, show the lad in here 1 

[Exit Servant 

Rosy. Ay, he 'U be your porter ; he 'U give the rogues 
an answer. 

Enter Lieutenant O'Connor disguised 

Just. So, a tall — Efacks ! what ! has lost an eye ? 

Rosy. Only a bruise he got in taking seven or eight high- 
waymen. 

Just. He has a damned wicked leer somehow with the 
other. 

Rosy. Oh, no, he 's bashful — ^a sheepish look 

Just. Well, my lad, what 's your name ? 

0*Con. Humphrey Hum. 

Just. Hum — I don't like Hum! 

O'Con. But I be mostly called honest Humphrey 

Rosy. There, I told you so, of noted honesty. 

Just. Well, honest Humphrey, the doctor has told you 
my terms, and you are willing to serve, hey ? 

O'Con. And please your worship I shall be well content. 

Just. Well, then, hark ye, honest Humphrey, — ^you are 
sure now you will never be a rogue — ^never take a bribe, 
hey, honest Humphrey? 

O'Con. A bribe I What's that ? 

Just. A very ignorant fellow indeed 1 

Rosy. His worship hopes you will never part with your 
honesty for money. 

O'Con. Noa, noa. 

Just. Well said, Humphrey — ^my chief business with 
78— D* 
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you is to watch the motions of a rake-helly fellow here, 
one Lieutenant O'Connor. 

Rosy. Ay, you don't value the soldiers, do you, Hum- 
phrey ? 

O'Con. Not I ; they are but zwaggerers, and you'll see 
they 'U be as much afraid of me as they would of their 
captain. 

Just And i' faith, Humphrey, you have a pretty cudgel 
there 1 

O'Con. Ay, the zwitch is better than nothing, but I 
should be glad of a stouter : ha' you got such a thing in 
the house as an old coach-pole, or a spare bed-post ? 

Just. Oons I what a dragon it is 1 — Well, Humphrey, 
come with me. — I '11 just show him to Bridget, doctor, 
and we 'U agree. — Come' along, honest Humphrey. 

[Exit 

O'Con, My dear doctor, now remember to bring the 
Justice presently to the walk : I have a scheme to get into 
his confidence at once. 

Rosy. I will, I will. [They shake hands 

Re-enter Justice Credulous 

Just Why, honest Humphrey, hey 1 what the devil are 
you at ? 

Rosy. I was just giving him a little advice. — Well, I 
must go for the present. — Good morning to your worship— 
you need not fear the lieutenant while he is in your house. 

Just. Well, get in, Humphrey. Good morning to you, 
doctor. — [Exit Doctor Rosy.] Come along, Humphrey. — 
Now I think I »n a match for the lieutenant and all his 
gang. [Exeunt 



ACT TWO 

Scene I. — A Street 

Enter Serjeant Trounce, Drummer, and Sou>iers 

Trounce. Come, silence your drum — ^there is no valour 
stirring to-day. I thought St. Patrick would have given us 
a recruit or two to-day. 

Sol. Mark, Serjeant I 
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Enter two Countrymen 

Trounce. Oh I these are the lads I was looking for ; they 
have the looks of gentlemen. — ^A'n't you single, my lads ? 

1 Coun. Yes, an please you, I be quite single : my 
relations be all dead, thank heavens, more or less. I have 
but one poor mother left in the world, and she 's an helpless 
woman. 

Trounce. Indeed I a very extraordinary case — quite your 
own master, then — ^the fitter to serve his Majesty. — Can you 
read? 

1 Coun. Noa, I was always too lively to take to learning ; 
but John here is main clever at it. 

Trounce. So, what you 're a scholar, friend ? 

2 Coun. I was bom so, measter. Feyther kept grammar- 
school. 

Trounce. Lucky man — ^In a campaign or two put yourself 
down chaplain to the regiment. And I warrant you have 
read of warriors and heroes ? 

2 Coun. Yes, that I have: I have read of Jack the 
Giant-killer, and the Dragon of Wantly, and the — ^Noa, 
I believe that 's ail in the hero way, except once about a 
comet. 

Trounce. Wondertul knowledge I — Well, my heroes, I 'U 
^Write word to the king of your good intentions, and meet 
me half an hour hence at the Two Mamies. 

Coun. We will, your honour, we will. 

Trounce. But stay ; for fear I shouldn 't see you again 
in the crowd, clap these little bits of ribbon into your 
hats. 

1 Coun. Our hats are none of the best. 

Trounce. Well, meet me at the Mamies, and I 'U give 
you money to buy new ones. 

Coun. Bless your honour, thank your honour. 

[Exeunt 

Trounce. [Winking at Soldiers.] Jack I 

[Exeunt Soldiers 

Enter Lieutenant O'Connor 

So, here comes one who would make a grenadier — Stop, 
friend, will you list ? 

O'Con. Who shall I serve under? 

Trounce. Under me, to be sure. 

O'Con. Isn 't Lieutenant O'Connor your oflBcer ? 
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Trounce, He is, and I am commander over him. 

O'Con. Whatl be' your Serjeants greater than your 
captains ? 

Trounce, To be sure we are ; 'tis our business to keep 
them in order. For instance now, the general writes to 
me, dear Serjeant, or dear Trounce, or dear Serjeant 
Trounce, according to his hurry, if your lieutenant does 
not demean himself accordingly, let me know. — Yours, 
General Deluge. 

0*Con, And do you complain of him often ? 

Trounce, No, hang him, the lad is good-natured at 
bottom, so I pass over small things. But hark'ee, between 
oiu'selves, he is most confoundedly given to wenching. 

Enter Corporal Flint 

Flint. Please your honour, the doctor is coming this way 
with his worship — ^We are all ready, and have our cues. 

[Exit 

O'Con, Then, my dear Trounce, or my dear Serjeant, or 
my dear Serjeant Trounce, take yourself away. 

Trounce, Zounds 1 the lieutenant — I smell of the black 
hole already. ^ [Exit 

Enter Justice Credulous and Doctor Rosy* 

Just. I thought I saw some of the cut-throats. 

Rosy, I fancy not ; there 's no one but honest Humphrey. 
Ha I Odds life, here come some of them — we 'U stay by 
these trees, and let them pass. 

Just. Oh, the bloody-looking dogs ! 

[Walks aside with Doctor Rosy 

Re-enter Corporal Flint and two Soldiers 

Flint. Halloa, friend I do you serve Justice Credulous ? 

O'Con, I do. 

Flint. Are you rich ? 

0*Con. Noa. 

Flint. Nor ever will be with that old stingy booby. 
Look here — ^take it. [Gives him a purse 

0*Con. What must I do for this ? 

Flint. Mark me, our lieutenant is in love with the old 
rogue's daughter: help us to break his worship's bones, 
and carry ofL the gh:l, and you are a made man. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene II ST. PATRICK'S DAY 109 

0*Con. I'll see you hanged first, you pack of skurry 
villains! [Throws away the purse 

Flint What, sirrah, do you mutiny ? Lay hold of him. 

0*Con. Nay then, I'll try your armour for you. 

[Beats them 

AIL Oh I oh 1 — quarter I quarter I 

[Eoceunt Corporal Flint and Soldiers 

Just. [Coming forward.] Trim them, trounce them, break 
their bones, honest Hmnphrey — ^What a spirit he has I 

Rosy. Aquafortis. 

O'Con. Betray your master I 

Rosy. What a miracle of fidelity I 

Just. Ay, and it shall not go unrewarded — I 'U give him 
sixpence on the spot. Here, honest Humphrey, there 's for 
yourself : as for this bribe, [takes up the purse,] such trash 
is best in the hands of justice. Now then, doctor, I think 
I may trust him to guard the women : while he is with 
them I may go out with safety. 

Rosy. Doubtless you may — I'll answer for the lieut- 
enant's behaviour whfist honest Humphrey is with your 
daughter. 

Just. Ay, ay, she shall go nowhere without him. Come 
along, honest Humphrey. How rare it is to meet with 
such a servant I [Exeunt 



Scene II. — A Garden 

Lauretta discovered. Enter Justice Credulous and 
Lieutenant O'Connor 

Just. Why, you little truant, how durst you wa|ider so 
far from the house without my leave ? Do you want to 
invite that scoundrel lieutenant to scale the walls and 
carry you off ? 

Lau. Lud, papa, you are so apprehensive for nothing. 

Just. Why, hussy 

Lau. WeU then, I can't bear to be shut up all day so like 
a nun. I am sure'it is enough to make one wish to be run 
away with — and I wish I was run away with — I do — and I 
wish the lieutenant knew it. 

Just. You do, do you, hussy ? Well, I think I '11 take 
pretty good care of you. Here, Humphrey, I leave this 
lady in your care. Now you may walk about the garden. 



Digitized by 



Google 



110 ST. PATRICK'S DAY Act H 

Miss Pert ; but Humphrey shall go with you wherever you 
go. So mind, honest Humphrey, I am obliged to go 
abroad for a little while ; let no one but yourself come near 
her ; don't be shame-faced, you booby, but keep close to 
her. And now, miss, let your lieutenant or any of his crew 
come near you if they can. [Exit 

Laa. How this booby stares after him t 

[Sits down and sings 

0*Con. Lauretta! 

Lau. Not so free, fellow I [Sings 

O'Con. Lauretta! look on me. 

Lau. Not so free, fellow! 

(yCon. No recollection ! 

Laiu Honest Humphrey, be quiet. 

O'Con. Have you forgot your faithful soldier ? 

Lau. Ah ! Oh preserve me I 

0*Con. 'Tls, my soul ! your truest slave, passing on your 
father in this disguise. 

Lau. Well now, I declare this is charming — ^you are so 
disguised, my dear lieutenant, and you look so delightfully 
ugly; I am sure no one will find you out, ha ! ha ! ha 1 — 
You know I am under your protection ; papa charged you 
to keep close to me. 

O'Con. True, my angel, and thus let me fulfil 

Lau. O pray, now, dear Humphrey 

O'Con. Nay, 'tis but what old Mittimus commanded. 

[Offers to kiss her 

Re-enter Justice Credulous 

Just. Laury, my — hey ! what the devil 's here ? 

Lau. Well now, one kiss, and be quiet. 

Just. Your very humble servant, honest Humphrey ! 
Don't let me — ^pray don't let me interrupt you ! 

Lau. Lud, papa I Now that 's so good-natured — ^indeed 
there 's no harm. You did not mean any rudeness, did you, 
Humphrey ? 

O'Con. No, indeed, miss ; his worship knows it is not In me. 

Just. I know that you are a lying, canting, hypocritical 
scoundrel ; and if you don't take youi^jelf out of my sight — - 

Lau. Indeed, papa, now I 'U tell you how it was. I was 
sometime taken with a sudden giddiness, and Humphrey, 
seeing me beginning to totter, ran to my assistmice, quite 
frightened, poor fellow, and took me in his arms. 
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JuM. Oh I was that all — ^nothing but a Ifttle giddiness, 
hey? 

O'Con. That*s all, indeed, your "worship; for seeing miss 
change colour, I ran up instantly. 

Just Oh, 'twas very kind in you I 

CyCon, And luckily recovered her. 

Just And who made you a doctor, you impudent rascal, 
l»y ? Get out of my sight, I say, this instant, or by all 
the statutes 

Lau. Oh now, papa, you fri^ten me, and I am giddy 
again 1 — Oh, help I 

O'Con. O dear lady, she '11 fall I [Takes her into his nrms 

Just. Zounds I what, before my face — ^why then, thou 
miracle of impudence I — [Lays hold of him and discovers 
him.] — Mercy on me, who have we here ? — Murder I Rob- 
bery I Fire I Rape I Gunpowder I Soldiers I John 1 Susan I 
Bridget I 

O'Con. Good sir, don't be alarmed ; I mean you no harm. 

Just Thieves 1 Robbers I Soldiers I 

O'Con. You know my love for your daughter 

Just Fire I Cut-throats I 

O'Con. And that alone 

Just. Treason I Gimpowder 1 

Enter a Servant with a blunderbuss 

Now, scoundrel I let her go this instant. 

Lau. O papa, you 'U kill me ! 

Just. Honest Humphrey, be advised. Ay, miss, this 
way, if you please. 

O'Con. Nay, sir, but hear me 

Just. 1 '11 shoot. 

O'Con. And you 'U be convinced 

Just I'll shoot. 

O'Con. How injurious 

Just I '11 shoot — and so your very humble servant, 
honest Humphrey Hum. [Exeunt separately 



Scene IIL— A Walk 
Enter Doctor Rosy 

Rosy. Well, I think my friend is now in a fair way of 
succeeding. Ah I I warrant he is full of hope and fear. 
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doubt and anxiety ; truly he has the fever of love strong 
upon him ; faint, peevish, languishing all day, with burning, 
restless nights. Ah ! just my case when I pined for my 
poor dear Dolly I when she used to have her daily colics, 
and her little doctor be sent for. Then would I interpret 
the language of her pulse — declare my own sufferings in 
my receipt for her — send her a pearl necklace in a pill-box, 
or a cordial draught with an acrostic on the label. Well, 
those days are over ; no happiness lasting : all is vanity — 
now sunshine, now cloudy — ^we are, as it were, king and 
beggar — then what avails 

Enter Lieutenant O'Connor 

O'Con. O doctor I ruined and undone. 

Rosy. The pride of beauty 

O'Con. I am discovered, and 

Rosy. The gaudy palace 

O'Con. The justice is 



Rosy. The pompous wig 

O'Con. Is more enraged than ever. 

Rosy. The gilded cane 

O'Con. Why, doctor I [Slapping him on the shoulder 

Rosy. Hey I 

O'Con. Confound your morals I I tell you I am dis- 
covered, discomfited, disappointed. 

Rosy. Indeed 1 Good lack, good lack, to think of the 
instability of human affairs ! Nothing certain in this 
world — most deceived when most confident — ^fools of 
fortune all. 

O'Con. My dear doctor, I want at present a little practical 
wisdom. I am resolved this instant to try the scheme we 
were going to put in execution last week. I have the letter 
ready, and only want your assistance to recover my ground. 

Rosy. With all my heart — I '11 warrant you I 'U bear a 
part in it : but how the deuce were you discovered ? 

O'Con. I '11 tell you as we go ; there 's not a moment to 
be lost. 

Rosy. Heaven send we succeed better I — ^but there 's no 
knowing. 

O'Con. Very true. 

-Rosy. We may, and we may not. 

O'Con. Right. 

Rosy. Time must show. 
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O'Con. Certainly. 

Rosy. We are but blind guessers. 

O'Con. Nothing more. 

Rosy. Thick-sighted mortals. 

O'Con. Remarkably. 

Rosy. Wandering in error. 

O'Con. Even so. 

Rosy. Futurity is dark. 

O'Con. As a cellar. 

Rosy. Men are moles. 

[Exeunt, Lieutenant O'Connor forcing out Rosy 



Scene xfl. — A Room in Justice Credulous' House 
Enter Justice Credulous and Mrs. Bridget Credulous 

Just. Odds life, Bridget, you are enough to make one 
mad I I tell ,you he would have deceived a chief justice : 
the dog seemed as ignorant as my clerk, and tsdked of 
honesty as if he had. been a churchwarden. 

Mrs. Bri. Pho I nonsense, honesty I — ^what had you to* 
do, pray, with honesty ? A fine business you have made 
of it with your Humphrey Hum ; and miss, too, she must 
have been privy to it. Lauretta I ay, you would have her 
called so ; but for my part I never knew any good come of 
giving girls these heathen Christian names ; if you had 
called her Deborah, or Tabitha, or Ruth, or Rebecca, or 
Joan, nothing of this had ever happened ; but I always 
knew Lauretta was a runaway name. 

Just. Psha, you 're a fool 1 

Mrs. Bri. No, Mr. Credulous, it is you who are a fool, 
and no one but such a simpleton would be so imposed on. 

Just. Why, zounds, madam, how durst you talk so ?^ 
If you have no respect for your husband, I should think 
unus quorum might command a little deference. 

Mrs. Bri. Don't tell me I — Unus fiddlestick 1 you ought 
to be ashamed to show your face at the sessions : you '11 
be a laughing-stock to the whole bench, and a byword 
with all the pig-tailed lawyers and bag-wigged attorneys 
about town. 

Just. Is this language for his majesty's representative ? 
By the statutes, it 's high treason and petty treason, both^ 
at once ! 
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Enter Servant 

Ser. A letter for your worship. 

Just. Who brought it ? 

Ser. A soldier. 

Just. Take it away and bum it. 

Mrs. Bri. Stay I — ^now you 're in such a hurry — ^it is some 
canting scrawl from the lieutenant, I suppose. — [Takes the 
letter. — Exit Servant.] Let me see : — ay, 'tis signed 
O'Connor. 

Just. Well, come, read it out. 

Mrs. Bri. [Reads.] Revenge is sweet. 

Just. It begins so, does it ? I 'm glad of that ; I '11 let 
the dog know I 'm of his opinion. 
^ Mrs. Bri. [Reads.] And though disappointed of my designs 
upon your daughter, I have still the satisfaction of knowing 
I am revenged on her unnatural father ; for this morning, in 
your chocolate, I had the pleasure to administer to you a dose 
of poison. — ^Mercy on us I 

Just. No tricks, Bridget ; come, you know it is not so ; 
you know it is a lie. 

Mrs. Bri. Read it yourself. 

Just, [Reads.] Pleasure to administer a dose of poison I — 
Oh, horrible I Cut-throat villain I— Bridget I 

Mrs. Bri. Lovee, stay, here's a postscript. — [Reads.] 
N.B. 'Tis not in the power of medicine to save you. 

Just. Odds my life, Bridget! why don't you caU for 
help ? Fve lost my voice. — My brain is giddy — I shall 
burst, and no assistance. — John 1 — Laury I — John I 

Mrs. Bri. You see, lovee, what you have brought on 
yourself. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Your worship I 

Just. Stay, John; did you perceive anything in my 
chocolate cup this morning ? 

Ser. Nothing, your worship, unless it was a little grounds. 

Just. What colour were they? 

Ser. Blackish, your worship. 

Just. Ay, arsenic, black arsenic 1 — ^Why don't you run 
for Doctor Rosy, you rascal ? 

Ser. Now, shr? 

Mrs. Bri. Oh lovee, you may be sure it is in vain : let 
him run for the lawyer to witness your will, my life. 
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Just. Zounds I go for the doctor, you scoundrel. You 

are all confederate murderers. 

Ser. Oh, here he is, your worship. [Exit 

Just. Now, Bridget, hold your tongue, and let me see 

If my horrid situation be apparent. 

Enter Doctor Rosy 

Rosy. I have but just called to inform — ^hey I bless me, 
what 's the matter with your worship ? 

Just, There, he sees it already I — Poison in my face, In 
capitals I Yes, yes, I 'm a sure job for the undertakers 
indeed ! 

Mrs. Bri. Oh I oh I alas, doctor I 

Just. Peace, Bridget I— Why, doctor, my dear old friend, 
do you really see any change in me ? 

Rosy. Change t never was man so altered : how came 
these black spots on your nose ? 

Just Spots on my nose 1 

Rosy. And that wild stare in your right eye 1 

Just In my right eye I 

Rosy. Ay, and alack, alack, how you are swelled ! 

JusU Swelled I 

Rosy. Ay, don't you think he is, madam ? 

Mrs. Bri* Oh, 'tis in vain to conceal it 1 — Indeed, lovee, 
you are as big again as you were this morning. 

Just. Yes, I feel it now — I 'm poisoned I — Doctor, help 
me, lor the love of justice ! Give me life to see my murderer 
hanged. 

Rosy. What? 

Just. I 'm poisoned, I say I 

Rosy. Speak out I 

Just. What I can't you hear me ? 

Rosy. Your voice is so low and h(^low, as it were, I 
can't hear a word you say. 

Just. — I 'm gone thm Ir^Hic facet, many years one of his 
majesty's justices I 

Mrs. Bri. Read, doctor I — Ah, lovee, the will J— Consider, 
my life, how soon you will be dead. 

Just No, Bridgf^t, I shall die by inches. 

Rosy, I never heard such monstrous iniquity. — Oh, you 
are gone indeed, my friend I the mortgage of your little 
bit of day is out, and the sexton has nothing to do but 
to close. We must all go, /sooner or later^-^high and low 
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— Death 's a debt ; Ms mandamus binds all alike — ^no bail, 
no demurrer. 

Just. Silence, Doctor Croaker I 'will you cure me or will 
you not ? 

Rosy, Alas 1 my dear friend, it is not in my power, but 
FU certainly see justice done on your miu-derer. 

Just I thank you, my dear friend, but I had rather see 
it myself. 

Rosy. Ay, but if you recover, the villain will escape. 

Mrs. Bri. Will he ? then indeed it would be a pity you 
should recover. I am so enraged against the villain, I can't 
bear the thought of his escaping the halter. 

Just. That 's very kind in you, my dear ; but if it 's the 
same thing to you, my dear, I had as soon recover, notwith- 
standing. — What, doctor, no assistance I 

Rosy. Efacks, I can do nothing, but there 's the German 
quack, whom you wanted to send from town ; I met him 
at the next door, and I know he has antidotes for all poisons. 

Just. Fetch him, my dear friend, fetch him I I 'U get 
him a diploma if he ciu'es me. 

Rosy. Well, there 's no time to be lost ; you continue to 
swell immensely. [Exit 

Mrs. Bri. What, my dear, will you subfnit to be cured 
by a quack nostrum-monger ? For my part, as much as I 
love you, I had rather follow you to yom* grave than see you 
owe your life to any but a regular-bred physician. 

Just. I 'm sensible of your affection, dearest ; and be 
assured nothing consoles me in my melancholy situation 
so much as the thoughts of leaving you behind. 

Re-enter Doctor Rosy, with Lieutenant O'Connor 
disguised 

Rosy. Great luck ; met him passing by the door. 

O'Con. Metto dowsei pulsum. 

Rosy. He desires me to feel your pulse. 

Just. Can't he speak English ? 

Rosy. Not a word. 

O'Con. Palio vivem mortem soonem. 

Rosy. He says you have not six hours to live. 

Just. O mercy I does he know my distemper ? 

Rosy. I believe not. 

Just. Tell him 'tis black arsenic they have given me. 

Rosy, Geneable ill! arsnecca. 
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(yCon. Pisonatus. 

Just What does he say? 

Rosy. He says you are poisoned. 

Just. We know that ; but what will be the effect ? 

Rosy. Quid effectum ? 

O'Con. Diable tutellum. 

Rosy. He says you '11 die presently. 

Just. Oh horrible 1 What, no antidote ? 

O'Con. Curum benakere bono fullum. 

Just. What, does he say I must row in a boat to Fulham ? 

Rosy. He says he '11 undertake to cure you for three 
thousand pounds. 

Mrs. Bri. Three thousand pounds 1 three thousand 
halters I — No, lovee, you shall never submit to such im- 
positions ; die at once, and be a customer to none of them. 

Just. I won't die, Bridget — I don't like death. 

Mrs. Bri. Psha I there is nothing in it : a moment, and 
it is over. 

Just. Ay, but it leaves a numbness behind that lasts a 
plaguy long time. 

Mrs. Bri. O my dear, pray consider the will. 

Enter Lauretta 

Lau. O my father^ what is this I hear ? 

O'Con, Quiddam seomriam deos tollam rosam. 

Rosy. The doctor is astonished at the sight of your fair 
daughter. 

Just. How so ? 

O'Con. Damsellum livivum suvum rislibani. 

Rosy. He says that he has lost his heart to her, and that 
if you will give him leave to pay his addresses to the young 
lady, and promise your consent to the union, if he should 
gain her affections, he will on those conditions cure you 
instantly, without fee or reward. 

Just. The devil I did he say all that in so few words ? 
What a fine language it is 1 Well, I agree, if he can prevail 
on the girl. — [Aside.] And that I am sure he never will. 

Rosy. Greal. 

O'Con. Writhum bothum. 

Rosy. He says you must give this under your hand, while 
he writes you a miraculous receipt. 

[Both sit down to write 

Lau. Do. mamma, tell me the meaning oi this. 
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Mrs. BrL Don't speak to me, girl. — Unnatural parent I 
Just There, doctor ; there '8 what he requires. 
Rosy. And here 's your receipt : read it yourself. 

Just. Heyl what's here? plain English 1 

Rosy. Read it out ; a wondrous nostrum, I *11 answer for 
it. 

Just. [Reads.] In reading this you are cured by your affec- 
tionate son-in-law, O'Connor*— Who, in the name of 
Beelzebub, sirrah, who are you ? 

0*Con. Your affectionate son-in-law, O'Connor, and your 
very humble servant, Humphrey Hum. 

Just. 'Tis false, you dog I you are not my son-in-law ; 
f<w I 'U be poison'd again, and you shall be hanged. — I 'U 
die, sirrah, and leave Bridget my estate. 

Mrs. Bri. Ay, pray do, my dear, leave me your estate. 
I'm sure he deserves to be hanged. 

Just. He does, you say 1 — Hark'ee, Bridget, you showed 
such a tender concern for me when you thought me poisoned, 
that for the future I am resolved jicver to take your advice 
again in anything. — [To Lieutenant O'Connor.] So, do 
you hear, sir, you are an Irishman and a soldier, an't 
you? 
' O'Con. I am, sir, and proud of both. 

Just. The two things on earth I most hate ; so I '11 tell 
you what — ^renounce your country and sell your .commission, 
and I'U forgive you. 

O'Con. Hark'ee, Mr. Justice— if you were not the father 
of my Lauretta, I would pull your nose for asking the first,, 
and break your bones for desiring the second. 

Rosy. Ay, ay, you're right. 

Just. Is he ? then I 'm sure I must be wrong. — Here, sir, 
I give my daughter to you, who are the most impudent dog 
I ever saw in my life. 

O'Con. Oh, sir, say what you please ; with such a gift 
as Lauretta, every word is a compliment. 

Mrs. Bri. Well, my lovee, I think this wUl be a good 
subject for us to quarrel about the rest of our lives. 

Just. Why, truly, my dear, I think so, though we are 
seldom at a loss for that. 

Rosy. This is all as it should be. — ^My Alexander, I give 

you joy, and you, my little god-daughter ; and now my 

sincere wish is, that you may make just such a wife as my 

poor dear Dolly. [Exeunt omnes 

i 
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THE DUENNA ' 

ACT ONE 

Scene I. — The Street before Don Jerome's House 

Enter Lopez, with a dark lantern 

Lop, Past three o'clock I-^So I ia notable hour for one of 
my regular disposition, to be strolling like a bravo through 
the streets of Seville I Well, of all services, to serve a 
young lover is the hardest.^ — Not that I am an enemy to 
love ; but my love and my master's differ strangely. — Don 
Ferdinand is much too gallant to eat, dripk, or to sleep : — 
now, my love gives me an appetite — then I am fond of 
dreaming of my mistress, and I love dearly to toast her. — 
This cannot be done without good sleep and good liquor : 
hence my partiality to a feather-bed and a bottle. What a 
pity, now, that I have not further time for reflections 1 but 
my master expects thee, honest Lopez, to secure his retreat 
from Donna Clara's window, as I guess. — [Music without,] 
Hey I sure, I heard music I So, so f who have we here ? 
bh, Don Antonio, my master's friend, come from the 
masquerade, to serenade my young mistress. Donna 
Louisa, I suppose : so I we shall have the old gentleman 
up presently. — Lest he should miss his son, I had best 
lose no time in getting to my post. [Exit 

Enter Don Antonio, with Masqueraders and music 

Song.— Don Ant 

Tell me, my lute, can thy soft strain 

So gently speak thy master's pain I 
So softly sing, so humbly sigh, 

That, though my sleeping love s.hall know 

Who sings— who sighs below, 
Her rosy slumbers shall not fly? 

Thus, may some vision whisper more 

Than ever I dare speak before. 
121 
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1 Mas. Antonio, your mistress will never wake, while 
you sing so dolefully ; love, like a cradled infant, is lulled 
by a sad melody. 

Don Ant. I do not wish to disturb her rest. 

1 Mas. The reason is, because you know she does not 
regard you enough to appear, if you awaked her. 

Don Ant. Nay, then, I '11 convince you. [Sings 

The brdath of raom bids hence the night 
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair; 
For tiU/tlHS dawn of love is there, 

I feel no day, I own no light. 

Donna Lovisa— replies from a window 

Wakii^f I heard thy numbers qhide, 

Waking^ the dawn did l^lese my sight; 
Tis Phoebus sure that woos, 1 cried, 

Who speaks in song, who ^oves in light. 

Don Jeromb— /roiJi a window 

What vagabonds are f^ese, I hear, 
Fiddling, fluting, rhyming, ranting, 
Piping, scraping, whining, canting. 

Fly, scurvy mlnsitarels, fly I 

Two 

Don. tdui$a. Nay, prithee, fa.thet, why* so-rough? 

Dan Ant. An humble loy^ I. 

Don Jer. How durst you, daughter, lend an ear 

1^0 such decei^ul stuff t 
Quick, from the window fly I 
Don, Louisas Adieu, Antonio! 
D(m Ant. Must you got 

Dim- Louisa, \ We soon, ^periiaps, may nkeet again* 
Don Ant. ' For though hard fcnrtune is ^mr foe. 

The god of love wiU fight for us. 
Diyn Jer^ Reach me the b^underbusi^ 

^^.lott^a. } T^« ^^ ^* ^^^®» ^^^ ^^^^« ^"^ P**^- 
Don Jer. Hence, or these slugs are through your brain. 

\Exeva\i severally 

Scene II.— A Piazza 

Enter Don Ferdinand and Lopez 

Lop. Truly, sir, I think that a little sle^p once in a week 
or so 
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Don Ferd. Peace, fool I don't mention sleep to me. 

Lop. No, no, sir, I don't mention your low-bred, vulgar, 
sound sleep ; but I can't help thinking that a gentle slumber, 
or half an hour's dozing, if it were only for the novelty of 
the thing 

Don Ferd. Peace, booby, I say I — Oh Qara, dear, cn»l 
disturber of my rest I 

JLop* And of mine too. [Aside 

Don Ferd. 'Sdeath, to trifle with me at suc^ a Juncture 
as this I— now to stand on punctilios i— Love me 1 I don't 
believe she ever did. 

Lopn Nor I either. [Aside 

Don Ferd. Or isit, that her sex never know their desires 
for an hour together ? . 

Lop. Ah, they know them of tener than they '11 own them. 

\Aside 

Don Ferd, Is there, in the world, so inconstant a o^eature 
as Qara ? 

jLop. I could name one. [Aside 

Don Ferd, Yei ; the tame fool who submits to her 
caprice. 

jLop. I thought he couldn't miss it. [Aiide 

Don Ferd. Is she not capriciouft, teasing, t3^*annical, 
obstinate, perverse, absurd ? ay, a wilderness ol faults and 
follies ; her looks are scorn, and her very smiles — ^'Sdeath I 
I wish I hadn't mentioned her smUes ; for she does smile 
such beaming loveliness, such fascinating brightness — Oh, 
death and madness I I shall die if I lose her. 

Lop. Oh, those damnlsd smiles have undone all ! [Aside 

Air. — Don Ferd 

Comid I her faults reniember, 

Fot^tUftiJf evftry charm. 
Soon would impartifll reiison 

The tyrant love disarm; 
But when enraged I ipumber 

Each failing of her mind. 
Love still suggests eac^. beauty, 

And sees-^while reason's blind. 

Lop. Here comes Don Antonio^ sir. 
Don Ferd. Well, go you home— I shaU be there pre- 
sently. 

Lop. Ah, those cursed smiles 1 (Exit 
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Enter Don Antonio 

Don Ferd. Antonio^ Lopez tells me he left you chanting 
before our doOT^^-was my father waked ? 

Don Ant Yes, yes ; he has a singular affection for music, 
so I left him roaring at his barred window, like the print 
of Bajazet in the cage. And what brings you out so early ? 

Don Ferd. I believe I told you, that to-morrow was the 
day fixed by Don Pedro and Qara's unnatural stepmother, 
for her to enter a convent, in order that her brat might 
possess her fortune : made desperate by this, I procured 
a key to the door, and bribed Qara's maid to leave it 
unbolted; at two this morning, I entered, unperceived, 
and stole to her chamber — I foimd her waking and weeping. 

Don Ant. Happy Ferdinand 1 

Don Ferd. 'Sdeath I hear the conclusion. — I was rated 
as the most confident rufiian, f6r daring to approach her 
room at that hour of night. 

Don Ant. Ay, ay, this was at first. ' 

Don Ferd. No such thing I she would not hear a word 
from me, but threatened to raise her mother, if I did not 
instantly leave her. 

Don Ant. Well, but at last ? *- 

Don Ferd. At last I why I was fosced to leave the house 
as I came in. 

Don Ant And did you do nothing to offend her ? 

Don Ferd. Nothing, as I hope to be saved I— I believe, 
I might snatch a dozen or two of kisses. 

Don Ant. Was that all ? well, I think, I never heard of 
such assurance ! 

Don Ferd. Zounds I I tell you I behaved with the utmost 
respect. 

Don Ant. O Lord I I don't mean you, but in her. But, 
hark ye, Ferdinand, did you leave your key with them ? 

Don Ferd. Yes ; the maid, who saw me out, took it from 
the door. 

Don Ant. Then, my life for it, her mistress elopes after 
you. 

Don Ferd. Ay, to bless my rival, perhaps. I am in a 
hiunour to suspect everybody. — You loved her once, and 
thought her an angel, as I do now. 

Don Ant. Yes, I loved her, till I foimd she wouldn't love 
me, and then I discovered that she hadn't a good feature 
in her face. 
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Air 

I ne*er could any lustre see 

In eyes that would not look on me ; 

I ne'er saw nectar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to- sip. 

Has the maid who seeks my heart v 

Cheeks of rose, untouched by art! 

I will own the colour true, 

When yielding blushes aid their hue. 

Is her hand so soft and pure? 
I must press it, to be sure ; 
Nor can I be certain then. 
Tin it, grateful, press again. 
Must r, with attentive eyc\, 
Watch her heaving bosom sigh! 
I will do so, when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. . 

Besides, Ferdinand, you have full security in my, love for 
your sister ; help me there, and I can never disturb you 
with Qara. 

Don Ferd. As far as I can, consistently with the honour 
of our family, you know I will ; but there must be no 
eloping. 

Don. Ant And yet, now, you would carry off Qara? 

Don Ferd. Ay, that 's a different case I — ^we never 
mean that others should act tO' om* sisters and wives as 
we do to others. — But, lo-morro>y, Clara is to be fprced 
into a convent. 

Don Ant. WeU, and am riot I so unfortunately circum- 
stanced ? To-morrow, your father forces Louisa to marry 
Isaac, the Portuguese— but come ^th me, and we '11 devise 
something, I warrant. . ' 

Don Ferd. I must go home. 

Don Ant, Well, adieu I 

Don Ferd. But, Antonio, if you did not love my sister, 
you have too much honour and friendship to supplant rii^ 
with Qara?— 

Air.— Do/i j^nt 

Friendship' i£r^ the bbnd of reason; 

But if beauty disapproTi^ 
Heaven dissolves all other treason 
. In t^e heart •Ihi^t''^ t^e to l^ve. , 
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The faith which to my friend I swore 

As a civil oath I view; 
But to the charms tirhioh I adore, 
'Tis religion to be true. 

[Exit 
Don Ferd. There ii always a levity in Antonio's manner 
of replying to me on ^this subject that is very alarming. — 
'Sdeath I if Clara should love him after all 1 

Song 

Though cause for sustitclon appears, 

Yet proofs of her love, too, are strong; 
Tm a wretch tf I'm right in my fears, 

And unworthy of bliss if I*m wrong* , 
What heart-^reakihg torments from Jealousy flow. 
Ah 1 none but the jealous— the jealous can know I 

When blest with the siniles of my fair, • ^ 

I know not how much I adore : 
Those smiles let aether bvi^ leihare, 
And I wonder I prized them no more 1 
' Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe,. 

When the falser she seems, still the fonder I grow t 

[Exit 

Scene III.— A Room in Don Jerome's House 



Enter Ddnna^ Louisa and Duenna 

Don. Louisa. But,"nly dear Margaret, my charming 
Duenna, do you think we shall succeed? 

Duen. X ^ell you again, I have no doubt "on't ; but it 
must be instantly put to the trial! Everything is prepared 
in yoUr room, and for the rest we must trust to fortune. 

jDon. Louisa. My father's oath jwas, never to see me till 
I had consented to 

Duen. 'Twas thus I overheard him say to his friend, Don 
Guf^man, — / will demand of her to-morrow, once for all, 
whether she will consent to marry Isaac Mendoza; if she 
hesitates, I will make a solemn oath never to see or speak to 
her till she returns to her duty. — These were his words. 

Don. Louisa. And on his known obstinate adherence to 
what he has once said, y^u have formed this plan for 

my escape. But have you t secured my maid in our 

Interest? 

Dueru She is a party in thti whole ; biit remember, if- 
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we succeed, you resign all ri^ht and title in little Isaac, 
the Jew, over to me. 

Don, Louisa. That I do with all my soul ; get him, if yoii 
' can, and I shall wish you joy, most heartily. He is twenty 
times as rich as my poor Antonio. 

Air 

• Thou canst not boast of fortune's store, 

My love, while me they wealthy call : 
But I was glad to find thee poor— 
For with my heart I *d give thee all. 
And then the grateful youth shall own 
I loved him for himself .alone. 

But when his worth my hand shall gain, • 

No word or look of mine shaU show 
That I the smallest thought retain 
Of what my bounty did bestow : 
Yet stiU his grateful heart shall own 
I loved him for himself alone. 

Duen, 1 hear Don Jei'ome coming. — Quick, give me the 
last letter 1 brought you from Antonio — ^you know that is 
to be the ground of my dismission — I must slip out to 
seal it up, as undelivered. [Exit 

Enter Don Jerome caid Don Ferdinand 

Don Jer, What, I suppose you have been serenading too I 
Eh, disturbing some peaceable neighbourhood with vil- 
lainous catgut and lascivious piping I Out on't I you {:el 
your sister, here, a vile example ; but I come to tell you, 
madam, that I '11 suffer no more of these midnight incanta- 
tions — these amorous orgies^ that steal the senses in the 
hearing ; as, they say, Egyptian embaimers serve mummies, 
extracting the brain through the ears. However, there 's 
an end of your frolics— Isaac Mendoza will be here presently, 
and to-morrow ypu shall marry him. 

Don. Louisa. Never, while I have life I , . 

Don Ferd. Indeed, sir, I wonder how you can think of 
such a man |or a son-in-la^. . 

Don Jer. Sir, you are very »klnd to favour me with your 
sentiments-T-and pray, what is your objection to him ? 

Don Ferd. . He is a Portuguese, ii^ . the first place. 

Don Jer. No such thing, boy; he has fcfrjBWom his 
country. , ., . . ; 
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Don. LouiscL He is a Jew. 

Don Jer, Another mistake: he has been a Christian 
these six weeks. 

Don Ferd. Ay, he left his old religion for an estate, and 
has not had time to get a new one. 

Don. Louisa. But stands like a dead wall between chm-ch 
and synagogue, or like the blank leaves between the Old 
and New Testament. 

Don Jer. Anything more ? 

Don Ferd. But the most remarkable part of his character 
is his passion for deceit and tricks of cunning. 

Don. Louisa. Though at the same time the fool pre- 
dominates so much over the knave, that I am told he is 
generally the dupe of his own art. 

Don Ferd. True ; like an unskilful gunner, he usually 
misses his aim, and is hurt by the recoil of his own piece. 

Don Jer. Anything more ? 

Don. Louisa. To sum tip all, he has the worst fault 
husband can have — ^he 's not my choice. 

Don Jer. But you are his ; and choice on one side is 
sufficient — ^two lovers should nev^r meet in ^aralage — 
be you sour as you please, he is sweet-tempered ; and forv, 
your good fruit, there 's nothing like ingrafting on a crab. 

Don. Louisa. I detest him as a lover, and shall ten times 
more as a husband. • ^ 

Don Jer. I don't know that — ^marriage generally makes a 
great change — ^but, to cut the matter short, will yoii have 
him or not? 

"* *Don.' Louisa. There is nothing else I could disobey you 
in. ' • ;'' ' ■ 

Don Jer. Do you value your father's peace ? 

Don. Louisa. So much, that I will not fasten on him 
the regret of irtaking an only daughter wretched. 

Don Jer. Very well, ma'am, then mark me — never more 
will! see or converse with you till you return to your duty — 
no reply — this and your chamber shall be your apartments ; 
I never will stir out without leaving you under lock and 
key, and when I 'm at home no creature can approach you 
but through my library: we *11 try who can be most 
obslinate. Out of my sight I— there remain till you know 
your duty. [Pushes her out 

Don Ferd. Surely, sir^ my, sister's inclinations should be 
consulted In a matter of this kind, and some regard paid to 
Don Antonio, being my particular friend. 
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Don Jer. That, doubtless, is a very great recommenda- 
tion I — I certainly have not paid sufficient respect to it. 

Don Ferd. There is not a man living I would sooner 
choose lor a brother-in-law. 

Don Jer. Very possible ; and it you happen to have 
e'er a sister, who is not at the same time a daughter of mine, 
I 'm sure I shall have no objection to the relationship ; but 
at present, if you please we 'U drop the subject. 

Don Ferd, Nay, sir, 'tis only my regard for my sister 
makes me speak. 

Don Jer. Then, pray, sir, in future, let your regard for 
your father make you hold your tongue. 

Don Ferd. I have done, sir. I shall only add a wish that 
you would reflect what at our age you would have felt, had 
you been crossed in your affectiofi for the mother of her 
you are so severe to. 

Don Jer. Why, I must confess I had a great affection 
for your mother's ducats, but that was all, boy. I married 
her for her fortune, and she took me in obedience to her 
father, and a very happy couple we were. We never 
expected any love from one another, and so we were never 
disappointed. If we grumbled a little now and then, it 
was soon over, for we were never fond enough to quarrel ; 
and when the good woman died, why, why, — I had as lieve 
she bad lived, and I wish every widower in Seville could 
say the same. I shall now go and get the key of this 
dressing-room^— so, good son, if you have any lecture in 
support of disobedience to give your sister, it must be 
brief ; so make the best of your time, d'ye hear ? 

[Exit 

Don Ferd. I fear, indeed, my friend Antonio has little 
to hope for ; however, Louisa has firmness, and my father's 
anger will probably only increase her affection. — In our 
intercourse with the world, it is natural for us to dislike 
those who are innocently the cause of our distress ; but 
in the heart's attachment a woman never likes a man with 
ardour till she has suffered for his sake — [Noise.\ so ! What 
bustle is here ? between my father and the Duenna too 
— I 'U e'en get out of the way. [Exit 

Re-enter Don Jerome with a letter^ pulling in Duenna 

Don Jer. I 'm astonished 1 I 'm thunder-struck I here 's 
treachery and conspiracy with a vengeance I You, Antonio's 
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ciQoXns^i, aBd chiel manager of this plot for my daughter's- 
eloping !— you, that I placed here as a scarecrow ? 

Duen. What ? 

Don Jer, A scarecrow — ^to prove a decoy-duck I What 
have you to say for yourself ? 

Duen, Welly sir, sixiee you have forced that letter from 
me, and discovered my real sendimeiiitsv I scorn to» miimnce 
them. — I am Antonio's friend, and it was my iostention 
that your daughter should have served you as all sucb 
old tyrannical sots should be served — I delight in the teiuier 
passions,, and would befriend all under tbeir influence. 

Don Jer. The tender passions I yes,^ they would become 
those impenetrate featiu*es I Why,, them deceitful hag I 
I i^aced thee as a guard to the ridtL blossoms of my 
daughter's beauty. I thought that dri^on's front of 
thine would cry aloof to the sons of gallantry : sted traps^ 
aja^ spring guns seemed writ in every wrinkle of It— But 
you shall quit ipy house this insliaatL The tender passions, 
indeed I go, thou wanton sibyl, thou anaBoromis woman of 
Endor, go 1 

Duen. You base, scilrril€«&s, old— but I won't demean 
myself by naming what jqu adretr— Yes, savage, FH leave 
your den ; but I suppose y^u don't mean to detain nxy 
apparel — I may have my things, I presume ? 

jDon Jer. I took you, mistress, with your wardrobe on — 
what have you pilf<^ed^ eh ? . . 

Duen. Siir» I must take leave, of Bay mistress i ite has 
valuables of mine : besides, my cardinal and veil are in 
her room^ 

Don Jer, Your veil, forsooth I what, do you dread being 
gaaed at ? or are you afraid of your complexion ? Wdl» 
go take your leave* and get your veil and cardinal! so 
you quit the house within these five minutes^ — 'In — ^in — 
quick I — [Exit Ditbnna.} Here was a precious ptot oi 
mischief I — these a^e the comforts daughters bring us I 

AlB 

If a daughter you have, she 's the plague of your life, 
No peace shall you know, though you Ve buried your wife ; 
At twenty she mocks at the duty you taught her— 
0^ what a plague is an obstinate daughter I 

Sighing and whining, 

Dying and pining. 
Oh, what a plague is an obstinate daughter 1 
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When scarce in their teens, they have wit to perplex ns. 
With letters and lovers for ever they vex us ; 
While each still rejects the fair suitor you Ve brought her ; 
Oh, what a plague is an obstinate daughter I 

Wrangling and Jangling, 

Flouting and pouting, 
Oh, what a plague is an obstinate daughter 1 

Re-enter Donna Louisa, dressed as Duenna, with cardinal 
and veily seeming to cry 

This way, mistress, this way. — ^What, I warrant, a tender 
parting ; so I tears of turpentine down those deal cheeks. 
— ^Ay, you may well hide your head — ^yes, whine till your 
heart breaks ; but I '11 not hear one word of excuse — so 
you are right to be diunb. This way, this way. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Duenna 

Duen. So, speed you well, sagacious Don Jerome I Oh, 
rare effects of passion and obstinacy ! Now shall I try 
whether I can't play the fine lady as well as my mistress, 
and if I succeed, I may be a fine lady for the rest of my 
life — I 'U lose no time to equip myself. [Exit 



Scene IV. — The Court before Don Jerome's House 

Enter Don Jerome and Donna Louisa 

Don Jer. Come, mistress, there is your way — ^the world 
lies before you, so troop, thou antiquated Eve, thou original 
sin ! Hold, yonder is some fellow skulking ; perhaps it is 
Antonio — go to him, d 'ye hear, and tell him to make you 
amends, and as he has got you turned away, tell him I say 
it is but just he should take you himself ; go. — [Exit Donna 
Louisa.] So ! I am rid of her, thank heaven I and now 
I shall be able to keep my oath, and confine my daughter 
with better security. [Exit 

Scene V. — The Piazza 

Enter Donna Clara and MkiD 

Maid. But where, madam, is it you intend to go ? 
Don. Clara. Any where to avoid the selflbsh/ violence 
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of my mother-in-law, and Ferdinand's insolent impor- 
tunity. 

Maid. Indeed, ma'am, since we have profited by Don 
Ferdinand's key, in maldng our escape, I think we had 
best find him, if it were only to thank him. 

Don. Clara. No — ^he has offended me exceedingly. 

[Retires 
Enter Donna Louisa 

Don. Louisa. So I have succeeded in being turned out 
of doors — ^but how shall I find Antonio ? I dare not inquire 
for him, for fear of being discovered ; I would send to my 
friend Clara, but that I doubt her prudery would condenm 
me. 

Maid. Then suppose, ma'am, you were to try if your 
friend Donna Louisa would not receive you ? 

Don. Clara. No, her notions of filial duty are so severe, 
she would certainly betray me. 

Don. Louisa. Qara is of a cold temper, and would think 
this step of mine highly forward. 

Don. Clara. Louisa's respect for her father is so great, 
she would not credit the unkindness of mine. 
[Donna Louisa turnSf and sees Donna Clara and Maid 

Don. Louisa. Ha I who are those ? sure one is Qara — 
if it be, I '11 trust her. Qara 1 [Advances 

Don. Clara. Louisa I and in masquerade too 1 

Don. Louisa. You will be more surprised when I tell you 
that I have run away from my father. 

Don. Clara. Surprised indeed ! and I should certainly 
chide you most horridly, only that I have just rim away 
from mine. 

Don. Louisa. My dear Qara I [Embrace 

Don. Clara. Dear sister truant I and whither are you 
going ? 

Don. Louisa. To find the man I love, to be sure : and, 
I presimie, you would have no aversion to meet with my 
brother ? 

Don. Clara. Indeed I should : he has behaved so ill to 
me, I don't believe I shall ever forgive him. 

Am 

When sable night, each drooping plant restoring, 
Wept o'er the flowers her breath did cheer, 

As some sad widow o*er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear; 
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When all did sleep whose weary hearts did borrow 

One hour from love and care to rest, 
Lo I as I press'd my couch in silent sorrow. 
My lover caught me to his breast I 
He vow*d he came to save me 
From those who would enslave me I 
Then kneeling. 
Kisses stealing, 
Endless faith he swore; 
But soon I chid him thence, 
For had his fond pretence 
Obtain'd one favour then, 
And he had press'd again, 
I fear*d my treacherous heart might grant him more. 

Don. Louisa, Well, for all this, I would have sent him 
to plead his pardon, but that I would not yet a while have 
him know of my flight. And where do you hope to find 
protection ? 

Don. Clara. The Lady Abbess of the convent of St. 
Catharine is a relation and kind friend of mine — I shall be 
secure with her, and you had best go thither with me. 

Don. Louisa. No ; I am determined to find Antonio 
first ; and, as I live, here comes the very man I will employ 
to seek him for me. 

Don. Clara. Who is he ? he 's a strange figiu'e 

Don. Louisa. Yes ; that sweet creature is the man whom 
my father has fixed on for my husband. 

Don. Clara. And will you speak to him ? are you mad ? 

Don. Louisa. He is the fittest man in the world for my 
purpose ; for, though I was to have married him to-morrow, 
he is the only man in Seville, who, I am sure, never saw 
me in his life. 

Don. Clara. And how do you know him ? 

Don. Louisa. He arrived but yesterday, and he was 
shown to me from the window, as he visited my father. 

Don. Clara. Well, I'll begone. 

Don. Louisa. Hold, my dear Clara — a thought has struck 
me : wfil you give me leave to borrow your name, as I see 
occasion ? 

Don. Clara. It will but disgrace you ; but use it as you 
please : I dare not stay. — [Going.] — But, Louisa, if you 
should see your brother, be sure you don't inform him that 
I have taken refuge with the Dame Prior of the convent of 
St. Catharine, on the left-hand side of the piazza^ which 
leads to the church of St Anthony. 
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Don. Louisa. Ha I ha I ha I I '11 be very particular in 
my directions where he may not find you. — [Exeunt Donna 
vClara and Maid.] — So I my swain, yonder, has done 
admiring himself, and draws nearer. [Retires 

Enter Isaac and Don Carlos 

Isaac, [Looking in a pocket-glass,] I tell you, friend Carlos, 
I will please myself in the habit of my chin. 

Don Car, But, my dear friend, how can you think to 
please a lady with such a face ? 

Isaac, Why, what 's the matter with the face ? I think 
it is a very engaging face ; and, I am sure, a lady must 
have very little taste who could dislike my beard. — [Sees 
Donna Louisa.) — See now I I '11 die if here is not a little 
damsel struck with it already. 

Don, Louisa, Signor, are you disposed to oblige a lady 
who greatly wants your assistance ? [ Unveils 

Isaac, Egad, a very pretty black-eyed girl I she has 
certainly taken a fancy to me, Carlos. First, ma'am, I 
must beg the favour of your name. 

Don, Louisa, [Aside,] So ! it's well I am provided. — 
[Aloud,] — My name, sir, is Donna Clara d'Almanza. 

Isaac, What? Don Guzman's daughter? I' faith, I 
just now heard she was missing. 

Don, Louisa, But sure, sir, you have too much gallantry 
and honour to betray me, whose fault is love ? 

Isaac, So ! a passion for me ! poor girl I Why, ma'am, 
as for betraying you, I don't see how I could get any thing 
by it ; so, you may rely on my honour ; but as for your 
love, I am sorry your case is so desperate. 

Don, Louisa, Why so, signor? 

Isaac, Because I am positively engaged to another — an't 
I, Carlos? 

Don. Louisa, Nay, but hear me. 

Isaac, No, no ; what should I hear for ? It is impossible 
for me to court you in an honourable way ; and for any 
thing else, if I were to comply now, I suppose you have 
some ungrateful brother, or cousin, who would want to 
cut my throat for my civility — so, truly, you had best go 
home again. 

Don, Louisa, [Aside,] — Odious wretch ! — [Aloud,] — But, 
good signor, it is Antonio d'Ercilla, on whose account I have 
eloped. 
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IscMC. How I vibMi I it is not "with me, then, that you 
are In loyet 

Don. Louisa. No, indeed, it is not. 

Isaac Then you are a forward, impertinent simpleton I 
and I ^aU oertaialy acquaint your father* ^ 

Don. Louisa, is tills yonr gaiiantry ? 

Isaac. Yet hold — Antonio d'Erdlla, did you say ? egad, 
I may make something of this — ^Antonio d'Ercilla ? 

Don. Louisa. Yes ; and, if ever you hope to prosper in 
love, you will bring me to him. 

Isaac. By St. lago and I will too I — Carlos, this Antonio 
is one who rivals me <as I have heard) with Louisa — ^now, if 
I could hamper him with this girl, I should have the field 
to myself ; hey, Carlos ! A lucky thought, isn't it ? 

Don. Car. Yes, very good — ^very good 

Isaac. Ah ! this little brain is never at a loss — cunning 
Isaac I cunning rogue I Donna Clara, will you trust 
yourself awhile to my friend's direction ? 

Don. Louisa. May I rely on you, good signor? 

Don. Car. Lady, it 1^ impossible I should deceive you. 

Am 

Had I A heart tar iSalsahood framed, 

I ne*er could injure you ; 
For though your tongue no promise clalm'd. 

Your charms would make me true. 
To you no soul should bear deceit^ 

No stranger offtor wrong : 
But friends Ib all ^e aged you 11 meet» 

And loTers in the young. 

But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your heart, 
They'U bid aspiring passion rest» 

And act a brother's part: 
Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 

Nor fear to suffer wrong; 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet, 

And brothers in the young. 

Isaac. Conduct the lady to my lodgings, Carlos ; I must 
haste to Don Jerome. Perhaps you know Louisa, ma'am. 
She's divinely handsome, isn't she ? 

Don. Louisa. You must excuse me not joining with you. 

laaac. Why, I have heard it on all hands. 
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[Act II 



Don. Louisa, Hev father is uncommonly partial to her ; 
but I believe you will find she has rather a matronly air. 

Isaac. Carlos, this is all envy. — You pretty girls never 
spe^ well of one another. — [To Don Carlos.) Hark ye, 
finc^out Antonio, and I'll saddle him with this s^ape, I 
warrant. Oh, 'twas the luckiest thought 1 Donna Clara, 
your very obedient. Carlos, to your post. 



Duet 

Isaae. My mistress expects me, and I most go to her, 

Or how can I hope for a smile? 
Don. Louisa. Soon jnay you return a prosperous wooer, 

But think what I suffer the whUe I 
Alone, and away from the man whom I love. 

In strangers I'm forced to confide. 
Iscuic. Dear lady, my friend you must trust, and hell prove 

Your servant, protector, and g^ide. 

Air 

Don Car. Gentle maid, ah I why suspect me ? 

Let me serve thee—then reject me. 
Canst thou trust, and I deceive thee? 
Art thou sad, and shall I grieve thee ? 
Grentle maid, ah I why suspect me ? 
Let me serve thee— then reject me. 



Don. Louisa. 

Isaac. 

Don Car. 

Don. Louisa. 
Isaa>c. 
Don Car, 



Trio 

Never mayst thou happy be. 

If in aught thou'rt false to me. 

Never may he happy be. 

If in aught he's false to thee. 

Never may I happy be, 

If in aught I'm false to thee. 

Never mayst thou, &c 

Never may he, &o. 

Never may I, &o. 



[Exeunt 



ACT TWO 
Scene I. — A Library in Don Jerome's House 

Enter Don Jerome and Isaac 

Don. Jer. Ha I ha I ha ! run away from her father I has 
she given him the slip ? Ha I ha I ha I poor Don Guzman t 
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Isaac. Ay ; and I am to conduct her to Antonio ; by 
which means you see I shall hamper him so that he can 
give me no disturbance with your daughter — ^this is trap, 
isn't it ? a nice stroke of cunning, hey ? 

Don Jer. Excellent ! excellent I yes, yes, carry her to 
him, hamper him by all means, ha ! ha I ha ! poor Don 
Guzman I an old fool I imposed on by a girl I 

Isaac. Nay, they have the cunning of serpents, that's 
the truth on 't. 

Don Jer. Psha I they are cunning only when they have 
fools to deal with. Why don't my girl play me such a 
trick — ^let her cunning over-reach my caution, I say — hey, 
little Isaac I 

Isaac. True, true ; or let me see any of the sex make a 
fool of me ! — No, no, egad I little Solomon (as my aunt 
used to call me) understands tricking a little too well. 

Don Jer. Ay, but such a driveller as Don Guzman I . 

Isaac. And such a dupe as Antonio ! 

Don Jer. True ; never were seen such a couple of credu- 
lous simpletons ! But come, 'tis time you should see my 
daughter — ^you must carry on the siege by yourself, friend 
Isaac. 

Isaac. Sir, you '11 introduce 

Don Jer. No — I have sworn a solemn oath not to see or 
speak to her till she renounces her disobedience ; win her 
to that, and she gains a father and a husband at once. 

Isaac. Gad, I shall never be able to deal with her alone ; 
nothing keeps me in such awe as perfect beauty — ^now there 
is something consoling and encouraging in ugliness. 

Song 

Give Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast, 
But health and good humour to make her his toast; 
If straight, I don't mind whether slender or fat, 
And six feet or four — we'll ne*er quarrel for that. 

Whatever her complexion, I vow I don't care ; 
If brown, it is lasting— more pleasing, if fair : 
And though in her face I no dimples should see, 
Let her smile— and each dell is a dimple to me. 

Let her locks be the reddest that ever were seen, 
And her eyes may be e'en any colour but green ; 
For in eyes, though so various the lustre and hue, 
I swear IVe no choice— only let her have twa 
78— B* 
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*Ti8 true I 'd /iispense with a throne on her l^aok, 
And white teeth, X own, are genteeler than black ; 
A little round chin too's a beauty, IVe heard; 
But I only desire she mayn't have a beard. 

Don Jer. You will change your note, my friend, "when 
you've seen Louisa. 

Isaac. Oh, Don Je?rome, the honour of your alliance 

Don Jer. Ay, but her beauty will affect you — she is, 
though I say it, who am her father, a very prodigy. There 
you will see features with an eye like mine — ^yes, i' faith, 
there is a kind of wicked sparkling — something of a roguish 
brightness, that shows her to be my own. 

Isaac. Pretty rogue I 

Don Jer, Then, when she smiles, you '11 see a little 
dimple in one cheek only ; a beauty it is certainly, yet you 
shall not say which is prettiest, the cheek with the dimple, 
or the cheek without. 

Isaac. Pretty rogue I 

Don Jer. Then the roses on those cheeks are shaded 
with a sort of velvet down, that gives a delicacy to the 
glow of health. 
^ Isaac. Pretty rogue I 

Don Jer. Her skin pure dimity, yet more fair, being 
spangled here and there with a golden freckle. 

Isaac. Charming pretty rogue I pray how is the tone of 
her voice ? 

Don Jer. Remarkably pleasing — ^but if you could prevail 
on her to sing, you would be enchanted — she is a nightingale 
— a Virginia nightingale I But come, come ; her maid 
shall conduct you to her antechamber. 

Isaac. Well, egad, I '11 pluck up resolution, and meet her 
frowns intrepidly. 

Don Jer. Ay I woo her briskly — ^win her, and give me a 
proof of your address, my little Solomon. 

Isaac. But hold — I expect my friend Carlos to call on 
me here. If he comes, will you send him to me ? 

Don Jer. I will. Lauretta! — [Calls.] — Come — she'll 
show you to the room. What I do you droop ? here 's a 
mournful face to make love with I [Exeunt 
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Scene IL — Donna Louisa's Dressing Room 

Enter Isaac and Maid 

Maid, Sir, my mistress will wait on you presently. 

[Goes to the door 

Isaac. When she 's at leisure — don't hurry her. — [Exit 
Maid.] — I wish I had ever practised a love-scene — I doubt 
I shall make a poor figure — I couldn't be more afraid if 
I was going before the Inquisition. So, the door opens- 
yes, she's coming — ^the very rustling of her silk has a dis- 
dainful sound. 

Enter Duenna, dressed as Donna Louisa 

Now dar'n't I look round for the soul of me — her beauty 
will certainly strike me dumb if I do. I wish she 'd speak 
first. 

Duen. Sir, I attend your pleasure. 

Isaac. [Aside.] So ! the ice is broke, and a pretty civil 
beginning too I — [Aloud.] Hem I madam — ^miss — I 'm all 
attention. 

Duen. Nay, sir, 'tis I who should listen, and you propose^ 

Isaac. [Aside.] Egad, this isn't so disdainful neither — I 
believe I may venture to look. No — I dar'n't — one glance 
of those roguish sparklers would fix me again. 

Duen. You seem thoughtful, sir. Let me persuade you 
to sit down. 

Isaac. [Aside.] So, so ; she mollifies apace — she 's 
struck with my figure I this attitude has had its effect*. 

Duen. Come, sir, here 's a chair. 

Isaac. Madam, the greatness of your goodness over- 
powers me — ^that a lady so lovely should deign to turn 
her beauteous eyes on me so. 

(She takes his hand, he turns and sees her 

Duen. You seem surprised at my condescension. 

Isaac. Why, yes, madam, I am a little smprised at it. — 
[Aside.] Zounds I this can never be Louisa — she's as old: 
as my mother ! 

Duen. But former prepossessions give way to my father's 
conmiands. 

Isaac. [Aside.] Her father ! Yes, 'tis she then. — ^Lord, 
Lord ; how blind some parents are ! 

Duen. Signor Isaac ! 

Isaac. [Aside.] Truly, the little damsel was right — she 
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has rather a matronly air, indeed I ah 1 'tis well my affec- 
tions are fixed on her fortune, and not her person. 

Duen. Signor, won't you sit ? [She sits 

Isaac. Pardon me, madam, I have scarce recovered my 
astonishment at — ^your condescension, madam. — [Aside.] 
She has the devil's own dimples, to be siu'e 1 

Duen. I do not wonder, sir, that you are surprised at my 
affability — I own, signer, that I was vastly prepossessed 
against you, and, being teased by my father, I did give 
some encouragement to Antonio ; but then, sir, you were 
described to me as quite a different person. 

Isaac, Ay, and^o you were to me, upon my soul, madam. 

Duen. But when I saw you I was never more struck in 
my life. 

Isaac. That was just my case too, madam ; I was struck 
all on a heap, for my part. 

Duen. Well, sir, I see our misapprehension has been 
mutual — ^you expected to find me haughty and averse, 
and I was taught to believe you a little black, snub-nosed 
fellow, without person, manners, or address. 

Isaac. Egad, I wish she had answered her picture as 
well ! [Aside 

Duen. But, sir, your air is noble — something so liberal 
in your carriage, with so penetrating an eye and so be- 
witching a smile ! 

Isaac. Egad, now I look at her again, I don't think she 
is so ugly ! [Aside 

Duen. So little like a Jew, and so much like a gentleman ! 

Isaac. Well, certainly, there is something pleasing in the 
tone of her voice. [Aside 

Duen. You will pardon this breach of decorum in praising 
you thus, but my joy at being so agreeably deceived has 
given me such a flow of spirits ! 

Isaac. Oh, dear lady, may I thank those dear lips for 
this goodness ? — [Kisses her.] Why she has a pretty sort 
of velvet down, that 's the truth on 't. [Aside 

Duen. O sir, you have the most insinuating manner, but 
indeed you should get rid of that odious beard— one might 
as well kiss a hedgehog. 

Isaac. [Aside.] Yes, ma'am, the razor wouldn't be amiss 
— for either of us. — [Aloud.] Could you favour me with a 
song? 

Duen. Willingly, sir, though I am rather hoarse — ahem ! 

[Begins to sing 
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Isaac. [Aside.] Very like a Virginia nightingale I — 
[Aloud.] Ma'am, I perceive you 're hoarse — I beg you will 
not distress 

Duen, Oh, not in the least distressed. Now, sir. 

Song 

When a tender maid 

Is first assay'd 
By some admlrhig swain, 

How her blushes rise 

If she meet his eyes, 
While he unfolds his pain I 
If he takes her hand, she trembles quite I 
Touch her lips, and she swoons outright I 

WhUe a-pit-a-pat, &c., 

Her heart avows her fright. 

But in time appear 

Fewer signs of fear I 
The youth she boldly views : 

If her hand he grasp, 

Or her bosom clasp. 
No mantling blush ensues I 
Then to church well pleased the lovers move. 
While her smiles her contentment prove; 

And a-pit-a-pat, &c.. 

Her heart avows her love. 

Isaac. Charming, ma'am I enchanting ! and, truly, your 
notes put me in mind of one that 's very dear to me — a 
lady, indeed, whom you greatly resemble I 

Duen. How I is there, then, another so dear to you ? 

Isaac. Oh no, ma'am, you mistake ; it was my mother 
I meant. 

Duen. Come, sir, I see you are amazed and confoufided 
at my condescension, and know not what to say. 

Isaac. It is very true, indeed, ma'am ; but it is a judg- 
ment, I look on it as a judgment on me, for delaying to 
urge the time when you'll permit me to complete my 
happiness, by acquainting Don Jerome with your con- 
descension. 

Duen. Sir, I must frankly own to you, that I can never 
be yours with my father's consent. 

Isaac. Good lack ! how so ? 

Duen. When my father, in his passion, swore he would 
never see me again till I acquiesced in his will, I also made 
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a vo'w, that I would never take a husband from his hand ; 
nothing shall make me break that oath : but, if you have 
spirit and contrivance enough to carry me off without his 
knowledge, I 'm yours. 

Isaac. Hum I 

Duen. Nay, sir, if you hesitate 

Isaac. [Aside.] Y faith, no bad whim, this I — If I take 
her at her word, I shall secure her fortune, arid avoid 
making any settlement in return ; thus I shall not only 
cheat the lover, but the father too. Oh, cunning rogue, 
Isaac I ay, ay, let this little brain alone I Egad, I '11 take 
her in the mind I 

Duen. Well, sir, what 's your determination ? 

Isaac. Madam, I was dumb only from rapture — I 
applaud your spirit, and joyfully close with your proposal ; 
for which thus let me, on this lily hand, express my grati- 
tude. 

Duen. Well, sir, you must get my father's consent to 
walk with me in the garden. But by no means inform 
him of my kindness to you. 

Isaac. No, to be sure, that would spoil all ; but trust 
me, when tricking is the word — ^let me alone for a piece of 
cunning ; this very day you shall be out of his power. 

Duen. Well, I leave the management of it all to you ; 
I perceive plainly, sir, that you are not one that can be 
easily outwitted. 

Isaac. Egad, you 're right, madam — ^you 're right, i' faith. 

Re-enter Maid 

Maid. Here 's a gentleman at the door, who begs per- 
mission to speak with Signor Isaac. 

Isaac. A friend of mine, ma'am, and a trusty friend — ^let 
him come in — [Exit Maid.] He is one to be depended on, 
ma'am. 

Enter Don Carlos 

So, coz. [Talks apart with Don Carlos 

Don Car. I have left Donna Clara at your lodgings, but 
can nowhere find Antonio. 

Isaac. Well, I will search him out myself. Carlos, you 
rogue, I thrive, I prosper] 

Don Car. Where is your mistress ? 

Isaac. There, you booby, there she stands. 
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, Don Car. Why, she 's damned ugly I 

Isaac. Hush I [Stops his mouth 

Duen. What is your friend saying, signer ? 

Isaac^ Oh, ma'am, he is expressing his raptures at such 
charms as he never saw before. Eh, Carlos ? 

Dan Car. Ay, such as I never saw before. Indeed ! 

Duen. You are a very obliging gentleman. Well, Signer 
Isaac, I believe we had better part for the present. Re- 
member ou)* plan. 

/saac. Oh, ma'am, it is written in my heart, fixed as 
the image of those divine beauties. Adieu, idol of my 
soul ! — ^yet once more permit me [Kisses her 

Duen. Sweet, courteous sir, adieu ! 

Isaac. Your slave eternally ! Come, Carlos, say some- 
thing civil at taking leave. 

Don Car, I* faith, Isaac, she is the hardest woman to 
compliment I ever saw ; however, I '11 try something I had 
studied for the occasion. 

« SoNa 

Ah 1 snt^ a pair was u^rer seen 

So justly form'd to meet by nature 1 
The youth excelling so In mien. 
The maid in ev*ry grace of feature^ 
Oh, how happy are such lovers, \ 

When kindred beauties each discoTers I 
For surely she 
Was made for thee, 
And thou to bless this lovely creature I 

So mild your looks, your children thence 

WiU early learn the task of duty— 
The boys with all their father's sense, 
The girls with all their mother's beauty f 
Oh, how happy to inherit 
At once such graoes and such spirit 1 
Thus while you live 
May fortune give 
Sach blessing equal to your merit 1 [Eaoeunt 



Scene III. — A Librdi^y in DonT JerOme*s House 
Don Jerome and Don Ferdinand discovered 

Don Jer. Object to Antonio I I have said it. His 
poverty, can you acquit him of that ? 
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Don Ferd. Sir, I own he is not over rich ; but he is of 
as ancient and honourable a family as any in the kingdom. 

Don Jer, Yes, I know the beggars are a very ancient 
family in most kingdoms ; but never in great repute, boy. 

Don Ferd. Antonio, sir, has many amiable qualities. 

Don Jer. But he is poor ; can you clear him of that, I 
say ? Is he not a gay, dissipated rake, who has squandered 
his patrimony ? 

Don Ferd. Sir, he inherited but little ; and that, his 
generosity, more than his profuseness, has stripped him 
of ; but he has never sullied his honour, which, with his 
title, has outlived his means. 

Don Jer, Psha I you talk like a blockhead I nobility 
without an estate is as ridiculous as gold lace on a frieze 
coat. 

Don Ferd. This language, sir, would better become a 
Dutch or English trader than a Spaniard. 

Don Jer. Yes ; and those Dutch and English traders, 
as you call them, are the wiser people. Why, booby, in 
England they were forn^erly as nice, as to birth and fteiily, 
as we are ; but they have long discovered what a wonderful 
purifier gold is ; and now, no one there regards pedigree 
in anything but a horse. Oh, here comes Isaac I I hope 
he has prospered in his suit. 

Don Ferd. Doubtless, that agreeable figiu'e of his must 
have helped his suit smprisingly. 

Don Jer. How now? [Don Ferdinand walks aside 

Enter Isaac 

Well, my friend, have you softened her ? 

Isaac. Oh, yes; I have softened her. 

Don Jer. What, does she come to ? 

Isaac. Why, truly, she was kinder than I expected to 
find her. 

Don Jer. And the dear little angel was civil, eh ? 

Isaac. Yes, the pretty little angel was very civil. 

Don Jer. I'm transported to hear it. Well, and you 
were astonished at her beauty, hey ? • 

Isaac. I was astonished, indeed I Pray, how old is 
miss? 

Don Jer. How old I let me see — eight and twelve — ^she 
is twenty, 

Isaac. Twenty? 
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Don Jer. Ay, to a month. 

Isaac. Then, upon my soul, sne is the oldest-looking girl 
of her age in Christendom t 

Don Jer. Do you think so 1 But, I believe, you will 
not see a prettier girl. 

Isaac, Here and there one. 

Don Jer. Louisa has the family face. 

Isaac. Yes, egad, I should have taken it for a family face, 
and one that has been in the family some time too. 

[Aside 

Don Jer. She has her father's eyes. 

Isaac. Truly, I should have guessed them to have been 
so I If she had her mother's spectacles, I believe she 
would not see the worse. [Aside 

Don Jer. Her aunt Ursula's nose, and her grandmother's 
forehead, to a hair. 

Isaac. Ay, faith, and her grandfather's chin, to a hair. 

[Aside 

Don Jer. Well, if she was but as dutiful as she 's hand- 
some — and hark ye, friend Isaac, she is none of your made- 
up beauties — ^her charms are of the lasting kind. 

Isaac. I' faith, so they should — ^for if she be but twenty 
now, she may double her age before her years will overtake 
her face. 

Don Jer. Why, zounds, Master Isaac! you are not 
sneering, are you ? 

Isaac. Why now, seriously, Don Jerome, do you think 
your daughter handsome ? 

Don Jer. By this light, she 's as handsome a girl as any 
in Seville. 

Isaac. Then, by these eyes, I think her as plain a woman 
as ever I beheld. 

Don Jer. By St. lago t you must be blind. 

Isaac. No, no ; 'tis you are partial. 

Don Jer. How I have I neither sense nor taste ? If a 
fair skin, fine eyes, teeth of ivory, with a lovely bloom, and 
a delicate shape — if these, with a heavenly voice, and a 
world of grace, are not charms, I know not what you call* 
beautiful. 

Isaac. Good lack, with what eyes a father sees ! As I 
have life, she is the very reverse of all this : as for the 
dimity skin you told me of, I swear 'tis a thorough nankeen 
as ever I saw! for her eyes, their utmost merit is not 
squinting — ^for her teeth, where there is one of ivory, it 
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neighbour is pure ebony, black and white alternately, Just 
Uke the keys of a harpsichord. Then, as to her sin^ng, 
and heavenly voice — ^by this hand^ she has a shrill, cracked 
pipe, that sounds, for all the world, like a child's 
trumpet. 

Don Jer, Why, you little Hebrew scoundrel, do you 
mean to insult me ? Out of my house, I say 1 

Don Ferd, [Coming forward.] Dear sir, what's the 
matter ? 

Don Jer. Why, this Israelite here has the impudence to 
say your sister's ugly. 

Don Fird. He must be either blind or insolent. 

Isaac, So, I &id they are all in a story. Egad, I believe 
I have gone too far I [Aside 

Don Ferd. Sure, sir, there must be some mistake; it 
can't be my sister whom he has seen. 

Don Jer. 'Sdeath ! you ai'e as great a fool as he I What 
mistake can there be ? Did not I lock up Louisa, and 
haven't I the key in my otm pocket ? and didn't her maid 
show him into the dressing-room ? and yet you talk of a 
mistake ! No, the Portuguese meant to insult me — and, 
but that this roof protects him, old as I am, this sword 
should do me justice. 

Isaac. 1 must get off as well as I can — her fortune is not 
the less handsome. [Aside 

Duet 

Isaac. Believe me, good sir, I ne'er meant to offend ; 
My mistress I love, and I value my friend^ 
To win her and wed her is still my request. 
For better for wprse—and I swear I don*t jest. 

Don Jer, Zounds I you 'd best not provoke me, my rage is so high 1 

Isaac. Hold him fast, I beseech you, his rage Is so high 1 
Good sir, you're too hot, and this place I must fly. 

Don Jer. You 're a knave and a sot, and this place you *d best fly. 

Isaac. Don Jerome, come now> let us lay aside all joking, 
and be serious. 

Don Jer. How? 

Isaac. Ha I ha ! ha I I '11 be hanged if you haven't 
taken my abuse of your, daughter seriously. 

Don Jer. You meant it so, did not you ? 

Isaac. O mercy, no ! a joke — ^just to try how angry it 
would make you. 

Don Jer. Was that all, i' faith ? I didn't know you had 
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been such a wag. Ha I ha 1 ha I By St. lago I you made 
me very angry, though. Well, and you do think Louisa 
handsome ? 

Isaac, Handsome I Venus de Medicis was a sibyl to 
her. 

Don Jer, Give me your hand, you little jocose rogue I 
Egad, I thought we had been all off. 

Don Ferd, So I I was in hopes this would have been a 
quarrel ; but I find the Jew is too cunning. [Aside 

Don Jer, Ay, this gust of passion has made me dry — 
I am seldom ruffled. Order some wine in the next 
room — let us drink the poor girl's health. JPoor Lousia ! 
ugly, eh I ha I ha I ha I 'twas a very good joke, in- 
deed I 

Isaac, And a very true one, for all that. [Aside 

Don Jer, And, Ferdinand, I insist upon your drinking 
success to my friend. 

Don Ferd, Sir, I will drink success to my friend with all 
my heart. 

Don Jer, Come, little Solomon, if any sparks of anger 
had remained, this would be the only way to quench them. 

Trio 

A bumper of good liquor 

Will end a contest quicker 

Than justice, judge, or vicar ; 

So fill a cheerful glass, 
And let good humour pass. 

But If more deep the quarrel, 

Why, sooner drain the barrel 

Than be the hateful fellow 

That's crabbed when he's meUow. 

A bumper, &c. [Eocev/nt, 



Scene IV. — Isaac's Lodgings 

Enter Donna Louisa 

Don, Louisa. Was ever truant daughter so whimsically 
circumstanced as I am ? I have sent my intended husband 
to look after my lover^-the man of my father's choice is 
gone to bring me the man of my own : but how dispMting 
is this interval of expectation 1 
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SONO 

What bard, O Time, disooyer, 

With wings first made thee move ! 
Ah I sure it was some lover 

Who ne'er had left his love 1 

For who that onoe did prove 
The pangs which absence brings, 

Though but one day 

He were away, 
Gould picture thee with wings? 
What bard, &c. 

Enter Don Carlos 

So, friend, is Antonio found ? 

Don Car. I could not meet with him, lady ; but I doubt 
not my friend Isaac will be here with him presently. 

Don. Louisa. Oh» shame ! you have used no diligence. 
Is this your courtesy to a lady who has trusted herself to 
your protection? 

Don Car. Indeed, madam, I have not been remiss. 

Don. Louisa. Well, well ; but if either of you had known 
how each moment of delay weighs upon the heart of her 
who loves, and waits the object of her love, oh, ye would 
not then have trifled thus 1 

Don Car. Alas, I know it well I 

Don. Louisa. Were you ever in love, then ? 

Don Car. I was, lady ; but, wlule I have life, will never 
be again. 

Don. Louisa. Was your mistress so cruel ? 

Don Car. If she had always been so, I should have been 
happier. 

SONO 

Oh, had my love ne*er smiled on me, 

I ne'er had known such anguish ; 
But think how false, how cruel she. 

To bid me cease to languish ; 
To bid me hope her hand to gain, 

Breathe on a flame half perish'd ; 
And then, with cold and fiz'd disdain, 

To kiU the hope she cherish'd. 

Not worse his fate, who on a wreck, 

That drove as winds did blow it, 
SUent had left the shattered deck. 

To flnd a grave below it. 
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Then land wad oried-~no more resign'd, 

He gloVd with joj to hear it ; 
Not worse his fate, his woe, to find 

The wreck must sink ere near it I 

Don. Louisa. As I live, here is your friend coming with 
Antonio 1 I '11 retire for a moment to surprise him. [Exit 

Enter Isaac and Don Antonio 

Don Ant. Indeed, my good friend, you must be mistaken. 
Qara d'Almanza in love with me, and employ you to bring 
me to meet her I It is impossible I 

Isaac. That you shall see in an instant. Carlos, where is 
the lady ? — [Don Carlos points to the door.] In the next 
room, is she ? 

Don Ant. Nay, if that lady is really here, she certainly 
wants me to conduct her to a dear friend of mine, who has 
long been her lover. 

Isaac. Psha ! I tell you 'tis no such thing — ^you are the 
man she wants, and nobody but you. Here 's ado to 
persuade you to take a pretty girl that 's dying for you 1 

Don Ant. But I have no affection for this lady. 

Isaac. And you have for Lousia, hey? But take my 
word for it, Antonio, you have no chance there — so you 
may as well secure the good that offers itself to you. 

Don Ant. And could you reconcile it to your conscience 
to supplant your friend ? 

Isaac. Pish ! Conscience has no more to do with gallantry 
than it has with politics. Why, you are no honest fellow 
if love can't make a rogue of you — ^so come, do go in and 
speak to her, at least. 

Don Ant. Well, I have no objection to that. 

Isaac. [Opens the door.] There — ^there she is — ^yonder by 
the window — get in, do. — [Pushes him in, and half shuts the 
door.] Now, Carlos, now I shall hamper him, I warrant I 
Stay, I '11 peep how they go on. Egad, he looks con- 
foundedly posed I Now she 's coaxing him. See, Carlos, 
he begins to come to — ay, ay, he '11 soon forget his con- 
science. 

Don Car. Look — ^now they are both laughing I 

Isaac. Ay, so they are — ^yes, yes, they are laughing at 
that dear friend he talked of — ay, poor devil, they have 
outwitted him. 

Don Car. Now he 's kissing her hand. 
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Isaa^. Yes, yes, *falth, they 're agreed — ^he 's caught, he 's 
entangled. My hear Carlos, we have brought it about. 
Oh, this little cunning head I I 'm a Machiavel — a very 
Machiavel I 

Don Car. I heat somebody inquiring for you — I'll see 
who it is. [Exit 

Re-enter Don Antonio and Donna Louisa 

Don Ant Well, my good friend, this lady has so entirely 
convinced me of the certainty of your success at Don 
Jerome's, that I now resign my pretensions there. 

Isaac, You never did a wiser thing, believr me;^ and^ 
as for deceiving your friend, that 's nothing at all — ^trkking 
is all fair in love, isn 't it, ma'am ? 

Don, Louisa. Certainly, sir ; and I am particularly glad 
to find you are of that opinion. 

Isaac. O Lud I yes, ma'am — ^let any one outwit me that 
can, I say t But here, let me )ohi your hands. There, 
you lucky rogue 1 I wish you happily married, from the 
bottom of my soul 1 

Don. Louisa. And I am sure, if you wish it, no one else 
should prevent it. 

Isaac. Now, Antonio, we are rivals no more ; so let hs 
be friends, will you ? 

Don Ant. With all my heart, Isaac. 

Isaac. It is not every man, let me tell you, that would 
have taken such pains, or been so generous to a rival. 

Don Ant. No, 'faith, I don't believe there 's another 
beside yourself in all Spain. 

Isaac. Well, but you resign all pretensions to the other 
lady ? 

Don Ant. That I do, most sincerely. 

Isaac. I doubt you have a little hankering there still. 

Don Ant. None in the least, upon my soul. 

Isa^e. I mean after her fortune. 

Don Ant. No, believe me. You are heartily welcome to 
everything she has. 

Isaac. Well, i' faith, you have the best of the bargain,, 
as to beauty, twenty to one. Now I 'U tell you a secret — 
I am to carry of! Louisa this very evening. 

Don. Louisa. Indeed I 

Isaac. Yes, she has sworn not to take a husband from 
her father's hand — ^so I 've persuaded him to trust her ta 
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walk with me in the garden, and then we shall give him the 
slip. 

Don. Louisa. And is Don Jerome to know nothing of 
this? 

Isaac. O Lud, no I there lies the jest. Don't you see 
that, by this step, I over-reach him ? I shall be entitled 
to the girl's fortune, without settling a ducat on her. Ha I 
ha ! ha 1 I 'm a cunning dog, an 't I ? a sly little villain, 
eh? 

Don Ant. Ha 1 ha I ha I yon are indeed 1 

Isaac. Roguish, you'll say, but keen, hey? devilish 
keen ? 

Don Ant. So you are indeed — ^keen — ^very keen. 

Isaac. And what a laugh we shall have at Don Jerome's 
when the truth comes out I hey ? 

Don. Louisa. Yes, I'll answer for it, we shall have a 
good laugh when the truth comes out. Ha 1 ha I ha t 

Re-enter Don Carlos 

Don Car. Here are the dancers come to practise the 
fandango you intended to have honoured Donna Louisa 
with. 

Isaac. Oh, I shan't want them ; but, as I must pay them, 
I '11 see a caper for my money. Will you excuse me ? 

Don. Louisa. "Willingly. 

Isaac. Here 's my friend, whom you may command for 
any service. Madam, your most obedient — ^Antonio, I 
wish you all happiness. — [Aside.] Oh, the easy blockhead I 
what a tool I have made of him 1 — ^This was a masterpiece I 

[Exit 

Don. Louisa. Carlos, will you be my guard again, and 
convey me to the convent of St. Catharine ? 

Don Ant. Why, Louisa — ^why should you go there ? 

Don. Louisa. I have my reasons, and you must not be 
seen to go with me ; I shaU write from thence to my father ; 
perhaps, when he finds what he has driven me to, he may 
relent. 

Don Ant. I have no hope from him. O Louisa I in 
these arms should be your sanctuary. 

Don. Louisa. Be patient but for ja little while — my 
father cannot force me from thence. 'But let me see you 
there before evening, and I will explain myself. 

Don Ant. I shall obey. 
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Don. Louisa. Come, friend. Antonio, Carlos has been a 
lover himself. 

Don Ant. Then he knows the value of his trust, 
Don Car. You shall not find me unfaithful. 

Trio 

Soft pity never leaves the gentle breast 
Where love has been received a welcome guest ; 
As wandering saints poor huts have sacred made, 
He hallows every heart he once has swa/d, 
And, when his presence we no longer share. 
Still leaves compassion as a relic there. 

[Eoceunt 



ACT THREE 
Scene I. — A Library in Don Jerome's House. 

Enter Don Jerome and Servant 

Don Jer. Why, I never was so amazed in my life I 
Louisa gone off with Isaac Mendoza I What I steal away 
with the very man whom I wanted her to marry— elope 
with her own husband, as it were — ^it is impossible I 

Ser. Her maid says, sir, they had your leave to walk in 
the garden while you were abroad. The door by the 
shrubbery was found open, and they have not been heard 
of since. [Exit 

Don Jer. Well, it is the most unaccountable affair I 
'sdeath I there is certainly some infernal mystery in it I 
<;an't comprehend I 

Enter Second Servant, with a letter 

Ser. Here is a letter, sir, from Signor Isaac. [Exit 

Don Jer. So, so, this will explain — ay, Isaac Mendoza — 

let me see [Reads 

Dearest Sir, 
You must, doubtless, be much surprised at mg flight with 
your daughter! — ^yes^ 'faith, and well I may — I had the 
happiness to gain her heart at our first interview. The devil 
you had I — But, she having unfortunately made a vow not to 
receive a husband from your hands, I was obliged to comply 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene I THE DUENNA 153 

with herlvhim !— So, sol — We shall shortly throw ourselves 
at your feet, and I hope you will have a blessing ready for 
one, who will then be your son-in-law, Isaac Mendoza. 

A whim, hey? Why, the devil's in the gu-1, I think I 
This morning she would die sooner than have him, and 
before evening she runs away with him I Well, well, my 
will 's accomplished — ^let the motive be what it will — and 
the Portuguese, sure, will never deny to fulfil the rest of 
the article. 

Re-enter Servant, with another letter 

Ser» Sir, here 's a man below, who says he brought this 
from my young lady. Donna Louisa. [Exit 

Don Jer. How I yes, it 's my daughter's hand, indeed I 
Lord, there was no occasion for them both to write ; weU, 
let 's see what she says [Reads 

My dearest Father, 

How shall 1 entreat your pardon for the rash step I have 
taken — how confess the motive ? — Pish I hasn't Isaac just 
told me the motive ? — one would think they weren't 
together when they wrote. — // / have a spirit too resentful 
of ill usage, I have also a heart as easily affected by kindness, — 
So, so, here the whole matter comes out ; her resentment 
for Antonio's ill usage has made her sensible of Isaac's 
kindness — ^yes, yes, it is all plain enough. Well. — / am not 
n^arried yet, though with a man, I am convinced, who adores 
me. — Yes, yes, I dare say Isaac is very fond of fier. — But 
I shall anxiously expect your answer, in which, should I be 
so fortunate as to receive your consent, you will make com- 
pletely happy your ever affectionate daughter, Louisa. 

My consent ! to be sure she shall have it ! Egad, I was 
never better pleased — I have fulfilled my resolution — I 
knew I should. Oh, there 's nothing like obstinacy I 
Lewis I [Calls 

Re-enter Servant. 

Let the man who brought the last letter, wait ; and get 
me a pen and ink below. — [Exit Servant.] I am im- 
patient to set poor Louisa's heart at rest. Holloa ! Lewis I 
Sancho I [Calls 
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Enter Servants 

See that there be a noble supper provided in the saloon to- 
night ; serve up my best wines, and let me have music, d' ye 
hear? 

Ser. Yes, sir. 

Don Jer, And order aU my doors to be thrown open ; 
admit all guests, with masks or without masks. — [Esseunt 
Servants.] I' faith, we 'U have a night of it I and I 'U 
let them see how merry an old man can be. 

SONO 

Oh, the days when I was young, 

When I laugh*d in fortune's spite; 
Talk*d of lore the whole day long, 

And with nectar crown'd the night; 
Then it was, old father Oare, 

Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 

And the rest a bumper drown. 

Truth, they say, lies in a well. 

Why, I vow, I ne'er could see; 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 

There it always lay for me. 
For when sparklhig wine went round. 

Never saw I falsehood's mask ; 
But stiU honest truth I found 

In the bottom of each flask. 

True, at length my vigour's flown, 

I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own. 

And the few I have are grey, 
Yet, old Jerome, thou mayst boast, 

While thy spirits do not tire ; 
Still beneath thy age's frost 

Glows a spark of youthful Are. [EooU 



Scene II. — The New Piazza 

Enter Don Ferdinand and Lopez 

Don Ferd. What, could you gather no tidings of her ? 
nor guess where she was gone ? O Qara I Qara I 

Lop. In truth, sir, I could not. That she was run away 
from her father was in everybody's mouth ; and that Don 
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Guzman was in pursuit ol her was also a very common 
report. Where she was gone, or what was become of her, 
no one could take upon them to say. 

Don Ferd. 'Sdeath and fury, you blockhead ! she can't 
be out of Seville. 

Lop. So I said to myself, sir. 'Sdeath and fury, you 
blockhead, says I, she can't be out of Seville. Then 
some said she had hanged herself for love ; and others have 
it Don Antonio had carried her off. 

Don Ferd. 'Tis false, scoundrel I no one said that. 

Lop. Then I misunderstood them, sir. 

Don Ferd. Go, fool, get home 1 and never let me see 
you again till you bring me news of her. — [Exit Lopez.] 
Oh, how my fondness for this ungrateful giii has hurt my 
disposition. 

Enter Isaac 

Isaac So, I have her safe, and have only to find a priest 
to marry us. Antonio now may marry Clara, or not, if 
he pleases. 

Don Ferd. What I what was that you said of Qara ? 

Isaac. Oh, Ferdinand t my brother-in-law that shall be, 
who thought of meeting you ? 

Don Ferd. But what of Qara ? 

Isaad. V faith, you shall hear. This morning, as I was 
coming down, I met a pretty damsel, who told me her 
name was Qara d'Almanza, and begged my protection. 

Don Ferd. How ? 

Isaac. She said she had eloped from her father, Don 
Guzman, but that love for a young gentleman in Seville 
was the cause. 

Don Ferd. Oh, Heavens ! did she confess it ? 

Isaac. Oh, yes, she confessed at once. But then, says 
she, my lover is not informed of my flight, nor suspects 
my intention. 

Don Ferd. [Aside.] Dear creature I no more I did 
indeed ! Oh, I am the happiest fellow I — [Aloud.] Well, 
Isaac? 

Isaac. Why then she entreated me to find him out for 
her, and bring him to her. 

Don Ferd. Good Heavens, how lucky I Well, come 
along, let 's lose no time. [Pulling him 

Isaac. Zooks I where are we to go ? 

Don Ferd, Why, did anything more pass ? 
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Isaac. Anything more ! yes ; the end on 't was, that I was 
moved with her speeches, and complied with her desires. 

Don Ferd. "Well, and where is she ? 

Isaac. Where is she ? why, don't I tell you ? I complied 
with her request, and left her safe in the arms of her lover. 

Don Ferd. 'Sdeath, you trifle with me I — I have never 
seen her. 

Isaac. You ! O Lud, no ! how the devil should you ? 
*Twas Antonio she wanted ; and with Antonio I left her. 

Don Ferd. [Aside.] Hell iand madness ! — [Aloud.] What, 
Antonio d'ErciUa? 

Isaac. Ay, ay, the very man ; and the best part of it 
was, he was shy of takinjg her at first. He talked a good 
deal about honour, and conscience, and deceiving some dear 
friend ; but. Lord, we soon overruled that 1 

Don Ferd. You did I 

Isaac. Oh, yes, presently. — Such deceit ! says he. — ^Pish I 
says the lady, tricking is aU fair in love. But then, my 
friend, says he. — Psha I damn your friend, says I. So, 
poor wretch, he has no chance. — ^No, no ; he may hang 
himself as soon as he pleases. 

Don Ferd. I must go, or I shall betray myself. [Aside 

Isaac. But stay, Ferdinand, you ha'n't heard the best 
of the joke. 

Don Ferd. Curse on your joke ! 

Isaac. Good lack I what 's the matter now ? I tnought 
to have diverted you. 

Don Ferd. Be racked ! tortm*ed ! damned I 

Isaac. Why, sure you are not the poor devil of a lover, 
are you ? — I' faith, as sure as can be, he is I This is a 
better joke than V other. Ha I ha I ha ! 

Don Ferd. What I do you laugh ? you vile, mischievous 
vaiiet 1 — [Collars him.] But that you 're beneath my anger, 
I'd tear your heart out I [Throws him from him 

Isaac. O mercy \ here 's usage for a brother-in-law I 

Don Ferd. But, hark ye, rascal I tell me directly where 
these false friends are gone, or, by my soul [Draws 

Isaac. For Heaven's sake, now, my dear brother-in-law, 
don't be in a rage I I '11 recollect as well as I can. 

Don Ferd. Be quick, then I 

Isaac. I will, I will I — ^but people's memories differ ; some 
have a treacherous memory: now mine is a cowardly 
memory — ^it takes to its heels at sight of a drawn sword ; 
it does i' faith ; and I could as soon fight as recollect. 
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Don Ferd. Zounds I tell me the truth, and I won't 
hurt you. 

Isaac. No, no, I know you won't, my dear brother-in- 
law; but that ill-looking thing there 

Don Ferd. What, then, you won't tell me ? 

Isaac. Yes, yes, I will ; I '11 tell you all, upon my soul 1 
— ^but why need you listen sword in hand ? 

Don Ferd. Why there. — [Puts up.] Now. 

Isaac. Why, then, I believe they are gone to — ^that is, 
my friend Carlos told me, he had left Donna Clara — dear 
Ferdinand, keep your hands off — at the convent of St. 
Catharine. 

Don Ferd. St. Catharine ! 

Isaac. Yes ; and that Antonio was to come to her there. 

Don Ferd. Is this the truth ? 

Isaac. It is, indeed ; and all I know, as I hope for life I 

Don Ferd. Well, coward, take your life I 'tis that false, 
dishonourable Antonio who shall feel my vengeance. 

Isaac. Ay, ay, kill him ; cut his throat, and welcome. 

Don Ferd. But, for Qara I infamy on her I she is not 
worth my resentment. 

Isaac. No more she is, my dear brother-in-law. I' faith, I 
would not be angry about her ; she is not worth it, indeed. 

Don Ferd. 'Tis false I she is worth the enmity of princes ! 

Isaac. True, true, so she is ; and I pity you exceedingly 
for having lost her. 

Don Ferd. 'Sdeath, you rascal I how durst you talk of 
pitying me ? 

Isaac. Oh, dear brother-in-law, I beg pardon I I don't 
pity you in the least, upon my soul I 

Don Ferd. Get hence, fool, and provoke me no further ; 
nothing but your insignificance saves you^I 

Isaac. [Aside.] V faith, then, my insignificance is the 
best friend I have. — [Aloud.] I 'm going, dear Ferdinand. 
— [Aside.] What a curst hot-headed bully it is ! 

[Exeunt severally 



Scene III. — The garden of the Convent 

Enter Donna Louisa and Donna Clara 

Don. Louisa. And you really wish my brother may not 
find you out? 
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Don. Clara. Why else have I concealed mysdf under 
this disguise ? 

Don. Louisa. Why, perhaps, because the dress becomes 
you ; for you certainly don^ intend to be a nun for life. 

Don. Clara. If, indeed, Ferdinand had not offended me 
so last night 

Don. Louisa. Come, come, it was his fear of losing you 
made him so rash. 

Don. Clara. Well, you may think me cruel, but I swear, 
if he were here this instant, I believe I should forgive 
him. 

Song 

By him we Ioto (tended. 

How soon our anger flies ! 
One day apart, *tis ended; 

Behold him, and it dies. 

Last night, your roving brother, 

Enraged, I bade depart; 
And sure his rude presumption 

Deserved to lose my heart. 

. Yet, were he now before me. 
In spite of ligured pride, 
I fear my eyes would pardon 
Before my tongue could chide. 

Don. Louisa. I protest, Clara, I shall begin to think 
you are seriously resolved to enter on your probation. 

Don. Clara. And, seriously, I very much doubt whether 
the character of a nun would not become me best. 

Don. Louisa. Why, to be sure, the character of a nun 
is a very becoming one at a masquerade ; but no pretty 
woman, in her senses, ever thought of taking the veil for 
above a night. 

Don, Clara. Yonder I see your Antonio is returned — I 
shall only interrupt you; ah, Louisa, with what happy 
eagerness you tiu*n to look for him I [Exit 

Enter Don Antonio 

Don Ant. Well, my Louisa, any news since I left you ? 

Don. Louisa. None. The messenger is not yet returned 
from my father. 

Don Ant. Well, I confess, I do not perceive what we are 
to expect from him. 
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Don. Lomaa. I shall be easier, however, in having made 
the trial: I do not doubt your sincerity, Antonio; but 
there is a chilling air around poverty, that often kills 
affection, that was not nursed in it. If we would make 
love our household god, we had best secure him a comfort- 
able roof* 

SoNO. — Don Antonio 

How oft, Louisa, hast thou told, 

(Nor wilt thou the fond boast disown,) 
Thou wouldst not lose Antonio's love 

To r«ign tbie partner of a throne. 
And by those lips, that spoke so kind, 

And by that hand, I \e press'd to mine, 
To be the lord of wealth and power, 

By Heavens, I would not part with thine I 

Then how, my soul, can we be poor, 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy? 
Of this true heart thou shalt be queen, 

In serving thee, a monarch L 
Thus uncontrolled, in mutual bliss, 

I rich in love's ezhaustless mine. 
Do thou snat6h treasures from my lips, 

And I*U take kingdoms back from thine 1 

Enter Maid, with a letter 

Don. Louisa, My father's answer, I suppose. 

Don Ant. My dearest Louisa, you may be assured that 
it contains nothing but threats and reproaches. 

Don. Louisa. Let us see, however. — [Reads.] Dearest 
daughter, make your lover happy ; you have my fuH consent 
to marry as your whim has chosen, but be sure come home and 
sup mith your affectionate fath^. 

Don Ant. You jest, Louisa I 

Don. Louisa, [Gives him the letter.] Read I read I 

Don Ant. 'Tis so, by HeaveHs^l Sure there must be 
some mistake ; but that 's none of our business. — ^Now, 
Louisa, you have no excuse for delay. 

Don. LQuis€L Shall we not then, return and thank my 
father? 

Don Ant. But first let the priest put it Qut of his power 
to recall his word. — I 'U fly to procure one. 

Don. Louisa. Nay, if you part with me again, perhaps 
you may lose me. 
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Don Ant. Come then — ^there is a friar of a neighbouring 
convent is my friend ; you have already been diverted by 
the manners of a nunnery ; let us see whether there is less 
hypocrisy among the holy fathers. 

Don. Louisa. I'm afraid not, Antonio — ^for in religion, 
as in friendship, they who profess most are ever the least 
sincere. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Donna Clara 

Don. Clara. So, yonder they go, as happy as a mutual 
and confessed affection can make them, while I am left 
in solitude. Heigho ! love may perhaps excuse the rash- 
ness of an elopement from' one's friend, but I am sure 
nothing but the presence of the man we love can support 
it. Ha I what do I see ! Ferdinand, as I live ; how could 
he gain admission ? By potent gold, I suppose, as Antonio 
did. How eager and disturbed he seems I He shall not 
know me as yet. [Lets down her veil 

Enter Don Ferdinand 

Don Ferd. Yes, those were certainly they — ^my informa- 
tion was right. [Going 

Don. Clara. [Stops him.] Pray, signer, what is your 
business here? 

Don Ferd. No matter — ^no matter I Oh, they stop. 
— [Looks out] Yes, that is the perfidious Qara in- 
deed ! 

Don. Clara. So, a Jealous error — I 'm glad to see him so 
moved. [Aside 

Don Ferd. Her disguise can't conceal her — ^no, no, I 
know her too well. 

Don. Clara. [Aside.] Wonderful discernment ! — [Aloud.] 
But, signor 

Don Ferd. Be quiet, good nun ; don't tease me I — ^By 
Heavens, she leans upon his arm, hangs fondly on it I O 
woman, woman I 

Don. Clara. But, signor, who is it you want? 

Don Ferd. Not you, not you, so pr'ythee don't tease me. 
Yet pray stay — gentle nun, was it not Donna Clara d' 
Almanza Just parted from you ? 

Don. Clara. Clara d' Almanza, signor, is not yet out of 
the garden. 

Don Ferd. Ay, ay, I knew I was right I And pray is not 
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that gentleman, now at the porch with her, Antonio 
d'ErciUa ? 

Don. Clara. It is indeed, signer. 

Don Ferd. So, so ; now but one question more — can you 
inform me for what pmpose they have gone away ? 

Don. Clara. They are gone to be married, I believe. 

Don Ferd. Very well — enough. Now if I don't mar their 
wedding I [Exit 

Don. Clara. [Unveils.] I thought jealousy had made 
lovers quick-sighted, but it has made mine blind. Louisa's 
story accounts to me for this error, and I am glad to find 
I have power enough over him to make him so unhappy. 
But why should not I be present at his surprise when un- 
deceived ? When he 's through the porch, I '11 foUow him ; 
and, perhaps, Louisa shall not sin^y be a bride. 

Song 

Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 

The sullen echo of repentant sighs, 

Ye sister mourners of each lonely cell, 

Inured to hymns and sorrow, fare ye well I 

For happier scenes I fly this darksome grove, 

To saints a prison, but a tomb to love 1 [Eodt 



Scene IV. — A Court before the Priory 

Enter Isaac, crossing the stage, Don Antonio following 

Don Ant. What, my friend Isaac ! 

Isaac. What, Antonio ! wish me joy ! I have Louisa 
safe. 

Don Ant. Have you ? I wish you joy with all my soul. 

Isaac. Yes, I am come here to procure a priest to marry 
us. 

Don Ant. So, then, we are both on the same errand ; 
I am come to look for Father Paul. 

Isaac. Ha I I am glad on 't — ^but, i' faith, he must tack 
me first ; my love is waiting. 

Don Ant. So is mine — I left her in the porchr. 

Isaac. Ay, but I am in haste to go back to Don Jerome. 

Don Ant. And so am I too. 

Isaac. Well, perhaps he 'U save time, and marry us both 
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together — or I'll be your father, and you shall be mine. 
Come along — ^but you 're obliged to me for all this. 
Don Ant, Yes, yes. [Exeunt 



Scene V. — A Room in the Priory 

Father Paul, Father Francis, Father Augustine, and 
other Friars, discovered at a table drinking 

Glee and Chorus 

This bottle's the sun of our table, 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
We, planets, that are not able 

Without his help to shine. 
Let mirth and glee abound ! 
You*U soon grow bright 
With borrow*d light, 
And shine as he goes round. 

Paul. Brother Francis, toss the bottle about, and give me 
your toast. 

Fran. Have we drunk the abbess of St. Ursuline ? 

Paul. Yes, yes : she was the last. 

Fran. Then I 'U give you the blue-eyed nun of St. 
Catharine's. 

Paul. With all my heart. — [Drinks.] Pray, brother 
Augustine, were there any benefactions left in my ab- 
sence ? 

Aug. Don Juan Corduba has left a hundred ducats, to 
remember him in om* masses. 

Paul. Has he ? let them be paid to our wine-merchant, 
and we 'U remember him in our cups, which wiU do just as 
well. Anything more ? 

Aug. Yes : Baptista, the rich miser, who died last week, 
has bequeathed us a thousand pistoles, and the silver lamp 
he used in his own chamber, to burn before the image of 
St. Anthony. 

Paul. 'Twas well meant, but we 'U employ his money 
better — Baptista's bounty shall light the living, not the 
dead. St. Anthony is not afraid to be left in the dark, 
though he was. — [Knocking.] See who's there. 

[Father Francis goes to the door and opens it 
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Enter Porter 

Port Here 's one without, in pressing haste to speak 
-with father Paul. 

Fran. Brother Paul I 

[Father Paul comes from behind a curtain with a glass 
of wincy and in his hand a piece of cake. 

Paul. Here I how durst you, fellow, thus abruptly hrpak 
in upon our devotions ? 

Port I thought they were finished. 

Paul. No, they were not— were they, brother Francis ? 

Fran. Not by a bottle each. 

Paul. But neither you nor your fellows mark how the 
hours go ; no, you mind nothing but the gratifying of your 
appetites; ye eat and swill, and sle^, and gQurmandise, 
and thrive while we are wasting in mortification. 

Port. We ask no more than nature craves. 

Paul. 'Tis false, ye have more appetites than hairs ! ajid 
your flushed, sleek, and pampered ^pearance is the dis- 
grace of our order — out on 't I If you are hungry, can 't 
you be content with the wholesome roots of the earth ? 
and if you are dry, isn't there the cfystal spring ? — 
[Drinks.] Put this away — [Gives the glass] zxid. show me 
where I'm wanted.-HiPoftTER drains the glass.*— Favl., 
going, turns] So, you would have drunk it if there had been 
any left I Ah, glutton J glutton I {Exmnt 



Scene VI. — The Court before the Priory 

Enter Isaag ajid Don Antonio 

Isaac. — ^A plaguy while coming, this same father Paul 1 
— He's detained at vespers, r suppose, poor fellow. 
Don Ant. No, here he comes. 

Enter Father Paul 

Good father Paul, I crave .your blessing. 

Isaac. Yes, good father Paul, we are come toi beg a 
favour. 

Paul. What is it, pray? ... 

Isaac. To marry us, good father Paul; and in truth thou 
dost look the very priest of Hyirien. 
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Paul In short, I may be called so ; for I deal in repent- 
ance and mortification. 

Isaac, No, no, thou seemest an office of Hymen, because 
thy presence speaks content and good humour. 

Paul, Alas I my appearance is deceitful. Bloated I am, 
indeed I for fasting is a windy recreation, and it hath 
swollen me like a bladder. 

Don Ant But thou hast a good fresh colour in thy face, 
father ; rosy, i' faith. 

Paul. Yes, I have blushed for mankind, till the hue of 
my shame is as fixed as their vices. 

Isaac. Good man I 

Paul. And I have laboured too, but to what purpose ? 
they continue to sin under my very nose. 

Isaac, Efecks, father, I should have guessed as much, 
for your nose seems to be put to the blush more than any 
other part of your face. 

Paul, Go, you 're a wag I 

Don Ant, But, to the purpose, father — ^will you officiate 
for us ? 

Paul. To join young people thus clandestinely is not 
safe : and, indeed, I have in my heart many weighty 
reasons against it. 

Don Ant And I have in my hand many weighty reasons 
for it. Isaac, haven't you an argument or two in our 
favour about you ? 

Isaac. Yes, yes ; here is a most unanswerable 
purse. 

Paul. For shame I you make me angry : you forget 
who I am, and when importunate people have forced their 
trash — ay, into this pocket, here — or into this — ^why, 
then the sin was theirs. — [They put money into his 
pockets.] Fie, now how you distress me I I would re- 
turn it, but that I must touch it that way, and so wrong 
my oath. 

Don Ant Now then, come with us. 

Isaac, Ay, now give us our title to joy and rap- 
ture. 

Paul, Well, when your hour of repentance comes, don't 
blame me. 

Don Ant. [Aside.] No bad caution to my friend Isaac. — 
[Aloud.] Well, well, father, do you do your part, and I '11 
abide the consequence. 

Isaac. Ay, and so will I. 
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Enter Donna Louisa, running 

Don, Louisa, O Antonio^ Ferdinand is at the porch* and 
inquiring for us. 

Isaac, Who ? Don Ferdinand I he 's not inquiring for 
me» I hope. 

Don Ant. Fear not, my love : I '11 soon pacify him. 

Isaac, Egad, you won't. Antonio, take my advice, and 
run away ; this Ferdinand is the most unmerciful dog, and 
has the cursedest long sword I-^-and, upon my soul, he 
comes on purpose to cut your throat. 

Don Ant, Never fear, never fear. 

Isaac. Well, you may stay if you will ; but I '11 get some 
one to marry me ; for, by St. lago, he shall never meet me 
again while I am master of a pair of heels. 

[Runs out. — Donna IuOvisa lets down her veil 

Enter Don Ferdinand 

Don Ferd. So, sir, I have met with you at last. 

Don Ant. Well, sir. 

Don Ferd. Base, treacherous man I whence can a false, 
deceitful soul, like yours, borrow confidence to look so 
steadily on the man you 've injured ? 

Don Ant. Ferdinand, you are too warm : 'tis true you 
find me on the point of wedding one I loved beyond my 
life ; but no argument of mine prevailed on her to elope — 
I scorn deceit, as much as you. By heaven, I knew not 
that she had left her father's till I saw her I 

Don Ferd. What a mean excuse I You have wronged 
your friend, then, for one, whose wanton forwardness 
anticipated your treachery — of this, indeed, your Jew 
pander informed me ; but let your conduct be consistent, 
and, since you have dared to do a wrong, follow me, and 
show you have a spirit to avow it. 

Don. Louisa. Antonio, I perceive his mistake — cleave 
him to me. 

Paul. Friend, you are rude to interrupt the union of 
two willing hearts. 

Don Ferd. No, meddling priest I the hand he seeks is 
mine. 

Paul. If so, I '11 proceed no further. Lady, did you ever 
promise this youth your hand ? 

[To Donna Louisa, who shakes her head 
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Don Ferd. Qara, I thank you for your silence — I would 
not have heard your tongue avow such falsity ; be 't your 
punishment to remember I have not reproached you. 

ErUer Donna Clara, veiled 

Don. Clara. What mockery is this ? 
Don Ferd. Antonio, yoii are protected now, but we shall 
meet. 

[GoinQy Donna Clara holds one arm, and Donna 
Louisa the other. 

Duet 

i><m. Louisa, Tom thee round, I pray thee. 

Calm awhUe thy ra^e. 
Don. Clara. I most help to stay thee, 

And thy wrath assuage. 
Don. Louisa. Couldst thou not discover 

One 80 dear to thee ? 
Don. Clara,. Canst thou be a lover, 

And thus fly fvom me f {Both unveil 

Don Ferd. How's this? My sister I Qara too— I'm 
confounded. 

Don. Louisa. 'Tis even so, good brother. 

Paid. How I what impiety I did the man want to marry 
his own sister? 

Don. Louisa. And ar'n't you ashamed of yourself not to 
know your own sister t 

Don. Clara. To drive away your own mistress — •. — 

Don. Louisa. Don't you see how jealousy blinds people ? 

Don. Clara. Ay, and will you ever be jealous again ? 

Don Ferd. Never — never I — You, sister, I know will 
iorglve me — ^but how, Qara, shall I presume 

Don. Clara. No, no, just now you told me not to tease 
you — " Who do you want, good signer ? " " Not you, 
not you I " — Oh, you blind wretch ! but swear never to 
be jealous again, and I'll forgive you. 

Don Ferd. By all — ^ 

Don. Clara. There, that will do — ^you'll keep the oath 
Just as well. [Gives her hand 

Don. Louisa. But, brother, here is one to whom some 
apology is due. 

Don Ferd. Antonio, I am ashamed to think 

Don AnL Not a word of excuse, Ferdinand — I have not 
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been in love myself without learning that a lover's anger 
should never be resented. But come — ^let us retire with 
this good father, and we '11 explain to you the cause of this 
error. 

Glee and Chorus 

Oft does Hymen smile to hear 

Wordy vows of feignM regard; 
WeU he knows when they're shicere, 

Never slow to give reward : 
For his glory is to prove 
Kind to those who wed for love. [Exeunt 



Scene VII. — A Grand Saloon in Don Jerome's House 

Enter Don Jerome, Lopez, and Servants 

Don Jer, Be sure, now, let everything be in the best 
order — ^let all my servants have on their merriest faces : 
but tell them to get as little drunk as possible till after 
supper. — [Exeunt* Servants.] So, Lopez, where 's your 
master ? sha'n't we have him at supper ? 

Lop. Indeed, I believe, not, sir — ^he 's mad, I doubt I 
I 'm sure he has frighten me from him. 

Don Jer, Ay, ay, he 's after some wench, I suppose : a 
young rake 1 Well, well, we '11 be merry without him. 

[Exit Lopez 
Enter a Servant 

Ser. Sir, here is Signer Isaac. [Exit 

Enter Isaac 

Don Jer. So, my dear son-in-law — there, take my 
blessing and forgiveness. But where 's my daughter ? 
where 's Louisa ? 

Isaac. She 's without, impatient for a blessing, but 
almost afraid to enter. 

Don Jer. Oh, fly and bring her in. — [Exit Isaac] Poor 
girl, I long to see her pretty face. 

Isaac. [Without.] Come, my charmer I my trembling angel ! 

Re-enter Isaac with Duenna ; Don Jerome runs to meet 
them; she kneels 

Don Jer. Come to my arms, my — [Starts back.] Why, 
who the devil have we here? 
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Isaac, Nay, Don Jerome, you promised her forgiveness ; 
see how the dear creatm'e droops I 

Don Jer. Droops indeed I Why, Gad take me, this is 
old Margaret I But where *s my daughter ? where *s 
Louisa ? 

Isaac, Why, here, before your eyes — nay, don't be 
abashed, my sweet wife I 

Don Jer, Wife with a vengeance I Why, zounds, you 
have not married the Duenna I 

Duen, [Kneeling,] Oh, dear papa I you '11 not disown 
me, sure 1 

Don Jer, Papa I papa I Why, zounds, your impudence 
is as great as your ugliness I 

Isaac, Rise, my charmer, go throw your snowy arms 
about his neck, and convince him you are 

Duen. Oh, sir, forgive me 1 [Embraces him 

Don Jer, Help 1 murder I 

Enter Servants 

Ser, What 's the matter, sir ? 

Don Jer, Why, here, this damned Jew has brought an 
old harridan to strangle me. 

Isaac, Lord, it is his own daughter, and he is so hard- 
hearted he won't forgive her I 

Enter Don Antonio and Donna Louisa ; they kneel 

Don Jer, Zounds and fury ! what 's here now ? who 
sent for you, sir, and who the devil are you ? 

Don Ant. This lady's husband, sir. 

Isaac, Ay, that he is, I '11 be sworn ; for I left them 
with a priest, and was to have given her away. 

Don Jer, You were ? 

Isaac, Ay ; that 's my honest friend, Antonio : and 
that's the little girl I told you I had hampered him 
with. 

Don Jer, Why, you are either drunk or mad — ^this is my 
daughter. 

Isaac, No, no ; 'tis you are both drunk and mad, I 
think — here's your daughter. 

Don Jer, Hark ye, old iniquity I will you explain all 
this or not? 

Duen. Come then, Don Jerome, I will — ^though our 
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habits might inform you all. Look on your daughter^ 
there, and on me. 

Isaac. What 's this I hear ? 

Duen, The truth is that in your passion this morning you 
made a small mistake ; for you turned your daughter out 
of doors, and locked up your humble servant. 

Isaac. O Lud I O Lud I here 's a pretty fellow, to turn 
his daughter out of doors instead of an old Duenna I 

Don Jer. And, O Lud I O Lud I here 's a pretty fellow, 
to marry an old Duenna instead of my daughter I But 
how came the rest about ? 

Duen. I have only to add that I remained in your daugh- 
ter's place, and had the good fortune to engage the affections 
of my sweet husband here. 

Isaac. Her husband 1 why, you old witch, do you think 
I '11 be your husband now ? This is a trick, a cheat I and 
you ought all to be ashamed of yourselves. 

Don Ant, Hark ye, Isaac, do you dare to complain of 
tricking ? Don Jerome, I give you my word this cunning 
Portuguese has brought all this upon himself, by endeav- 
ouring to over-reach you, by getting your daughter's 
fortime, without making any settlement in return. 

Don Jer. Over-reach me 1 

Don. Louisa. 'Tis so, indeed, sir, and we can prove it to 
you. 

Don Jer. Why, Gad take me, it must be so, or he could 
never have put up with such a face as Margaret's — so, 
little Solomon, I wish you joy of your wife, with all my 
soul. 

Don. Louisa. Isaac, tricking is all fair in love — ^let you 
alone for the plot. 

Don Ant. A cunning dog, ar'n't you ? A sly little 
villain, eh? 

Don. Louisa. Roguish, perhaps ; but keen, devilish 
keen I 

Don Jer. Yes, yes ; his aunt always called him little 
Solomon. 

Isaac. Why, the plagues of Egypt upon you all I — but 
do you think I '11 submit to such an imposition ? 

Don Ant. Isaac, one serious word — ^you 'd better be 
content as you are ; for, believe me, you will find that, in 
the opinion of the world, there is not a fairer subject for 
contempt and ridicule than a knave become the dupe of 
his own art. 
78— p* 
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Isaac. I don^t care — I '11 not endure this. D6n Jerome, 
'tis you have done this — ^you would be so cursed positive 
about the beauty of her you locked up, and all the time I 
told you she was as old as my mother, and as ugly as the 
devil. . 

Duen. Why, you little insignificant reptile 

Don Jer. That 's right I — attack him, Margaret. 

Duen, Dare such a thing as you pretend to talk of 
beauty ? — ^A walking rouleau I — a! body that seems to owe 
all its consequence to the dropsy I — ^a pair of eyes like two 
dead beetles in a wad of brown dough I — ^a beard like an 
artichoke, with dry shrivelled jaws, that would disgrace 
the mummy of a monkey I 

Don Jer. Well done, Margaret I 

Duen, But you shall know that I have a brother who 
wears a sword — and, if you don't do me justice 

Isaac. Fire seize your brother, and you too I I '11 fly to 
Jerusalem to avoid you I 

Duen. Fly where you wfll, I '11 follow you. 

Don Jer. Throw your snowy arms about him, Margaret. 
^Exeunt Isaac and Duenna.] But, Louisa, are you really 
married to this modest gentleman ? 

Don. Louisa. Sir, in obedience to your commands, I gave 
him my liand within this hour. 

Don Jer. My commands I 

Don Ant Yes, sir ; here is your consent, under your own 
hand. 

Don Jer. How I would you rob me of my child by a 
trick, a false pretence ? and do you think to get her fortune 
by the same means ? Why, 'sUfe, you are as great a rogue 
as Isaac 1 

Don Ant. No, Don Jerome ; though I have profited by 
this paper in gaining your daughter's hand, I scorn to 
obtain her fortune by deceit. There, sir. — [Gives a letter.] 
Now give her your blessing for a dower, and all the little 
I possess shall be settled on her in return. Had you 
wedded her to a prince, he could do no more. 

Don Jer. Why, Gad take me, but you are a very ex- 
traordinary fellow! But have you the impudence to 
suppose no one can do a generous action but yourself? 
Here, Louisa, tell this proud fool of yours that he 's the 
only man I know that would renounce your fortune ; and, 
by my soul, he 's the only man in Spain that 's worthy of it. 
There, bless you both ; I 'm an obstinate old fellow when 
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I 'm in the wrong ; but you shall noW find me as steady in 
the right. 

Enter Don Ferdinand and Donna Clara 

Another wonder still ! . Why, sirrah I Ferdinand, you 
have not iStole a nun, have you ? 

Don Ferd. She is a nun itt nothing but her habit, sir — 
look nearer, and you will perceive 'tis Clara d'Almanza, 
Don Guzman's daughter ; and, with pardon for stealing a 
wedding, she is also niy wife. :, . 

Don Jer, Gadsbud, and a great fortune 1 Ferdinand, 
you are a prudent young rogue, and I forgive you : and, 
ifecks, you are a pretty little damsel. Give your father-in- 
law a kiss, you smiling rogue I 

Don. Clara. There, old gentleman ; and now mind you 
behave well to us. 

Don Jer. Ifecks, those lips ha'n't been chilled by kissing 
beads I Egad, I believe I shall grow the best-humoured 
fellow in Spain. Lewis I Sancho I Carlos I d'ye hear ? 
are all my doors thrown open ? Our children's weddings 
are the only holidays our age can boast ; and then we drain, 
with pleasure, the little stock of spirits time has left us.'— 
[Music within.] But see, here come our friends and neigh- 
bours 1 

Enter Masqueraders 

And, i* faith, we '11 make a night on 't, with wine, and 
dance, and catches — then old and young shall join us. 

Finale 

Don Jer, Come now for Jest and smiling, 

Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, so blithe and gay. 
Till we banish care away. 

Don. Louisa. Thus crown*d with dance and song, 
The hours shall glide along, 
With a heart at ease, merry, merry glees 
Can never fail to please. 

Don. Ferd, Each bride with blushes glowing. 

Our wine as rosy flowing. 
Let us laugh and play, so blithe and gay, 
TiU we banish care away. 
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Dan Ant. Then healths to every friend 

The night's rei>ast shall end, 

With a heart at ease, merry, merry glees 
Can never fail to please. 

Don. Clara. Nor, whQe we are so joyous. 
Shall anxious fear annoy us ; 
Let us laugh and play, so blithe and gay. 
Till we banish care away. 

Don Jer. For generous guestis like these 

Accept the wish to please. 
So well laugh and play, so blithe and gay. 
Your smiles drive care away. 

[Exeunt omnes 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL 

A COMEDY 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

AS ORIGINALLY ACTED AT DRURY LANE THEATRE IN 
1777 

Sir Peter Teazle Mr. King 
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Lady.Sneerwell Miss Sherry 

Mrs. Candour Miss Pope 

Maria Miss P. Hopkins 

Gentlemen, Maid, and Servants ^^ 

SCENE.— London ^4» 
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THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL 



A PORTRAIT 

ADDRESSED TO MRS. CREWE, WITH THE COMEDY OF THE 
SCHOOL FOR SCA^^DAL 

Br JR. B, Sheridan^ Esq. 

Tell me, ye prim adepts in Scandal's school. 

Who rail by precept, and detract by rule. 

Lives there no character, so tried, so known. 

So deck'd with grace, and so unlike your own 

That even you assist her fame to raise. 

Approve by envy, and by silence praise I 

Attend 1 — a model shall attract your view — 

Daughters of calumny, I summon you I 

You shall decide if this a portrait prove. 

Or fond creation of the Muse and Love. 

Attend, ye virgin critics, shrewd and sage. 

Ye matron censors of this childish age. 

Whose peering eye and wrinkled front declare 

A fix'd antipathy to young and fair ; 

By cunning, cautious ; or by nature, cold. 

In maiden madness, virulently bold I — 

Attend, ye skiU'd to coin the precious tale. 

Creating proof, where innuendos fail I 

Whose practised memories, cruelly exact, 

Omit no circumstance, except the fact I — 

Attend, all ye who boast, — or old or young, — 

The living libel of a slanderous tongue I 

So shall my theme as far contrasted be. 

As saints by fiends, or hymns by calumny. 

Come, gentle Amoret (for 'neath that name 

In worthier verse is sung thy beauty's fame) ; 

Come — 'for but thee, who seeks the Muse ? and while 

Celestial blushes check thy conscious smile. 

With timid grace, and hesitating eye, 

The perfect model, which I boast, supply : — 
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Vain Muse I couldst thou the humblest sketch create 

Of her, or slightest charm couldst imitate — 

Could thy blest strain in kindred colours trace 

The faintest wonder of her form and face — 

Poets would study the immortal line. 

And Reynolds own his art subdued by thine ; 

That art, which well might added lustre give 

To Nature's best, and Heaven's superlative : 

On Granby's cheek might bid new glories rise, 

Or point a purer beam from Devon's eyes I 

Hard is the task to shape that beauty's praise, 

Whose judgment scorns the homage flattery pays 1 

But praising Amoret we cannot err. 

No tongue o'ervalues Heaven, or flatters her I 

Yet she by fate's perverseness — she alone 

Would doubt our truth, nor deem such praise her own. 

Adorning fashion, unadom'd by dress, 

Simple from taste, and not from carelessness ; 

Discreet in gesture, in deportment mild. 

Not stiff with prudence, nor uncouthly wild ; 

No state has Amoret ; no studied mien ; 

She frowns no goddess, and she moves no queen. 

The softer charm that in her manner lies 

Is framed to captivate, yet not surprise ; 

It justly suits the expression of her face, — 

'Tis less than dignity, and more than grace I 

On her pure cheek the native hue is such, * 

That, form'd by Heaven to be admired so much 

The hand divine, with a less partial care. 

Might well have fix'd a fainter crimson there. 

And bade the gentle inmate of her breast — 

Inshrined Modesty — supply the rest. 

But who the peril of her lips shall paint ? 

Strip them of smiles — still, still all words are faint. 

But moving Love himself appears to teach 

Their action, though denied to rule her speech ; 

And thou who seest her speak, and dost not hear. 

Mourn not her distant accents 'scape thine ear ; 

Viewing those lips, thou still may'st make pretence 

To judge of what she says, and swear 'tis sense : 

Clothed with such grace, with such expression fraught. 

They move in meaning, and they pause in thought I 

But dost thou farther watch, with charm'd surprise. 

The mild irresolution of her eyes. 
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Curious to mark how frequent they repose, 

In brief eclipse and momentary close — 

Ah I seest thou not an ambush'd Cupid there, 

Too tim'rous of his charge, with jealous care 

Veils and unveils those beams of heavenly light. 

Too full, too fatal else, for mortal sight ? 

Nor yet, such pleasing vengeance fond to meet. 

In pard'ning dimples hope a safe retreat. 

What though her peaceful breast should ne'er allow 

Subduing frowns to arm her alter'd brow. 

By Love, I swear, and by his gentle wiles 

More fatal still the mercy of her smiles I 

Thus lovely, thus adom'd, possessing all 

Of bright or fair that can to woman fall. 

The height of vanity might well be thought 

Prerogative in her, and Nature's faidt. 

Yet gentle Amoret, in mind supreme 

As well as charms, rejects the vainer theme ; 

And, half mistrustful of her beauty^ Store, 

She barbs with wit those darts too keen before : — 

Read in all knowledge that her sex should reach. 

Though Greville, or the Muse, should deign to teach. 

Fond to improve, nor timorous to discern 

How far it is a woman's grace to learn ; 

In Millar's dialect she would not prove 

Apollo's priestess, but Apollo's love. 

Graced by tho^e signs which truth delights to own. 

The timid blush and mild submitted tone : 

Whate'er she says, though sense appear throughout 

Displays the tender hue of female doubt ; 

Deck'd with that charm, how lovely wit appears. 

How graceful science, when that robe she wears I 

Such too her talents, and her bent of mind. 

As speak a sprightly heart by thought refined : 

A taste for mirth, by contemplation school'd, 

A turn for ridicule, by candour ruled, 

A scorn of folly, which she tries to hide ; 

An awe of talent, which she owns with pride I 

Peace, idle Muse I no more thy strain prolong. 
But yield a theme, thy warmest praises wrong ; 
Just to her merit, though thou canst not raise 
Thy feeble verse, behold th' acknowledged praise 
Has spread conviction through the envious train. 
And cast a fatal gloom o'er Scandal's reign ! 
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And lo I each pallid hag, ^th^blister'd tongue, ) 

Mutters assent to all tby ^eal has sung— ' 

Owns all the eplours just— the outline true, 
Thee my ins^ijer, and rn^. model — GrewbI 



; PROLOGUE. 

^ . WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK 

A School for Scandal ! tell me, I beseech you. 
Needs there a school this modish art to teach you? 
No need of lessons now, the knowing think ; 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink. 
Caused by a dearth of scandal, should the vapours 
Distress our fair onesrr-rlet them read the papers; 
Their powerful mixtures si^ih disorders hit ; 
Crave what you wiU-^-ther^'s quantum sufficiL 
'* Lord I " cries my Lady Wormwood (who loves tattle. 
And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle). 
Just risen at noon, all flight at cards when threshing 
Strong tea,,and.scai^dal—" Bless m^, how refreshing I 
Give me the papers. Lisp— how bold and free I [Sips 
Last night Lord L, [Sips.] was caught with Lady D. 
For aching heads what charming sal volatile 1 [Sips 

If Mrs, B, will still continue flirting ^ 
We hope she* II draw, or we'\l ui^praw (/le curtain. 
Fine satire, poz— in pjuhlic all abuse ijt. 
But, by ourselves [Sips], our praise we can't refuse it. 
Now, Lisp, read you — there, at that dash and star." 
'* Yes, ma*an>— A certain lord had best beipqre^ 
Who Hues not twenty miles from Grosvenor Square ; 
Fory should he. Lady. W, find willing^ 
Wormwood is bitter " — n-*' Oh ! that's me I the villain I 
. Throw it behind the fire, and never more 
Let that vile paper come within my door." 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart ; 
To reach our feelings, we ourselves must smart. 
Is our young bard sp young, to think that he 
Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny ? 
Knows he the world so Jittle, and its trade ? 
Alas 1 the devil's sooner raised than laid. 
So strong, so swift, the monster there's no gagging : 
Cut Scandal's head off, still the tongue is wagging. 
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Proud of your smiles once lavishly bestow'd, 

Again our young Don Quixote takes the road ; 

To show his gratitude he draws his pen. 

And seeks this hydra. Scandal, In his den. 

For your applause all perils he would through^ — 

He '11 fight — ^that's write— a cavalliero true. 

Till every drop of blood — ^that 's ink— is spilt for you. 
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ACT ONE 

Scene L — Lady Sneerwell's Dressing-room 

Lady Sneerwell discovered at her toilet ; Snake drinking 

chocolate 

Lady Sneer. The paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake, were all 
inserted ? 

Snake. They were, madam ; and, as I copied them myself 
in a feigned hand, there can be no suspicion whence they 
came. 

Lady Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady Biittle's 
intrigue with Captain Boastall ? 

Snake. That 's in as fine a train as your ladyship 
could wish. In the common course of things, I think it 
must reach Mrs. Clackitt's ears within four-and-twenty 
hours; and then, you know, the business is as good as 
done. ^ 

Lady Sneer. Why, truly, Mx&J^lackitt has a very pretty 
talent, and a great deal of indusS^. 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably successful 
in her day. To my knowledge, she Bas been the cause of 
six matches being broken off, and three sons beii^ dis- 
inherited ; of four forced elopements, and as many dose 
confinements ; nine separate maintenances, and two 
divorces. Nay, I have more than once traced her causing 
a tite-it-tite in the " Town and Country Magazine," when 
the parties, perhaps, had never seen each other's face 
before in the course of their lives. 

Lady Sneer. She certainly has talents, l?ut her manner 
is gross. 

Snake. 'Tis very true. She generally designs well, has 
a free tongue and a bold invention ; but her colouring 
is too dark, and her outlines often extravagant. She 
wants that delicacy of tint, and mellowness of sneer, 
which distinguish your ladyship's scandal. 

Lady Sneer. You are partial. Snake. 

Snake. Not in the least ; everybody allows that Lady 
Sneerwell can do more with a word or look than many can 
with the most laboured detail, even when they happen 
to have a little truth on their side to support it. 

Lady Sneer. Yes, my dear Snake ; and I am no hypocrite 
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to deny the satisfaction I reap from the success of my r ^ 
efforts. Wounded myself, in the early part of my life,| . 
by the envenomed tongue of slander, I confess I have since IcM^ 
known no pleasure equal to the reducing others to the j^"^ 
level of my own reputation. 

Snake. Nothing can be more natural. But, Lady 
Sneerwell, there is one affair in which you have lately 
employed me, wherein, I confess, I am at a loss to guess 
yoiu: motives. 

Lady Sneer. I conceive you mean with respect to my 
neighbour. Sir Peter Teazle, and his family ? 

Snake. I do. Here are two young men, to whom Sir 
Peter has acted as a kind of guardian since their father's * 
death ; the eldest possessing the most amiable character, 
and universally well Spoken of — ^the jamigest, the most^^-^ 
dissipated and extravagant young fellow in the kingdom, 
without friends or character: the former an avowed 
admirer of your ladyship, and apparently your favourite ; 
the latter attached to. Maria, Sir Peter's wardj^ andL jcon* 
fessedly beloved by her. Now, oii the face of these cir- 
cumstances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, why you,, 
the widow of a city knight, with a good jointiure, should 
no£ close with the passion of a man of such character 
and expectations as Mr. Surface ; and more so why you 
should be so uncommonly earnest to destroy the mutual / 
attachment subsisting between his brother Charles and 
Maria. 

Lady Sneer. Then, at once to unravel this mystery, I 
must inform you that love has no share whatever in the 
intercom^e between Mr. Surface and me. 

Snake. No I 

Lady Sneer. His r^al attachment is to Maria, or her 
fortune; but, finding in Bis l^fothef "a favoured rival, he 
has been obliged to mask his pretensions, and profit by 
my assistance. 

Snake. Yet still I am more puziled why you should 
interest yourself in his success. 

Lady Sneer. Heavens I how dull you are I Cannot you 
surmise the weakness which I hitherto, through shame, 
have concealed even from you ? Must I confess that [^ 
Charles— 4that libertine, that extravagant, that bankrupt 
in fortune and^ reputation — ^that he it is for whom I am 
thus anxious and malicious, and to gain^whom I would, 
sacrifice everything'? 
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Snake, Nowy indeed, your conduct appears consistent: 
but how came you and Mr. Surface so confidential ? 

Lady Sneer. For our. mutual interest. I have found him 
out a long time since. I know him to be artful, selfish, 
and malicious — ^in short, a aiffitknen tal knave ; while 
with Sir Peter, and indeed with all his acqtndntance, he 
passes for a 3routhful miracle of prudence, good sense, and 
benevolence. 

Snake. Yes ; yet Sir Peter vows he has not his equal 
in En^ahd ; and, above all, he praises hiin as a man of 
/sentiment. 

Lady Sneer. True ; and with the assistance of his 
sentiment arid h3rpocrisy he has brought Sir Peter entirely 
into his interest with regard to ^Maria ; while poor Charles 
has no friend in the house — ^though, I fear, he has a power- 
ful one in Maria^ heart, against whom we must direct our 
schemes. ' ^ : .. - — ^- 

"^ Enter Servant 

Ser. Mr. Surface. 

Lady Sneer. Show htm up. [Exit Servant.] He gener- 
ally calls about this time. I don't wonder at people* giving 
him to me for a lover. 

Enter Joseph Surface 

. Jos. Surf. My deat Lady Sneerwell, how do you do 
to-day ? Mr. Snake, your most obedient. 

Lady Sneer. Snake has just been rallying me on our 
mutual attachment; but I have informed him of our 
real views. You know how useful he has been to us ; and, 
believe me, the confidence is not ill placed. 

Jos. Surf. Madam, it is impossible for me to suspect a 
man of Mr. Snake's sejisibilit y and discernment. 

Lady Sneer. Well, weil,^no complimeStS' now 5 but tcU 
me when you saw your mistress, Maria — or, what is more 
material to me, your brother. 

Jos. Surf. I have not seen either since I left you ; but 
I can inform you that they never meet. TSome of your 
stories bave taken a good effect on Mariju\ 

Lady Sneer. Ah, my dear Snake I the merit of this 
belongs to you. But do your brother's distresses increase ? 

Jos. Surf. Every hour. I am told he has had another 
execution, in the house yesterday. In short, his dissipation 
and extravagance exceed anything I have ever heard of. 
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Lady Sneer. Poor Qh&rlts I v r 
• Jos. Surf. Trtic, madam ; ! n otwiths^tandin^ hist! vic ftR,. 
onft ym't Mp ^pfliTig for him. Poor Charles I I'm «ure 
I wish it were in my power to be of any essential' service 
to him ; for the man who does not sham in the distresses 
of a brother, even though merited by his own misconduct, 
deserves 

Ladg^ Sneer. O Lud ! you are going_to be jn oral', and , 
forget that you are among ^ffiehds. ' - 

Jos. Surf. Egad, that's true I I'll keep that sentiment 
till I see Sir Peter.. However, it is certainly a charity to ^ 
rescu e Maria from such a libertiiier'wfiorif h^Ts^td"^ re- 
d^imeiS, carT be so only by k person of yom* ladyship's 
superior accomplishments and understanding. < ^' 

Snake. I believe, Lady Sneerwell, here 's cotnpaiiy com- 
ing : I 'U go and copy the letter I mehtioiied to you. Mr. 
Surface, your most obedient. 

Jos. Surf. Sir, your very deVoted.»4-[jBa:i7 Snake.} Lady 
Sneerwell, I am very sorry you have put any further con- 
fidence in that leUow. .' • 

Lady Sneer,. Why so?. / 

Jos. Serf. I have lately detected him in frequent con- 
ference with old Rowley, who was formerly my father's 
steward, and has never, you know, be^n a friend of mine. 

Lady Sneer. And do you think he ^ould betray us ? 

Jos. Serf. Nothing more likely: take my word for 't. 
Lady Sneerwell, ^hat fellow haa^'t virtue, enough to be - 
faithfij]L.^y^en to his. own villainy. Ah, Maria 1 

Enter Maria 

Lady Sneer. Maria, my dear, how do you do ? What 's 
the mattet? ' > -i 

Mar. Oh I there's that disagreeable lover of mine, Siif 
Benjan^LaJ3a(±bite, has. just called at my guardian's, with ^ 
his odib us ^g cle> Crabtree ; so I slipped out, ^nd rani 
hither to avoid themT * —J 

Lady Sneer. Is that all? 

Jos. Surf. If my brother Charles had been of tne party^ 
madam, perhaps you would not have been so much alarmed. 

Lady Sneer. Nay, now yon are severe ; for I dare swear 
the truth of the matter Is, Maria heard you were here. 
But, my dear, what has Sir Benjamin done, that you should 
avoid him so ? 
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Afar. Oh, he has done nothing — ^but 'tis for what he has 
said: ^ip co^vp.rsation is a perpetual libel on all his ac-< 
quaintance. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, and the worst of it is, there is no ad- 
vantage in not knowing him ; for he '11 abuse a stranger 
just as soon as his best friknd ; and his uncle 's as 
bad. 

Lady Sneer. Nay, but we should make allowance ; Sir 
Benjamin is a wit and a poet. 

Mar. For my part, I own, madam, wit loses its respect 
with me, when I see it in company with malice. What do 
you think, Mr. Siu'face? 

Jos. Surf. Certainly, madam ; to smile at the jest 
which plants a thorn in another's breast is to become a 
principal in the mischief. 

Lady Sneer. Psha I there's no possibility of being witty 
without a little ill nature : the malice of a good thing is 
the barb that makes it stick. What 's your opinion, Mr. 
Surface ? 

Jos. Surf. To be sure, madam ; that conversation, where 
the spirit of raillery is suppressed, will ever appear tedious 
and insipid. 

Mar. Well, I 'U not debate how far scandal may be allow- 
able ; but in a man, I am sure, it is always contemptible. 
y^e have pride, envy, rivalship, and a thousand motives 
to depreciate each other ; but the male slanderer must 
have the cowardice of a woman before he can traduce 
one. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Madam, Mrs. Candour is below, and if your lady- 
ship's at leisure, will leave her carriage. 

Lady Sneer. Beg her to walk in. — [Exit Servant.] 
l^ow, Maria, h^e is a character to your taste ; for, though 
r Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, everybody allows her 
to be the hest natiired and best sort of woman. \^ 

Mar. Yes, with a very gross affectation of godfl nature 
and benevolence, she does more mischief than the direct 
malice of old Crabtree. 

Jos. Surf, r faith that 's true, Lady Sneerwell : when- 
ever I hear the current running against the characters 
of my friends,^ I never think them in such danger as when 
Candour undertakes their defence. 

Lady Sneer. Hush I — ^here she is I 
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Enter Mrs. Candour 

Mrs, Can. My dear Lady Sneerwell, how have you been 
this century? — Mr. Surface, what news do you hear? — 
though indeed it is no matter, for I think one hears nothing 
else but scandal. 

Jos. Surf. Just so, indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Maria I child — ^what, is the whole affair 
off between you and Charles ? His extravagance, I pre- 
simie — t he town _ talks of nothing e] se. 

Mar. 1 am very sorTy^m^'aai*,the tOWnAas so. little to' 
do. 

Mrs. Can. True, true, child : but there 's no stopping 
people's tongues. I own I was hurt to hear it, as I indeed 
was to learn, from the same quarter, that yoiu* guardian. 
Sir Peter, and Lady Teazle have not agreed lately as well, 
as could be wished. 

Mar. 'Tis strangely Impertinent for people to busy 
themselves so. 

Mrs. Can. Very true, child : but what 's to be done ? 
People will talk — ^there's no preventing it. Why, it was 
but yesterday I was told that Mss Gadabout had eloped 
with Sir Filigree Flirt. But, Lord I there's iio minding 
what one hears ; though, to be sure, I had this from very 
good authority. 

Mar. Such reports are highly scandalous. 

Mrs. Can. So they are, child — shameful, shameful I 
But the world is so censorious, no character escapes. 
Lord, now who would have suspected jrour friend. Miss 
Prim, of an indiscretion? Yet such is the ill nature of 
people, that they say her uncle stopped her last week, just 
as she was stepping into the York Mail with her dancing- 
master. 

Mar. I'll answer for't there are no grounds for that 
report. 

Mrs. Can. Ah, no foundation in the world, I dare 
swear ; no more, probably, than for the story circulated 
last month, of Mrs. Festino's affair with Colonel Cassino 
— ^though, to be siu-e, that matter was never rightly cleared 
up. 

Jos. Surf. The licence of invention some people take is 
monstrous indeed. 

Mar. 'Tis so ; but, in iny opinion, those who report such 
things are equally culpable. 
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^r^ ^ Mrs. Can. To be sure they are ; tale-bearers are as bad 
C ^^ as the tale-makers — 'tis an old observation, and a very 
? " true one : but what 's to be done, as I said before ? how 

will you prevent people from talking? To-day, Mrs. 
Clackitt assured me, Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon were at 
last become mere man and wife, like the rest of their 
acquaintance. She likewise hinted that a certain widow, 
in the next street, had got rid of her dropsy and recovered 
her shape in a most surprising manner. And at the same 
time Miss Tattle, who was by, affirmed that Lord Buffalo 
had discovered his lady at a house of no extraordinary 
fame ; and that Sir Harry Bouquet and Tom Saunter were 
to measure swords on a similar provocation. But, Lord, 
do you think I would report these things I No, no I tale- 
bearers, as I said before, are just as bad as the tale-makers* • 

Jos. Surf. Ah I Mrs. Candour, if everybody had your 
forbearance and good nature 1 

Mrs. Can. I confess, Mr. Surface, I cannot bear to hear 
people attacked behind their backs; and when ugly cir- 
cumstances come out against our acquaintance I own I 
always love to think the best. By-the-by, I hope 'tis not 
true that yoiu* brother is absolutely ruined ? 

Jos. Surf. I am aftaid his circunotstances are very bad 
indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs. Can. Ah I I heard so — ^but you must tell him to 
keep up his spirits ; everybody almost is in the same way : 
Lord Spindle, Sir Thomas Splint, Captain Quinze, and 
Mr. Nickit — all up, I hear, within this week ; so, if Charlies 
is undone, he 'U find half his acquaintance ruined too» 
and that, you know, is a consolatton. 

J09, Surf. Doubtless, ma'am — a very great one. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Mr. Crab tree and Sir Benjamin Backbite. [Exit 
Lady Sneer. So, Maria, you see your lover pursues you ; 
positively you sha'n't escape. 

Enter Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite 

^Crab. Lady Sneerwell, I kiss your hand. Mrs.^Candour, 
I don't believe yau are acquainted with my n^ephes^ Sir 
Benjamin Backbite ? Egad, ma'am, he has a^retty wit, 
and is a pretty poet too. Isn't he. Lady Sneerwell ? 
Sir Ben. Oh fie, uncle I 
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Crcd). Nay, egad, it 's true ; I back him at a rebus or 
a charade agamst the best rhymer in the kingdom. Has 
yoiu' ladyship heard thi^.^gigraja hj^^^ 
Lady FVizzle's featjifijr catching fire ? — Do, Benjamin, 
repeat ft, of the charade you made last night extempore 
at Mrs. Drowzie's conversazione. Come now; your 
first is the name of a fish, your second a great naval com- 
mander, and 

Sir Ben. Unde, now — ^pr'ythee 

Crab, V faith, ma'am, 'twould surprise you to hear how 
ready he is at all these sort of things. 

Lady Sneer, I wonder. Sir Benjamin, you never pubUsh 
any thing. 

Sir Ben^ To say truth, ma'am, 'tis very vulgar to print ; 
and as my little productions are mostly .satires and lam- 
poons on particular people,^ find they circulate more by 
giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties, t 
However, I have some love elegies, which, when favour^a 
with this lady's smiles, I mean to give the public. 

[Pointing to Maria 

Crab. [To Mabia.] 'Fore heaven, ma'am, they '11 immor- 
talise you I — ^you will be handed down to posterity, like 
Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sacharissa. . 

Sir Ben. [To Maria.] Yes, madam, I think you will like 
them, when you shall see them on a beautiful quarto page, 
^B^ffce aLOieat- iiYidet _pf text^ shalUjoaeand^r^ through a 
meadow of pidgin.- 'Fore Gad they wiU be the most elegant- 
things of their kind I 

Crab. But, ladies, that 's true— have you heard the news ? 

Mrs. Can. What, sir, do yoii mean the report of^ 

Crab. No, ma'am, that 's not It.-Affiss Nicely is going 
to be married to her own footman./ ^ 

Mrs. Can. Impossible. ^ 

Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin^ ; 

Sir Ben. 'Tis very true, ma'am : every thing is fixed, 
and the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes — and they do say there were pressing reasons 
for it. 

Lady Sneer. Why, I have heard something of this 
before. 

Mrs. Can. It can't be — and I wonder any one should 
believe such a story of so prudent a lady as Miss Nicely. 

Sir Ben. O Lud 1 ma'am, that 's the very reason 'twas 
believed at once. She has always been so cautious and 
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so reserved, that everybody was sure there was some reason 
for it at bottom. 

Mrs. Can. Why, to be sm*e, a tale of scandal is as fatal 
to the credit of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever is 
generally to those of the strongest constitutions. But 
there is assort of puny sickly reputation, that is always 
ailing, yet will outlive the robuster characters of a hundred 
prudes. 

Sir Ben. True, madam, there are valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as constitution, who, being conscious 
of their weak part, avoid the least breath of air, and supply 
their want of stamina by care and circumspection. 

Mrs. Can. Well, but this may be all a mistake. You 
know. Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumstances often give 
rise to the most injimous tales. 

Crab. That they do, I '11 be sworn, ma'am. Did you ever 
hear how Miss Piper came to lose her lover and her character 
last smnmer at Tunbridge ? — Sir Benjamin, you remember 
it? 

Sir Ben. Oh, to be sure I — the most whimsical circum- 
stance« 
., Lady Sneer. How was it, pray ? 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Mrs. Ponto's assembly, the 
conversation happened to turn on the breeding Nova 
Scotia sheep in this country. Says a young lady in com- 
pany, I have known instances of it ; for Miss Letitia Piper, 
a fiirst cousin of mine, had a Nova Scotia sheep that pro- 
duced her twins. " What I " cried the Lady Dowager 
Dundizzy (who, you know, is as deaf as a post), "has 
Miss Piper had twins ? " This mistake, as you may 
imagine, threw the whole company into a fit of laughter. 
However, 'twas the next morning everywhere reported, 
and in a few days believed by the whole town, that Miss 
<fLetitia Piper had actually been brought to bed of a fine 
/boy and a girl : and in less than a week there were some 
^ / people who could name the father, and the farmhouse where 
^ the babies were put to nurse. 

Lady Sneer. Strange, indeed! 

Crab. Matter of fact, I assiu^e you. O LudI Mr. 
Surface, pray is it true that your unde. Sir Oliver, is 
coming home ? 

Jos. Surf. Not that I know of, indeed, sir. 

Crab. He has been in the East Indies a long time. You 
can scarcely remember him, I believe? Sad comfort. 
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whenever he returns, to hear how your brother has gone 
on I 

Jo$. Surf. Charles has been imprudent, sn*, to be sure ; 
but I hope no bisy people have already prejudiced Sir Oliver 
against him. He may reform. 

Sir Ben, To be sure he may : for my pait, I never 
believed him to be so utterly void of principle as people 
say: aiid, though he has lost all his friends, I am tol^ 
nobody is better spoken of by the Jews. 

Crab. That 's true, egad, nephew. If the Old Jewry was 
a ward, I believe Charles would be an alderman : no man 
more popular there, 'fore Gad 1 I hear he pays as many 
annuities as the Irish tontine; and that, whenever he 
is sick, they have prayers for the recovery of his health 
in all the synagogues. 

Sir Ben. Yet no man lives in greater splendoiu*. They 

tell me, when he entertains his friends he will sit down 

"to dinner with a dozen of his own securities ; have a 

score of tradesmen waiting in the antechamber, and an 

officer behind every guest's chair. 

Jos. Surf. This may be entertainment to you, gentle- 
men, but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a 
brother. 

Mar. [Aside.] Their malice is intolerable I — [Aloud.] 
Lady Sneerwell, I must wish you a good morning : I 'm 
not very well. [Exit 

Mrs. Can. O dear I she changes colour very much. 

Lady Sneer. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her ; she may 
want your assistance. 

Mrs. Can. That I will, with all my soul, ma'am. — Poor 
dear girl, who knows what her situation may be I [Exit 

Ladp Sneer. 'Twas nothing but that she could not bear 
to hear Charles reflected on, notwithstanding their differ- 
ence. 

Sir Ben. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. But, Benjamin, you must not give up the pursuit 
for that: fgllow her, and put hex into good humour. 
Repeat her some of your own verses. Come, I '11 assist you. 

Sir Ben. Mr. Surface, I did not mean to hurt you ; but 
depend on 't your brother is utterly undone* 

Crab. O Lud, ay I undone as ever man was — can't 
raise a guinea 1 

Sir Ben. And every thing sold, I 'm told, that was 
movable. 
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Crab, I have seen one that was at his house. Not a 
thing left but some empty bottles that were overlooked, 
and the family pictures, which I believe are framed in the 
wainscots. 

Sir Ben. And I 'm very sorry also to hear some bad 
stories against him. [Going 

Crab. Oh, he has done many mean things, that 's certain. 

^ Sir Ben. But, however, as he 's your brother 

[Going 

Crab. We '11 tell you all cmother opportunity. 

[Exeunt Crabtree and Sir Benjamin 

Lady Sneer. Ha I ha I 'tis very hard for them to leave 
a subject they have not quite run down. 

Jos. Surf. And I believe the abuse was no more accept- 
able to your ladyship than Maria. 

Lady Sneer. I doubt her affections are further engaged 
than we imagine. But the family are to be here this 
evening, so you may as well dine where you are, and we 
shall have an opportunity of observing further; in the 
meantime, I '11 go and plot mischief, and you shall study 
sentiment. ^ [Exeunt 



ScEi^B II. — A Room in Sir Peter Teatle's House 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle 

Sir Pet. When an old. bachelor marries a young wife, 
what is he to expect ? 'Tis now six months since Lady 
Teazle made me the happiest of men — and I have been the 
most miserable dog ever since 1 We tifta little going to 
church, and fairly quarrelled before the bells had done 
ringing. I was moher^than once neait^ cboked with gall 
during the honeymoon, and had lost all comfort in life 
before my friends had done wishing me joy. * Yet I chose 
with caution — a ^1 bred wholly in the oountry, who never 
knew luxury beyond one silk gown,- nOr "dissipation above 
the annual gala of a race ball. Yet she now plays her 
part In all the extravagant fopperies of fashij^Il and the' 
town, with as ready a grace as if 'flie never had seen a 
bush or a grass-plot out oi Grosvenor Square I I am 
sneered at by all my acquaintance, and paragraphed in 
the newspapers. She dissipates my fortune, and contra- 
dicts all my humours ; yet the worst of it is, I doubt I 
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love her, or I should never bear all this. However, I 'U 
never be weak enough to own it.. ' 

Enter Rowley 

Row, Oh I Sir Peter, your servant : how is it with you, 
sh-? 

Sir Pet, Very bad. Master Rowley, very bad. I meeV 
with nothing but crosses and vexations. 

Row, "What can have happened since yesterday? 

Sir Pet, A good question to a married man I 

Row, Nay, I 'm sure. Sir Peter, your lady can't be 
the cause of your uneasiness. 

Sir Pet. Why, has any body told you she was dead ? 

Row, Come, come. Sir Peter, you love her, notwith- 
standing your tempers don't exactly agree. 
^«-^/r Pet, But the fault is entirely hers. Master Rowley. 
I am myself the sweetest-tempered man alive, and hate 
a teasing temper ; and so I tell her a hundred times a day. 

Row, Indeed I 

Sir Pet, Ay ; and what is very e^ttraordinary, in alLoiic 
disputes she is always in the wrong I But Lady Sneer- 
well, and the set she meets at her house, encourage the 
perversehess of her disposition. Then, to complete my 
vexation, Maria, my wa rd, wl^pm I ought to have the 
power of aTTa&ier over, is determined to turnTebel too, 
and absolutely refuses.the man whom I have long resolved 
on for her husband; meaning, I suppose, to bestow her- 
self on his ipirOfltgate brother. 

Row. You know. Sir Peter, I have always taken the 
liberty to differ with you on the subject of these two young 
gentlemen. I only wish you may not be deceived in 
your opinion of the elder. For Charles ^ mv ^ fe on't ! he 
■y ^ retri eve his errorsj^et. ^n^ Tv^^orthy f ather, once my 
honoured master, wasTat his years, heany hs^wild a spark ; 
yet, when he died, he did not leave a ''more benevolent 
heart to lament his loss. 

Sir Pet, You. are wrong. Master Rowley. On their • 
father's death, you know, I acted as a kind of guardian 
to them both, till their uncle Sir Oliver's liberality gave 
them an early independence : of course, no person could 
have more opportunities of judging ^ their hearts, and 
I was never mistaken in my life.^ Joseph is Indeed a model 
for the young men of the age. He is a man of sentiment^ 
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/ and acts up to the sentiments he professes ; but, for the 
.' other, take my word for % if he had any grain of virtue 
', by descent, he has dissipated it with the rest of his in- 
heritance. Ah 1 my old friend. Sir Oliver, will be deeply 
mortified when he finds how part of his bounty has been 
misapplied. 

Row. I am sorry to find you so violent against the young 
man, because this may be the most critical period of his 
fortune. I came hither with news that will surprise 
you. 

Sir Pet What I let me hear. 

Row, Sir Oliver is arrived, and at this moment in 
town. 

Sir Pet How I you astonish me I I thought you did 
not e^ect him this month. 

Row, I did not : but his passage has been remarkably 
quick. 

Sir Pet. Egad, I shall rejoice to see my old friend. 'Tis 
sixteen years since we met. We have had many a day 
together : — b ut does he still enjoin us not to inforai his 

nephews of his arrival ? 

^ow. Most strictly. He means, before it is known, to 
make some trial of their dispositions. 
"^ Sir Pet. Ah I there needs no art to discover their merits ; 
— ^however he shall have his way; but, pray, does he 
know I am married ? 

Row. Yes, and will soon wish you joy. 

Sir Pet. What, as we drink health to a friend in a con- 
sumption I Ah I Oliver will laugh at me. We used to 
rail at matrimony together, but he has been steady to his 
text. Well, he must be soon at my house, though — FIX 
instantly give orders for his reception. But, Master 
Rowley, don't drop a word that Lady Teazle and I ever 
disagree. 
, Row. By no means. 

Sir Pet. For I should never be able to stand Noll's 
jokes ; so I'll have him think. Lord forgive me 1 that we 
are a very happy couple. 

Row. I understand you : — but then you must be very 
careful no* to differ while he is in the house with you. 

Sir Pet. Egad, and so we must — and that 's impossible. 
Ah I Master Rowley, when an old bachelor marries a 
yoimg wife, he deserves — ^no — ^the crime carries its punish* 
ment along with it. [Ea^unt 
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ACT TWO 

Scene I. — A Room in Sir Peter Teazle's House 

Enter Sir Peter caxd Lady .Teazle 

Sir Pet, Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, . I'll not bear it I 

Lady Teaz. Sir Peter, Sir Peter, you may bear it or not, 
as you please I but I ought to have my own way in every 
thing, and, what's more, I isalj. too^; What I though I was 
educated in the country, I know very well that jypQifiXL of 
fashion in London are accountable to nQbojiy after they 
aremairied. 

'Sir Pet Very well, ma'am, very well ; so a husband is 
to have no influence, no authority ? 

Lady Teaz. Authority |/ No, to be sure :r-if you wanted 
authority over me, you should have adopted me, and not 
married laejiyi^ain^ sure you were ^[Id enough. 

Sir Pet. Old enough I— ay, there it is/ Well, well. Lady 
Teazle, though my life may be made unhappy by your 
temper, I'll not be r?r*"^^ by your extravagance I 

Lady Teaz. My extravagance I I'm sure I'm not more 
extravagant than a woman of fashion ought to be. 

Sir Pet. No, no, madam, you shall throw away no more 
sums on such unmeaning luxury. 'Slife I to spend as 
much to furnish your dressing-room with flowers in winter 
as would suflice to turn the Pantheon into a greenhouse, 
and give a fiie champitre at Christmas. 

Lady Teaz. And am I to blame, Sir Peter, because 
flowers are dear in cold weather ? You should find fault 
with the climate, and not with me. For my part, I'm 
sure I wish it was. spring all the year round, and. that roses 
grew under our feet I 

Sir Pet. Oons I madam — ^if you had been bom to this 
. I shouldn't wonder at your talking thus/ but you forget 
what your situation was when I married you. 

Ladu Teaz. No, no, I don't ; 'twas a very disagreeable, 
one,y^ I should neyer have married you. • 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, madam, you were then in somewhat 
a humble r style — ^the daughter of a plain country squiroi 
Recollect, Lady Teazle, when I saw you first sitting at 
your, tambour, in pretty figured linen gown, with a bunch 
of keys at your side, your hair combed smooth over a 
T8-a 
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roll, and your apartment hung round with fruits in worsted, 
of your own working. 

Lady Teaz. Oh, yes I I remember it very well, and a 
ciu'ions life I led. My daily occupation to inspect the 
dairy, superintend the poultry, make extracts from the 
family receipt-book, and comb my aunt Deborah's lap- 
dog. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, ma'am, 'twas so indeed. 

Lady Teaz. And then, you know, my evening amuse- 
ments I To draw patterns for ruffles, which I had not 
materials to make up : to play Pope Joan with the curate ; 
to read a sermon to my aimt ; or to be stuck down to 
ah old spinet to strmn my father to sleep after a lox- 
chase. 

Sir Pet. I am glad you have so good a memory. Yes, 
madam, these were the recreations I took you from ; but 
now you must have your coach — vis-dL-vis — and three pow- 
dered footmen before your chair; and, in the summer, a 
pair of white cats to draw you to Kensington Gardens; / No 
recollection, I suppose, when you were content to ride 
double, behind the butler, on a docked coach-horse. 

Lady Teaz. No— I swear I never did that : I deny the 
butler and the coach-horse. 

Sir Pet. This, madam, was your situation : and what 
have I done for you? I have made you a woman of 
fashion, of fortune, of rank — ^in short, I have made you my 
wife. 

Lady Teaz. Well, then, and there is but one thing more 
you can make me to add to the obligation, that is — ^ — 

Sir Pet. My widow, I suppose ? 

Lady Teaz. Hem I hem I 

Sir Pet. I thank you, madam — ^but don't flatter youiv 
self; for, though your ill conduct may disturb my peace 
of mind, it shall never break my heart, I promise youT/^ 
however, I am equally obliged to you for the hint. 

Lady Teaz. Then why will you endeavoiu: to make 
yoiu*self so disagreeable to me, and thwart me in every 
little elegant expense ? ^ 

Sir Pet. 'Slife, «nadam, I say, had you any of these 
little elegant expenses when you married me ? 

Lady Teaz. Lud, Sir Peter I would you have me be out 
of the fashion t 

Sir Pet. The fashion, indeed I what had you to do with 
the fashion before you married me ? 
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Lady Teaz. For my part, I should think you would like 
to have your wife thought a woman of taste. ^^^^ 

Sir Pet, Ay — there again — ^taste^/ Zounds 1 madam, 
you had no taste when you married fne I 

Lady Teaz, That's very true, indeed. Sir Peter I and, 
after having married you, I should never pretend to taste 
again, I aUpw/^ But now, Sir Peter, since we have finished 
our daily jan^e, I presume I may go to my engagement 
at Lady Sneerwell's. 

Sir Pet, Ay, there's another precious circumstance — a 
c harm ing set of acquaintance you have made there I 

Lady Teaz. Nay, Sir Peter, they are all people of 
rank and fortune, and remaricably tenacious of reputa- 
tion. 

Sir Pet, Yes, egad, they are tenacious of reputation with 
a vengeance ; for they don't choose any body should have 
a character but themselves 1 Such a crew I Ah I many, 
a wretch has rid on a hurdle who has done less mischief j ^ 
than these utterers of forged tales, coii^ers of $ca&dal> ancF 
clippers 01 reputation. ^ , 

Lady Teaz, What, would you restrain the freedom of 
speech ? 

Sir Pet. Ah I they have made you just as bad as any 
one of the society. 

Lady Teaz. Why, I believe I do bear a part with a toler- 
able grace. 

Sir Pet. Grace indeed I 

Lady Teaz. But I vow I bear no malice against the people 
I abuse : when I say an ill-natured thing, 'tis out of pure 
good humour ; and I take it for granted they deal exactly 
in the same manner with me// But, Sir Peter, you know 
you promised to come to Lady Sneerwell's too. ^^ 

Sir Pet, Well, well, I '11 call in, just to look after my 
own character. 

Lady Teaz, Then, indeed, you must make haste after me, 
or yo\i '11 be too late. So good-bye to ye. [Exit 

Sir Pet, So-^I have gained much by my intended ex- 
postulation I Yet with what a charming air she contra- 
dicts everything I say, and how pleasantly she shows her 
contempt for my authority I Well, though I can't make 
her love me, there is great satisfaction in quairelling with 
her '; and I think she never appears to such advantage as 
when she is doing everything in her power to plague me. 

[Exit 
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Scene II. — A Room in Lady Sneerwell's House 

Lady Sneerwell, Mrs. Candour, Crabtree, 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, and Joseph Surface, discovered 

Lady Sneer. Nay, positively, we will hear it. 
Jos, Surf. Yes, yes, the epigram, by all means. 
Sir Ben. O plague on 't, uncle 1 'tis mere nonsense. 
Crab. No, no ; 'fore Gad, very clever for an extempore I 
Sir Ben. But, ladies, you should be acquainted with the 
circumstance. You must know, that one day last week, 
as Lady Betty Curricle was taking Jthe dust in Hyde Park, 
in a sort of duodecimo phaetoii, she desired me to write 
some verses on her ponies ; upon which, I took out my 
pocket-book, and in one moment produced the follow- 
ing :— 

Sure never were seen two such beautiful ponies ; 
Other horses are clowns, but these macaronies : 
To give them this title I'm sure can't be wrong, 
Their 4egs are so slim, and their tails are so long. 

Crab. There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and 
on horseback too. 

Jos. Surf. A very Phcebus, mounted — ^indeed. Sir Ben- 
jamin I 

Sir Ben. Oh dear, sir I trifles — ^trifles. 

Enter Lady Teazle and Maria 

•^^^^^JJfrs. Can. I must have a copy. 

Lady Sneer. Lady Teazle, I hope we shall see Sir Peter ? 

Lady Teaz. 1 believe he '11 wait on your ladyship pre- 
sently. 

Lady Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave. Come, 
you shall sit down to piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Mar. I take very little pleasure in cards — ^however, I '11 
do as your ladyship pleases. 

Lady Teaz. I am surprised Mr. Surface should sit down 
with her ; I thought he would have embraced this oppor- 
tunity of speaking to me before Sir Peter came. [Aside 

Mrs. Can. Now, I 'U die ; but you are so scandalous, I 'U 
forswear your society. 

Lady Teaz. What 's the matter, Mrs. Candour ? 

Mrs. Can. They '11 not allow our friend Miss Vermilion 
to be handsome. 
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Lady Sneer. Oh, surely she is a pretty woman. 

Crab. I am very glad you think so, ma'am. 

Mrs. Can. She has a charming fresh colour. 

Lady Teaz. Yes, when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, fie ! I 'U swear her colour is natural : I 
have seen it come and go I 

Lady Teaz. I dare swear you have, ma'am : it goes off 
at night, and comes again in the morning. 

Sir Ben. True, ma'am, it not only comes and goes ; but, 
what 's more, egad, her maid can fetch and carry it I 

Mrs. Can. Ha I ha 1 ha ! how I hate to hear you talk 
so I But surely, now, her sister is, or was, very hand- 
some. 

Crab. Who ? Mrs. Evergreen ? O Lord 1 she 's six-and- 
fifty if she 's an hour I 

Mrs. Can. Now positively you wrong her; fifty-two 
or fifty-three is the utmost — and I don't think she looks 
more. 

Sir Ben. Ah I there 's no judging by her looks, unless 
one could see her face. 

Lady Sneer. Well, well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take some 
pains to repair the ravages of time, you must allow she 
effects it with great ingenuity ; and surely that 's better 
than the careless manner in which the widow Ochre caulks 
her wrinkles. 

Sir Ben. Nay, now. Lady Sneerwell, you are severe upon 
the widow. Come, come, 'tis not that she paints so ill — 
but, when she has finished her face, she joins it on so badly 
to her neck that she looks like a mended statue, in which the 
connoisseur may see at once that the head is modem, 
though the trunk 's antique. • 

Crab. Ha I ha I ha I Well said, nephew I | 

Mrs. Can. Ha I ha I ha I Well, you make me laugh ; 
but I vow I hate you for it. What do you think of Miss 
Simper ? 

Sir Ben. Why, she has very pretty teeth. 

Lady Teaz. Yes ; and on that account, when she is 
neither speaking nor laughing (which very seldom hap- 
pens), she never absolutely shuts her mouth, but leaves it 
always on a-jar, as it were — ^thus. [Shows her teeth 

Mrs. Can. How can you be so ill-natured ? 

Lady Teaz. Nay, I allow even that 's better than the 
pains Mrs. Prim takes to conceal her losses in front. She 
draws her mouth till it positively resembles the apertiire 
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of a poor's-box, and all her words appear to slide out edge- 
wise, as it were — ^thus : How do you do, madam ? Yes, 
madam, [Mimics 

Lady Sneer. Very well. Lady Teazle ; I see you can be 
a little severe. 

Lady Teaz, In defence of a friend it is but justice. But 
here comes Sir Peter to spoil our pleasantry. 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle 

Sir Pet Ladies, your most obedient. — [Aside.] Mercy 
^^n me, here is the whole set! a character dead at every 
word, I suppose. 

Mrs, Can. I am rejoiced you are come. Sir Peter. They 
have been so censorious — and Lady Teazle as bad as any 
one. 

Sir Pet That must ^e very distressing to you, indeed, 
Mrs. Candour. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, they will allow good qualities to no- 
body ; not even good nature to our friend Mrs. Pursy. 

Lfidg Teaz. What, the fat dowager who was at Mrs. 
Quadrille's last night ? 

Mrs. Can. Nay, her bulk is her misfortune ; and, when 
she, takes so much pains to get rid of it, you ought not to 
reflect on her. 

Lady Sneer. That 's very true, indeed. 

Lady Teaz. Yes, I l^pow she almost lives on adds and 
small whey ; laces herseil by pulleys ; and often, in the 
hottest noon in summer, you may see her on a little squat 
pony, with her hair plaited up behind like a drmnmer's 
and puffing round the Ring on a full trot. 

Mrs. Can. I thank you. Lady Teazle, for defenfiing her. 

Sir Pet. Yes, a good defence, truly. 

Mrs. Can. Truly, Lady Tea^e is as censorious as Miss 
Sallow. 

Crab. Yes, and she is a curious being tp pretend to be 
^nsorious— an awkward gawky, without any one good 
point under heaven. 

Mrs* Can. Positively you shall not be so very severe. 
Miss Sallow is a near relation of mine by marriage, and, as 
for her person, great allowance is to be made; for, let 
me tell you, a womw labours under many disadvantages 
wh^ tries to pass for a girl of six-and-thirty. 

Lady Sne^r. Though, surely, she is handsome stHl — ^and 
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for the weakness in her eyes, considering how much she 
reads by candle-light, it is not to be wondered at. 

Mrs, Can. True, and then as to her manner ; upon my 
word I thhik it is particularly grateful, considering she 
never had the least education ; for you know her mother 
was a Welsh milliner, and her father a sugar-baker at 
Bristol. 

Sir Ben. Ah I : you are both of you too good-natured | 

Sir Pet Yes, damned good-natured 1 This their own 
relation I mercy on me 1 [Aside 

Mrs. Can. For my part, I own I cannot bear to hear a 
friend ill spoken of. 

Sir Pet. No, to be sure I 

Sir, Ben. Oh I you are of a moral turn. Mrs. Candour 
and I can sit for an hour and hear Lady Stucco talk senti- 
ment. 

Lady Teaz. Nay, I vow Lady Stucco is very well with 
the dessert after dinner ; for she 's just like tiie French 
fruit one cracks for mottoes — made up of paint and proverb. 

Afr*. Can, Well, I will never join in ridiculing a friend ; 
and so I constantly tell my cousin Ogle, and you all know 
what piretensions she has to be critical on beauty^ 

Crab. Oh, to be sure I she has herself the oddest coim* 
tenance that ever was seen ; 'tis a collection of features 
from all the different countries of the globe. 

Sir Ben. So she has, indeed^*-'an Wish front 

Crab. Caledonian locks^— — 

Sir Ben. Dutch nose— — 

Crab. Austd^i lips- — - , 

Sir Ben* Complexion of a Spaniard—— 

Crab*. And teeth A la Chinoise — — 

iSir Ben. In short, her face resembles a table d'hdte at 
Spa — ^where no two guests • are tof a nation — ^ 

Crab^ Or a /congress at the dose of a general war — 
wherein all the members, even to her eyes, appear to have 
a different interest, and her nose and chin are the only 
parties likely to join iss^te. 

Mrs. Can. Hal ha 1 ha I 

Sir Pet Mercy on my lifie I— ra person they dine with 
twice^awecKl [A&ide 

Mrs. Coii., Nay, but I vow you shall not carry the latigh 
off so — ^for^giye me leave to. say, that Mrs. Ogle-r— -^ 

Sir Pet. Madam, madani, I beg your -pardon— there 's no 
-Stopping these good gentlemen's tongues. But when I 
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tell you, Mrs. Candour> that the lady they are abusing is 
a particular friend of mine, I hope you '11 not take her 
part. 

Lady Sneer. Ha I ha 1 ha I well said, Sir P^ter I but 
you are a cruel creature — ^too ph le gmatic yourself for a 
jest, and too peevish to allow wit InrfthersT ' 

Sir Pet Ah, madam, true wit is more nearly allied to 
good nature than your ladyship is aware of. 

Lady Teaz. True, Sir Peter ; I hftliffvft thty,(tfg so near 

^ ^K in tllP^ jthf iy ^^" np.yf r }>fi iim'te d,^ ^ 

f Sir Ben. Or rather, suppose them man and wife, because 
' one seldom sees them together. 

Lady Teaz. But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scandal, 
I believe he would have it put down by parliament. 

Sir Pet. 'Fore heaven, madam, if they were to consider 
the sporting with reputation of as much importance as 
poaching on manors, and pass an act for the preservation 
of fame, as well; as gamie, I believe many would thank them 
for the bill. * 

Lady Sneer. O Lud I Sir Peter ; would you deprive us 
of oiu* privileges ? 

Sir Pet. Ay, madam; and then no person should be 

i permitted to kill characters and run down reputations, 
but qualified old maids and disappointed widows. 
\ Lady Sneer. Go, you monster I 

'I Mrs. Can. But, surely, you would not be quite so severe 
f } on those who only report what they hear ? 
; Sir Pet. Yes, madam, I would have law merdiant for 
them too ; and in all cases of slander currency, whenever 
the drawer of the lie was not to be found, the injured parties 
should have a right to come on any of the indorsers. 

Crab. Well, for my part, I believe there. tiever was a 
scandalous tale without some foundation. 

Lady Sneer^ Come, ladies, shall we sit down to cards in 
the next room ? * • 

Enter Servant, who whhpers Sir Peter 

Sir Pet. I '11 be with them directly. — [Exit Servant.] 
I '11 get away unperceived. [Aside 

Lady Sneer. Sir Peter, you are not going to leave us ? 

Sir Pet. Your ladyship must excuse me ; I 'in called 
away by particular business. But I leave my character 
behind me. » [Exit 
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Sir Ben. WeU — certainly, Lady Tea^zle, that lord of 
yours is a strange being : I co^d tell you some stories of 
him would make you laugh heartily if he were not your 
husband. 

Lady Teaz. Oh, pray don't mind that ; come, do let 's 
hear them. [Exeunt all but Joseph Surface and Maria 

Jos. Surf. Maria, I see you have no satisfaction in this I 
society^ \ 

Mar. How is It possible I should ? U to raise malicious ) 
smiles at the J ntoxuties or. misfnrtnnfs of those wEo".Mve . 
never mjured us be the province of wit or humour. Heaven / 
grant me a double portion of dulness ! • 

Jos. Surf. Yet they appear more ill-natured than they 
are; they have no malice at heart. 

Mar. Then is their conduct still more contemptible ; 
for, in my bpinion, nothing could excuse the intemperance 
of their tongues but a natural and uncontrollable bitterness 
of mind. 

Jos. Surf. Undoubtedly, madam ; and it has always 
been a sentiment of mine, that to propagate a jnalicious'^ > . 
truth wantonly is more despicable than to falsify from.— --^^ 
revenge. But can you, Maria, feel thus for others, and 
be unkind to me alone ? Is hope to be denied the tenderest 
passion ? 

Mar. Why will you distress me by renewing this sub- 
ject ? 

Jos. Surf. Ah, Maria I you would not treat me thus, ( 
and oppose your guardian, Sir Peter's will, but that I see 
that profligate Charles is still a favoured rival. 

Mar. Ungenerously urged I But, whatever my senti- 
ments are for that unfortunate young man, |be assured I 
shall not feel more bound to give him up because his dis- 
tresses have lost him the regard even of A-brother.j 

Jos. Surf.' Kay, biif^ Maria, do not leave me with a 
frown ; by aD that 's honest, I swear [Kneels 

Re-enter Lady Teazle behind 

[Aside.] Gad's life, here 's Lady Teazle. — [Aloud to Maria.] 
You must not — ^no, you shall not— for, though I have the 
greatest regard for Lady Teazle 

Mar. Lady Teazle ! 
, . Jos. Surf. Yet Vfttt Sir Peter to suspect— — 

Lady Teaz. [Coming forward.] VfhBt is this, pray? 
78— G* 
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Does Ju^ t&kfe her for me ?-r*Child, you ar^ wanted in the 
next rootn. — [Exit Maria.] ^What:i3 all this, ptay ? <^'^ 

Jos. Surf. Oh, the racist unlucky circumstance itk nature t 
Maria has somehow suspected the tender concern I have for 
your happiness, and threatened to acquaiiit Sir Peter with 
her suspicions, and I was just endeavouring to reason with 
her when you came in. 

Lady Teaz. Indeed 1 but you seemed to adopt a very 
tend^tmode of reasoning-^do you usually argue on your 
knees? 
1 Jos. Surf: Oh^ she 's a ch^d, and I thought a llttlo 

bombast But,. Lady Teazle, when^are you to^give me 

your judgment 6n my library, as you promised ? 

Lady TeaZjJtTo, no; I begin' to think it would be im^ 
prudent, anoyou know I adxrdt you as a lover wo farther 
than fashion requires. '•y < . * • 

Jos. Surf. True- — a^ihere Platonic cicisbeo, what eitery 
wife is entitled to. s 

Lady Teaz, Certainly, one raulst not> be out of^ the 
fashion. HoTn^eyer, I have so many of my country preju- 
dices left^ that though Sir Peter's ill humour may vexme 
ever so, it never shall provoke me to > 

Jos. Surf. The only revenge in your power. Well, I 
applaud your moderation. 

Lady Teaz. Go-^yoU are an iiisinuatirig wretch I But 
we shall be missed — ^let us join the company. ^ 

Jos. Surf. But we had best jiot return together. 

Lady Teajr. Well, doil't stay; for Maria sha'n't come 
to hear any more of your reasoning, I promise you. . [Exit 

Jos. Surf, iyxijrious dilenima, truly, my politics have 
run me into ! » I wanted, at first, only to ingratiate myself 
with Lady Teazle, that she might ^not be my- enemy with 
Maria ; and^ I have,. I don't know hbw,Jh£Come her senous 
lover. Sincerely I begin to wish I had never maas'such a 
point pt gaining so very good a character, for it has led 
me into so many cursed rogueries that I doubt I shall be 
exposed at last. [Exit 

Scene III. — A Room in Sir Peter Teazle's House 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley 

Sir 0/zp. -Ha I ha I ha I so my old friend is married, 
hey? — a young wife out of the country. Hal hat ha I 
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that he should have stood blufl to dd bachelor so long, 
and sink into a husband at last I 

Row. But you must not rally him on the subject, Sir 
Oliver ; 'tis a tender point, I assure you, though he has 
been married only seven months. 

Sir Oliu. Then he has been just half a year on the stool 
of repentance I — ^Poor Peter ! But you say he has entirely 
given up Ch^es— never sees bim^ he^? 

Row, His prejudi&"*'lgafnsr Turn aslEoHTshiiTg, arid I 
ftm sure greatly increased by a jealousy of him with Lady 
Teazle, which he has industriously been led into by a 
scandalous society in the neighbourhood, who have con- 
tributed not a little to Charles's iU name. Whereas, the 
truth is, I believe, if the lady is partial to either of th^m, 
his brother iis the favourite. • 

Sir Oliv, Ay^ I know, there are a set of malicious, prating, 
prudent gossips, both male and female, ^who murder 
chsmicters to kill time, and will rob a young fellow of his 
good name before he has years to know the value of it. 
But I am not to be prejudiced against my nephew by such, 
I promise you ! No, no ; if Charles has done nothing false 
or mean, I shall Compound for his extravagance. • r 

Row. Then my life on 't, you will reclaim him. Ah, sifj 
it gives me new life to find that your heart is not turned 
against him, and that the son of my good old master has 
one friend, however, left. 

Sir Oliv. What 1 shall I forget. Master Roi?^ey, when . 
I was at his years myself ? Egad, my brother and I were ' 
neither of us very prudent youths ; and yet, I believe, j^ 
ydu have ndt seen many better men than your old master 
was? 

Row. Sir, 'tis this reflection gives me assurance that 
Charles may yet be a credit to his family. But here comes 
Sh* Peter. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, so he does ! Mercy on me I he 's greatly 
altered, and seems to have a settled married look 1 One 
may read husband in his face at this distance! 

EMer Sir Peter Teazle 

Sir Pet Ha I Sk OUver— my old friend I Welcome to 
England a thousand times I 

Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you. Sir Peta* I ^nd i' faith 
I am 0ad to find you well, believe me I 
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Sir Pet Oh ! 'tis a long time since we met — fifteen years, 
I doubt. Sir Oliver, and many a cross accident in the 
time. .. 

Sir OliD. Ay, I have had my share. But, what I I find 
you are married, hey, my old boy ? Well, well, it can't 
be helped ; and so — I wish you joy with all my heart I 

Sir Pet Thank you, thank you. Sir Oliver. — Yes, I have 
entered into — ^the happy state ; but we'll not talk of that 
now. 

Sir Oliv, True, true. Sir Peter ; old friends should not 
begin on grievances at first meeting. No, no, no. 

Row, [Aside to Sir Oliver.] Take care, pray, sir. 

Sir Oliu. Well, so one of my nephews is a wild rogue, 
hey? 

Sir Pet. Wild I Ah I my old friend, I grieve for your 
disappointment there ; he 's a lost young man, indeed* 
However, his brother will make you amends ; Joseph is, 
indeed, what a youth should be — every body in the world 
speaks well of him. 

Sir n/iw T QT|i gnrry \^ haav If ;, ha hoc trm good a Char- 
acter to.bfi-^n hoBcst fellow. ^JEveryLbody speaks well of 
. him! Psh r^ * tto^ he hr>fi bowed agjowjo ffnnvfi^ flTfOooT^ 
as to the honest dignity of^gen ius and virtue. 

Sir Pei. WhatrSIr Oliver ! do you Slanie him for not 
making enemies ? 

Sir OUd, Yes, if he has merit enough to deserve them. 

Sir Pet. Well, well — ^you 'U be convinced when you 
know him* 'Tis edification to hear him converse ; he 
\ professes the noblest sentiments. 

Sir OUd. Oh, plague of his sentiments I If he salutes 
me with a scrap of morality in his mouth, I shall be sick 
directly. But, however, don't mistake m*» Sir Peter ; 
I don't mean to defend Charles's errors ; but, before I 
form my judgment of either of them, jLtatcndjtajuakfe^a 
ti4£^-of J;b.eir hearts ; and my friend Rowley and I have 
planned something for the purpose. • 

Row. And Sir Peter shall own for once he has been 
mistaken. 

Sir Pet. Oh, my life on Joseph's honour ! 

Sir Oliv. Well — come, give us a bottle of good wine, and 
we '11 drink the lad's health, and tell you our scheme. 

Sir Pet. Allonsy then 1 

Sir OUd. And don't. Sir Peter, be so severe against your 
old friend's son. Odds my life I I am not sorry that he 
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has run out of the course a little ; for my part, I hate to 
see prudence clinging to the green suckers of youth ; 'tis 
like ivy round a sapling, and spoils the growth of the tree. 

[Exeunt 

ACT THREE 

Scene I. — A Room in Sir Peter Teazle's House 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle, Sir Oliver Surface, and Rowley 

Sir Pet. Well, then, we will see this fellow first, and have 
our wine afterwards. But how is this. Master Rowley? 
I don't see the jet of your scheme. 

Row.' Why f sir, this^]|^j,^StMley> whom I was speaking 
of, is nearly related ^toTlhSarBy'fEeir mother. He was once 
a merchant in Duhlin, but has been ruined by a series of 
undeserved misfortunes. He has ap^U§d, by letter, since 
his confinement, both to Mr^15urface and Charles; from 
the former he has received nothing but evasive promises 
of future service, while ChaxLej^ Jias done all that his ex- 
travagance has left him power to do : and tie is, at this 
time, endeavouring to raise a sum of money, part of which, 
in the midst of his own distresses, I know he intends for 
the service of poor Stanley. 

Sir Oliv. Ah I he is my brother's son. 

Sir Pet. Well, but how is Sir Oliver personally to 

Row. Why, sir/FwiQ inform Charles and his brother that 
Stanley has obtained permission to apply personally to his 
friends ; and, as they have neither of them ever seen him, 
let Sir Oliver assume his^character, and he will have a fair 
oppOrLuiilLy Of juiiging, at least, of the benevolence of 
their dispositions : and believe me, sir, you will find in the 
youngest brother one who, in the midst of folly and dissipa- 
tion, has still, as our immortal bard expresses it, — 

" a heart to pity, and a hand, 
Open as day, for melting charity." 

Sir Pet. Psha ! What signifies his having an open hand 
or purse either, when he has nothing left to give ? Well, 
well, make the trial, if you please. But where is the fellow 
whom you brought for Sk Ohver to examine relative to 
Charles's affairs? 
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Row. Below, waiting bis cdmmands, and no one can give 
him better inteliigenee.-rThis, Sir Oliver, is. a friendly Jew, 
who, to do him justice, lias done every thing in his power 
to bring your nephew to a proper sense of his extravagance. 

Sir Pet. Pray let us have him in. 

Row, Desire Mr. Moses to walk upstairs. 

[Calls to Servant 

Sir Pet. But, pray, why should yoi^ suppose he will 
speak the truth ? 

Row. Oh, I have convinced him that he has no chance of 
recovering certain sums advanced to Charles but through 
the bounty of Sir Oliver, who he knows is arrived ; so that 
you m^y depend on his fidelity to his own interests. I have 
also another evidence in my power, one Snake,i whom I have 
detected in a matter little short of forgery, and shall 
shortly produce to remove some ot your prejudices. Sir 
Peter, relative to Charles and Lady Teazle. 
. Sir Pet. I have heard too much on that subject. 

Row. Here comes the honest Israelite. 

Enter Moses. 
—This is Sir Oliver. 

Sir Olio. Sir, I understand you have lately had great 
dealings with my nephew Charles. ._^ 

. Jjfas. Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done all I could for him ; 
but he was ruined before he came to me for assistance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky, truly ; for you have had 
no opportunity of showing your talents. 

j^flft. None at all ; I hadn't the pleasure of knowing his 
distresses till he was some th ousands worse_than not hing . 

Sir Olio. Unfoflunate, indeed I But I suppose you have 
done all in your power for him, honest Moses ? 
, MaSx Yes, he knows that. This very evening I was to 
have brought him a gentleman Irom the city, who does 
not know him, and willjlbelievei^advance him some money.' 

Sir Pet. What, one Charles has never had money from 
before ? 

M05. Yes, Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, formerly a 
broker./^ 

Sir Pet Egad, Sir Oliver, a^ thought strikes me I — 
Charles, you say, does not know Mr. Premium ? 

Mas*. Not at all. 

Sir Pet. Now then, Sir Oliver, you may have a better 
opportunity of satisfying yourself than by an old romancing 
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tale ol a pcJor relation: go with my friend Moses, and 
represent Premium, and then, I/U' answer for it, you 11 
see ySiir nephew in all his glory^ 

Sir OUd. Egad, I like this idea better than the other, 
and I may visit Joseph afterwards jas old Stapley/ 

iSz>"Pfef.*Ttue^^io you may. 

Row. This is taking Charted rather at a disadvantage, 
to be sure. However, Moses, you understand Sir Peter, 
and will be faithful ? 

^^JHos, You may depend upon me. — [Looks^ at his waieh,] 
This is near the time I was to have gone. 

Sir OUd. I'll accompany you as soon as you please, 
Moses. — ^But hold I I have fofrgot one thing — ^how the 
plague diall I be able to pass for a Jew 1 

Mo^ There 's no need — the principal is Christian. 

Sir QHif. Is he ? I 'm very sorry to hear it. But, then 
again, ain't I rather too smartly dressed to look like a 
money-lender ? . 

Sir Pet. Not at all ; 'twould not be out of character, 
if you went in yoiur own carriage — ^would It, Moses 7 

. Mo8. Not • in the leasL 

Sir dliv. Well, but how must I talk ? there 's certainly 
some cant of usury ^d mo46 of treating t&at I ought to 
know. 
^Sir Pet. Oh, there 'S not much to learn. The great 
point, as I take it, is to be exorbitant enough in your v 
demands. Hey, Moses? < ; 

Mas. Yes, that 's a very great point. 

Sir Olio. 1 11 answer for 't I'll not be wanting in that. 
1 '11 ask him eight or ten per cent, on the loan, at least. 

Mos. U you ask him no more than that, you '11 be dls- » 
covered immediately. 

Sir Oliv. Hey I what, the plague I how much then ? 

Mos. That depends upon the circumstances. If he 
appears not very anxious for the supply, you should require ^ 
only forty or fifty per cent. ; but if you find hkn in great ( 
distress, and wants the moneys v^ry bad, you may aik \ 
double. 

Sir Pet. A good honest trade* you 're learning, Sir 
Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. Truly, I think sa— and not unprofitable. 

Mos.. Then, you know, you haven't the moneys yourself, 
but are forced to borrow them for him of a friend. 

Sir Oliv. Oh I I borrow It of a friend, do I ? 
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Mo^ And your friend is an unconscionable dog: but 
you can't help that. ' 

Sir Oliu. My friend an unconscionable dog, is he ? 
Mps. Yes, and he himself has not the moneys by him, 
but is forced to sell stock at a great loss. 

Sir Oliv. He is forced to sell stock at a great loss, is he ? 
Well, that 's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet: I 'faith. Sir Oliver — ^Mr* ..Premium, I mean — 
you '11 soon be master of the trade. But, Moses 1 would not 
jMMLJiaye^j im run /rat^tTHftle against the annuity bill ? 
(HThat would-be in^^haracter, I should think. 
t^ Mqs. Very much. 

/ Row. And lament that a young man now must be at 
/ years of discretion before he is suffered to ruin himself ? 
Mos. Ay, great pity I 

Sir Pet And abuse the public for allowing merit to an 
act whose only object is to snatch misfortune and impru- 
dence from the rapacious gripe of usury, and give the minor 
a chance of inheriting his estate without being undone by 

coming into possession. .. • -^ ' 

Sir Oliu. So, so — Moses shall give me further instructions 
a$ we -go together. 

Sir Pet. You will not have much time, for your nephew 
lives hard by. 

Sir Oliu. Oh, never f ear 1 my tutor appears so able, 

that though Charles lived in the next street, it must be 

my own fault if I am not a complete rogue before I turn the 

corner. [Exitjmib Moses 

/ Sir Pet. So, now, I think Sir Oliver wili be convinced : 

i you are partial, Rowley, and would have prepared Charles 

[ for the other plot, 

\ Row. No, upon my word, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Well, go bring me this Snake, and 111 hear 
what he has to say presently. I see Maria, and want to 
speak with her. — [Exit Rowley.] I should be glad to be 
Qonvinced my suspicions of Lady Teazle and CEarIe§ weye 
unjust* iTiave never yet opened my mind oh this subject 
to my friend Joseph — I am determined I will do it — ^he will 
give me his opinion sincerely. 

Enter Maria 

So, child, has Mr. Surface returned with you ? 
Mar. No, sir; he was engaged. 
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Sir Pet. Well, Maria, do you not reflect, the more you 
converse with that amiable young man, what return his 
partiality for you deserves ? 

Mar. Indeed, Sir Peter, your frequent importunity on 
this subject distresses me extremely — ^you compel me to 
declare that I know no man who has ever paid me a 
particular attention whom I would not prefer to Mr. 
Surface. 

Sir Pet. So— here 's perverseness ! No, no, Maria, 'tis 
Charles only whom you would prefer. 'Tis evident his 
vices and follies have won your heart. 

Mar. This Is unkind, sir: YoU know I have obeyed you 
in neither seeing nor oorresponding with him : I have heard 
enough to convince me that he is unworthy my regard. Yet 
I cannot think it culpable, if, whUe my imderstanding 
severely condemns his vices, my heart suggests some pity 
for his distresses. ^— * - 

Sir Pet Weil, well, pity him as much as you please ; but 
give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Mar. Never to his brother I 

5i> Pet Go, perverse and obstinate I But take care, 
madam ; you have never yet known what the authority of 
a guardian is : don't compel me to inform you of it. 

Mar. I can only say, you shall not have just reason. 
'Tis true, by my father's will, I am for a short period bound 
to regard you as his substitute ; but must cease to think 
you so, when you would compel me to be miserable. 

[Exit 

Sir Pet. Was ever man so crossed as I am, every thing 
conspiring to fret me I M had not been involved in matri- 
mony a fortnight, before ^heji^ther, a hale andJiearty-man, 
died^'on purpose, I believe, for the pleasure of plaguing me 
with the ca?e of his daughter. — [Lady Teazle sings without] 
Bui here comes'my helpmate ! She appears in great good 
humour. How„happy I shoiQd be if I could tease her into 
loving me, though but a littie ! 

Enter Lady Teazle 

Lady Teat. Lud I Sir Peter, I hope you haven't been 
quarrelling with Maria ? It is not using me well to be ill- 
humoured when I am not by. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Lady Teazle, you might have the power to 
make me good-humoured at all times. 
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Lady T^c^. I am siire I wish I had ; fcwr J want you to 
he in a qharxning sweet temper at this momenta Do he 
good-humoured now, and let ine have two hundred pounds, 
will you? , . ^ 

Sir Pet Two hundred pounds ; what, ain't I to he in a 
good humour without paying for it T But^speaR to^me 
€!iti&,' arilTfaifli thefe^S nothing I cbuld iTeluse you. You 
shall have it ; but seal me a bofidjor^hg repayment. 

Lady Teaz. Oh,li6^^^^?there— my note of hand will do as 
well. .' iOfferinfffher hand 

Sir Pet, And yoi| shall no longer reproach me with not 
giving you an independent settlement. I mean shortly to 
surprise you : hut shall we always liv« thus, hey ? 

Lady Teaz. If you pli^a^e. I 'm sure I don't care how 
soon we leave off quarrelling, provided you'll own you 
were tired first. 

Sir Pet Well — then let our future contest be, whOMShall 
be most obliging. 

Lady Teaz. I assiu'e you, Sir Peter, good nature becomes 
you. You look now as you did before w« we»e married, 
when you used to walk, with me under the elms, and tell 
me stories of what a gallant you wwe in your yojuth, and 
chuck me under the chin, you would: and ask me if I 
thought I couldr love an oJd> fellow, who would deny me 
nothing-rdidn't you ? ^ 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, and you ware as kind and attea- 
tive < . } ;: 

Lady Teaz. Ay, so I was, and would always take your 
part^ when my acquaintance used to abuse you, and turn 
^ you into ridicule. 

Sir Pet. Indeed! ^. <^ . -,■ 

Lady Teaz. Ay, and when my cousin Sophy has called 

you a stiff, peevish old bachelor, and laughed at me for 

^ thinking of marrying one who might be my father, I have 

always i defended you, and said, I didn't think you so u^y 

shy any means. 

Sir Pet. Thank you. 

Lady Teaz. And I dared say you 'd make a very good 
sort of a husband. • 

Sir Pet. And you prophesied right ; and we shall now 
be the happiest couple^-: — » 

Lady Teaz. And never differ a^ain ? s 

Sir Pet. No, never I — ^though at the same time, indeed, 
my dear Lady Teazle,, you must watch your temper very 
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seriously; for in all Mir little quarrels, my dear, if yon 
recollect, my love, you always began first. 
'^iLcatp^ Tgta."*! Delg your pardon," ray dear Sir Peter : 
indeed, you always gave the provocation. 

Sir Pet Now see, my angel I take care — contradicting 
isn't the way to keep friendis. 

Lady Teaz. Then don't you begin it, my love ! 

Sir PeL ThiBre, now I you — ^yoa are going on. You don't 
perceive, my life, that you are jvat doing the very thing 
which you know always niakes me angry. 

Lady Teca. Nay, you know if yon will be angry without 
any reason, my dear*^ — 

Sir Pet, There I now you want to quarrel again. 

Lady Teaz. No, I'm sure I don't: but, if you will be 
80 peevis h ■ i 

Sir Pet. There now ! who begins first ? 

Lady Teaz. Why, you, to be sure. I said nothilig-*-4jut 
there 's no bearing your tamper. 

Sir Pet. No, no, madam : the fault 's in your own 
temper. i i ; 

Lady Teaz. Ay, you are just what my cousin Sophy said | 
you would be. » 

Sir Pet. Your cousin Sophy is a ftjrward, impertinent i 
gipsy. 

Lady Teaz. You are a great bear, I 'm sure, to abuse my 
relations. 

Sir Pet. Now^ may all the plagues of marriage be doubled 
on me, if ever I try to be friends with you any more ! 

Lady Teaz. So much th^ better. 

Sir Pet. No, no, madam : 'tis evident you never cared a 
pin for me, and I was a madman to marry you— ^ pert, 
rural ^coquette, that had refused half the honest 'squires in 
the neighbourhood. 

ILady Teaz. And I am sure I was a fool to marry you — an 
old dangling bachelor, who was single at fifty, only because 
he never could meet with any one who would have him. 

Sir Pet. Ay, ay, madam : but you were pleased enough 
to listen to me : you never had such an offer before. - y 

Lady Teaz. No ! didn't I refuse Sir Tivy Terrier, who 
every body said woufeliaveTfeen a"5efler match^^ for his 
estate is just as good as yours, and he has broken his neck 
since we have been married. 

Sir Pet I have done with you, madam ! You are an 
unfeeling, ungrateful — but there 's an end of every thing. 



Digitized by 



Google 



212 THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL Act III 

I believe you capable of every thing that is bad. Yes, 
/* madam, I now believe the reports relative to you and 
{ Charles, madam. Yes, madam, you and Charles are, not 

\ without grounds 

^ Lady Teaz, Take care, Sir Peter I you had better not 
insinuate any such thing I I 'U not be suspected without 
cause, I promise you. 

Sir Pet Very well, madam I very well ! A separate 
maintenance as soon as you please.. Yes, madam, or a 
divorce t I '11 make an example of myself for the benefit 
of all old bachelors. Let us separate, madam. 

Lady Teaz. Agreed ! agreed I And now, my dear Sir 
Peter, we are of a mind once more, we may be the happiest 
couple and never differ again, you know : ha t ha ! ha I 
Well, you are going to be in a passion, I see, and I shall only 
interrupt you — so, byel bye I [Exit 

Sir Pet Plagues and twtures I can't I make her angry 
either ? Oh, I am the most miserable fellow I But I 'U 
not bear her presuming to keep her temper : no I she may 
break my heart, but she sha'n't keep her temper. [Exit 



Scene II. — A Room in ChakXjES Surface's House 

Enter Trip, Mos^s, and Sir Oliver Surface 

Trip. Here, Master Moses I if you '11 stay a moment, 
I '11 try whether — what 's the gentleman's name ? 

Sir Oliv. Mr. Moses, what is my name ? [Aside to Moses 

Af 05. Mr. Premium. 

Trip, Premium— very well. [Exit, taking snuff 

Sir Oliv. To judge by the servants, one wouldn't believe 
the master was ruined. But what I — ^sure, this was my 
brother's house? 

Mos. Yes, sir ; Mr. Charles bought It jqIJVIc*, Jpsepbu.:SEiih 
the^lurniture, pictures, &c„ just as the old gentleman l^ft 
it. Sir Peter thought it a piece of extravagance in 
him. 

Sir Oliv. In my mind, the other's economy in selling it 
to him wa§ more reprehensible by half. 

Re-enter Trip 

Trip. My master says you must wait, gentlemen : he 
has company, and can't speak with you yet. 
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Sir OUd. ■' U he knew ^ho it was wanted to see him, 
perhaps he would not send such a message? 

Trip. Yes, yes, shr ; he knows you are here — I did not 
forget little Premium : no, no, no. 

Sir Olive. Very well ; and I pray, sir, what may be your 
name? 

Trip. Trip, shr ; my name is Trip, at your service. 

Sir Olive. Well, then, Mr. Trip, you have a pleasant sort 
of place here, I guess ? 

Trip. Why, yes — ^here are three or four of us pass our 
time agreeably enough ; but then our wages are sometimes 
a little in arrear — and not very great either — ^but fifty 
pounds a year, and find our own bags and bouquets. 

Sir OUd. Bags and bouquets ! halters and bastinadoes 1 

[Aside 

Trip. And A propos, Moses, have you been. able to get 
me that little bill discounted ? 

Sir Oliv. Wants to raise money too I — mercy on me I 
Has his distresses too, I warrant, like a lord, and affects 
creditors and duns. [Aside 

Mo^ 'Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 

Trip Good lack, you surprise me ! My friend Brush has 
indorsed it, and I thought when he put his name at the 
back of a bill 'twas the same as cash. 

Mos. No, 'twouldn't do. 

Trip. A small sum — ^but twenty pounds, Hark'ee, Moses, 
do you t^nk you couldn't get it me by way of annuity ? 

Sir Olii An annuity I ha I ha I a footman raise money 
by way oi annuity I Well done, lux,ury, egad I* [Aside 

Mos. W^ll, but you must insure your place. 

Trip. Olv with all my heart I I '11 insure my place, and 
my life, to^ if you please. 

Sir Oliv. It 's more than I would your neck. [Aside 

Mos. But jis there nothing you could deposit ? 

Trip. Whi nothing capital of my master's wardrobe 
has dropped^ately ; but I could give you a mortgage on 
some of his winter (dothes, with equity of redemption before 
November — oi^ you shall have the reversion of the French 
velvet, or a past-obit on the blue and silver; — ^these, I 
shotdd think, Soses, with a few pair of point ruffles, as a 
collateral securty — hey, my little fellow? 

Mos. Well, Wl. [Bell rings 

Trip. Egad, Iheard the bell I I believe, gentlemen, I 
can now introduje you. Don't forget the annuity^ little 
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Moses t This way, gentlemen, 111 insure my place, you 
know. 

Sir Oliu. [Aside,] If the man be a Shadow of the master^ 
this is the tempje of dissipation indeed 1 [Exeunt 



ScENB III. — Another Room in the same 

Charles Surface, Sir Harry Bumper, Careless, and 
Gentlemen, discovered drinking 

Chas. Surf. *FoTe heaven, 'tis true I — ^there's the great 
degeneracy of the age. Many of our acquaintance have 

, (aste, spirit, and politeness ; but, plague on % they won't 

'^'^drink.. 

Care. It i^ so, indeed, Charles I they give into all the 
substantial luxuries of the table, and abstain from nothing 
but wine and wit. Oh, certainly society suffers by it 
intolerably I for now, instead of the social spirit of raillery 

rthat used to mantle over a glass of bright Biu-gundy, their 
conversation is become just like the Spa-water they drink. 
Which has all the pertness and flatulency of champagne, 
without its spirit or flavojiij 

1 Gent, But what are they to do who love play better 
than wine ? 

Care. True ! there 's Sir Harry diets himself for gaming, 
and is now under a hazard regimen. 

Chas. Surf. Then he'll have the worst of it. What! 
you wouldn't train a horse to the course by keeping him 
from corn ? For my part, egad, I aih never so successful 
as when I am a little merry : let me throw on a bottle of 
champagne, and I never lose. • 

All. Hey, what? 

Chas. Surf. At least I never feel my losjes, which is 
exactly the same thing. 

2 Gent. Ay, that I believe. 

Chas. Surf. And then, what man cian pntend to be a 
believer in love who is an abjurer of wiie? 'Tis the 
test by which the lover knows his own hear^. Fill a dozen 
bumpers to a dozen beauties, and she that loats at the top 
is the maid that has bewitched yon. 

Care. Now then, Charles, be honest, and give us your real 
favourite. 

Chas. Surf. Why, I have withheld her cnly in compassion 
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to you. If I toast hw, ytwmvLsi give a rojaSid of her peers, 
which is impossible — on earth. 

Care. Oh I then We 'U find some canonised "vestals or 
heathen goddesses that wiU do, I warrant I ' ' 

Chas. Surf. Here then, bmnpers, you rogues I bumpers I 
Marian I Maria !-^ — 

Sir Hot. Maria who ? 

Chas, Surf. Gh, diamn the surnahie 1-^His too fortnal tol)e 
registered in Love'S' cal4ndar^^-Maria I 

AIL Maria I 

Chas, Surf. But now/ Sir Harry, beware, we* must have 
beauty superlative. /. / , 

Care. Nay, neirer study. Sir Harry : we 11 stand to the 
toast, though yo^ hiistreSS' shoidd want an eye, and you 
know you have a song will exctise you/ 

Sir Hot. Egad, so I have f and I 'n give him the song 
instead of the lady. [Sings 

Here's to the maiden: of baishful fiftecin; 

Here 's to the widow of fifty ; 
Here 's to the flaunting extravagant quean. 

And here 's to the housewife that 's thrifty. 

Chorus. Let the toast pass, — 
Drink to the. lass, 
I'll warrant she'U prove an excuse for the glass. 

Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize; * 

Now to the' maid who has nonfe, sir: 
Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes, 

And here's to the n^mph with but one, sir. 

Chorus, Let the toast pass, &c. 

Here 's to the maid with a bosom of snow : 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry: 

Here's to the wife with a face full of woe. 
And now to the damsel that's merry. 

Chorus. Let the toast' pass, &c. 

For let *em be clumsy, or let *em be slim, 
- Young or ancient, I care not a feather; 
So fill a pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
So fill up your gUsses, nay, fill to the brim. 
And let us e'en toast them together. 

Chorus. Let the toast pass, &o. 

.' - '. . I ■ 

All. Bravo I bravo I 
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Enter Tbip^ and whispers Charles SuftFACE 

Chas. Surf. Gentlemen, you must excuse me a little. — 
Careless, take the chair, will you? , 

Care. Nay, pr'ythee, Charles, what now? This is one 
of your peerless beauties, I suppose, has. dropped in by 
chance ? 

Chas. Surf. No, faith I To tell you the truth, 'tis a 
Jew and a broker, who are come by appointment. 

Care. Oh, damn it I let 's have the Jew in. 

1 Gent Ay» and the broker too, by all means. 

2 Gent. Yes, yes, the Jew and the broker. 

Chas. Surf. Egsid, with all nay heart 1 — Trip, bid the 
gentlemen walk in. — [Exit Trip.] Though there 's one 
of them a stranger, I can tell you. 

Care. Charles, let us give them some generous Burgundy, 
and perhaps they 'U grow conscientious. 

Chas. Surf. Oh, hang 'em, no I wine does but draw 
forth a man's natural qualities ; and to make them drink 
would only be to whet their knavery. 

Re-enter Trip, with Sir Oliver Surface and Moses 

Chas. Surf. So, honest Moses ; walk in, pray, Mr. 
Premium — that 's the gentleman's name, isn't it, Moses ? 

Mos. Yes, sir. 

Chas. Surf. Set chairs. Trip. — Sit down, Mr. Premium. — 
Glasses, Trip. — [Trip gives chairs and glasses, and exit.] Sit 
down, Moses. — Come, Mr. PrcJmium, I '11 give you a senti- 
ment ; here 's Success to usury i — Moses, fill the gentleman 
a bumper. 

Mqs^. Success to usury I [Drinks 

Care. Right, Moses — ^usury is prudence and industry, and 
deserves to succeed. 

Sir Oliv. Then here 's — ^All the success it deserves ! 

[Drinks 

Care. No, ho, that won't do I Mr. Premium, you have 
demurred at the toast, and must drink it in a pint bumper. 

1 Genf._A.gint bunopEX,. ^ leasts -^ .. 

"Mbs. Oh, pray, sir, consider — ^Mr. Premium 's a gentle- 
man. 

Care. And therefore loves good wine. - - 

2 Gent. Give Moses a quart glass — ^this is mutiny, and a 
high contempt for the chair. 
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Care. Here, how lor 't ! I 'Jl see justice done, to the last 

"'ISif^Oliv, Nay, pray, gentlemen — I did not expect this 
usage. 

Chas. Surf. No, hang it, you shan^t ; Mr. Premium 's a 
stranger. 

Sir Oliv. Odd I I wish I was well out of their company. 

[Asidi 

Care. Hague on *em, then I if they Won't drink, we '\ 
not sit down with them. Come, Harry, the dice are in the 
next room. — Charles, you '11 join us when you have finished 
your business with the gentlemen ? 

Cha^. Surf. 1 Willi I VfUl I— [Exeunt Sir Harry 
Bumper and Gentlemen ; CarelesS following.] Care- 
^l^ss I 

y Care. [Returning.] Weill 
I Chas. Surf. Perhaps I may want you. 
I Care. Oh, you know I am always ready ; word, note, or 
kond, 'tis all the same teme^ • [ExU , 

^Mos. Sir, this is Mr. Premium, a gentleman of the 
strictest honour and secrecy ; and always performs what 
he undertakes. MrJ Premium, tMs is 

Chas. Surf. Psha ! have done. Sir, my frii^nd Moses is 
a very honest fellow, but a little slow at expression ; he '11 
be an hour giving us our titles^ Mri Premium, the plain 
state of the- matter is this : ) I am ^ extravagant young 
fellow who wants to borrow money ; you I take to be a 
prudent oldlPe Ho w , who have got money to lend. I am 
blockhead enough to give fifty per cent, sooner than not 
have it ; and you, I presimie, are rogue enough to take ^ 
hutidred if you can get it. Now, sir, you see we are ac- 
quainted at once, and may proceed to business without; 
farther ceremony. - I 

Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon my word. I see, sir, 
you are not a man of many compliments. 

Chas. Surf. Oh no, sir I plain dealing in business I v 
always tMnk besrt. 

Sir Oliv. Sir, I like you the better for it. However, 
you are mistaken in one thing ; I have no money to lend, 
but I believe I could procure some 6f a friend ; but then 
he 's an unconscionable dog. Isn't he, Moses ? And must 
seU stock ta accommodate you. Mustn't he, Moses? 

Af 05. Yes, indeed I You know I always ^eak the truth, 
and scorn ta tell a lie I . 
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Chas. Surf. Right, People that speak truth generally 
do. But these are trifles, Mr. Premium. What I I know 
money isn't to be bought without paying for 't ! 

Sir Oliv. Well, but what security could you give ? You 
have no land, I suppose? 

Chas. Surf, Not a mole-hill, nor a twig, but what 't in 
the bough*pots out of the window I 
Sir Oliv. Nor any stock, I presume ? 
Chas. Surf. Nothing but live stock+-and that 's only 
a few pointers and ponies. But pray, Mr. Premium, are 
you acquainted at all witli any of my connexions ? 
Sir Oliu. Why, to say truth, I anl. 
/ Chas. Surf. Then you must know .that I have a devilish 
"7 rich unde in the Ea5t Indies, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom 
^ I have the greatest expectations. 

( Sir Oliv. That you have a wealthy unde, I have heard ; 
but how yoiu" expectations will turti out is more, I believe, 
than you can tell. 

Chas. Surf. Oh no ! — ^there can be no doubt. They tcH 
( me I ^m a prodigious favourite, and. that he talks of leaving 
■ me everything. 

Sir Oliv. Indeed ! this is the first I 've heard of it. 
Chas. Surf. Tes, yes, 'tis just Ao. Moses knows 'tis 
..^^^^^^.^true ; don't you, Moses ? 

Mos. Oh yes ! I '11 swear to 't. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, they '11 ptersuade me presently I 'm at 

J^ Bengal. ' [Aside 

M Chas. Surf. Now I propose, Mr. ^ Premium, if it 's agree- 

^•«* able to you, a fwst-'obit oq. Sir Olivier's life ; though at the 

same time the old fellow has been so liberal to me, that 

I give you my word, I should be very sorry to hear that 

anything had happened to him.r- 

Sir Oliv. Not more than I should, I assure you. But the 
bond yoa mention happens to' be jxwt the worst security 
you could offer me^— for I might Uve to a hturdred and 
never see the prindpal. : , . j; 

Chas. Surf. Oh yes you would I the mjOihent Sir 
Oliver dies, you kno\V, you would cdine on me lor the 
mon^y. " 

Sir Oliv. Theh I bdieve I should be the most unwelcome 
dun you ev^l" had in your life. 

Chas. Surf.^ What T I suppose you 're ^ afraid* Sir- Oliver 
is too good a life? , / 

Sir Oliv. No, indeed, I am not ; though I have heard 
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he is as hale and famlthy as any man of his y^urs in 
Christendom. 

Chas, Surf. There again^ no>Y, you are. misinformed. 
No, no, the climate has hurt him considerably, poor uncle 
Oliver. Yes, yes, he breaks apace, I 'm told — atid is sO' 
much altered lately that his nearest relations would not 
know him. - » .. 

*^Sir Oliv, No I Ha 1 ha ! ha 1 so much altered lately 
that his nearest relations would not know him I Ha I ha I 
ha I egad — ^ha I ha I ha ! 

Chas. Surf. Ha I ha I — ^you 'xe glad to hear that> little 
Premium ? 

Sir Oliv. No, no, I'm not. 

Chas. Surf, Yes, yes, you are — ha ! ha 1 ha ! — ^you 
know that mends your chance. 

Sir Oliv. But I 'm told Sir Oliver is coming over ; nay, 
some say he is actually arrived. 

Chas. Surf, Psha I sure I' must know better than you 
whether he 's come or not. No, no, rely on *t he 's at this 
moment at Calctltta. Isn't he, Moses? 
fos. Oh yes, certainly. 

Sir Oliv. Very true, as you say, you must know better 
than I, though I have it from pretty good authority. 
Haven'f I, Moses? 

M os. Yes, most undoubted I 
^ iSir Oliv. But, sir, as I understand you want a few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing you could dispose 
of? 

Chas. Surf. How do you mean ? 

Sir Oliv. For instance, now, I have heard that your 
father left behind him a great quantity of massy old plate. ' 

Chas. Surf. O Lud I that 's gone long ago. • Moses can 
tell you how better than I can. 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] Good lack I all the family raccrcups 
and corporation-bowls I — [AloudJl Th^i it was also sup- 
posed that his library was one of the most valuable and 
compact. 

Chas. Surf. Yes, yes, so it was — ^vastly too much so for 
a private gentleman. For my part, I was. always of a 
communicative dispositi<m, so I thought it a shame to 
keep so much knowledge to myself. 

Sir Oliv. [Asidt.]' Mercy upon me I learning that had 
run in the . family like an heir-loom I — [Aloud.] Pray, 
what are become of the books ? 
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Chas. Surf. You must inquire of the auctioneer, Master 
Premium, for I don't believe even Moses can direct you. 
Mos, I know nothing of the books. 
Sir Oliv. So, so, nothing of the family property left, I 
suppose ? 

Chas. Surf. Not much, indeed ; uiitos ;yo" haye.a.tQJnd 
> to theJamUy pictures. I haye^^t a room lull of ancestors 
f above; and if you haVe a taste foi" old paintings, egad, 
/ you shall have 'em a bargain I 

^ / Sir Oliv. Hey I what the devil ! siu-e, you wouldn't sell 
Jrour forefathers, would you? 

Chas. Surf, Every man of them, to the best bidder. 
Sir Oliv. What I jnour great-undes and aunts ?. 
Chas. Surf. Ay, and my great-grandfathers and grand- 
mothers too. 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] Nav J^^ehim up I — [Aloud.] What 

. the plague, have you no bowels for your own kindred? 

^ Odd's life I do you take me for Shylock in the play, that 

you would raise money of me on yoiu* own flesh and blood ? 

Chas. Surf. Nay, my little broker, don't^fee angry ; what 

need you care, if you have your money's worth ? 

Sir Oliv. WeU, I'U be the purchaser : I think I can 
dispose of the family canvas. — [Aside.] Oh, I'll never 
forgive him this I never I 

Re-enter Careless 

Care. Come, Charles, what keeps you? 

Chas. Surf. I can't come yet. I 'faith, we are going to 
have a sale above stairs ; here 's little Premium will buy 
all my ancestors ! 

Care. Oh, bum your ancestors I 

Chas. Surf. No, he may do that afterwards, if he pleases. 
Stay, Careless, we want you ; egad, you shall be auctioneer 
— so come along with us. 

Care. Oh, have with you, if that 's the case. I can handle 
a hammer as well as a dice-box I Going I going I 

Sir Oliv. Oh, the profligates I ^ [Aside 

Chas. Surf. Come, Moses, you shall be appraiser, if we 
want one. Gad's life, little Premium, you don't seem to 
like the business? 

Sir Oliv. Oh yes I do, vastly I Ha I ha I ha I yes, yes, 
I think it a rare joke to sell one's family by auction — 
ha I ha I— [Aside.] Oh, the prodigal 1 
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Chas. Surf. Ta be sure I when a man wants money, 
where the plague should he get assistance, If he can't 
make free with his own relations ? [Exeunt 

Sir Oliu. I '11 never forgive him ; never I never I 



ACT FOUR 

Scene I. — A Picture Room in Charles Surface's House 

Enter Charles Surface, Sir Oliver Surface, Moses, and 
Careless 

Chas. Surf. Walk in, gentlemen, pray walk in ; — ^here 
they are, the family of the Surfaces, up to the Conquest. 

Sir Oliu. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. w, 

Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, these are done in the true spirit of \ 
portrait-painting ; no volontihre grace or expression. Not ' 
like the works of your modem Raphaels, who give you the 
strongest resemblance, yet contrive to make your portrait 
independent of you ; so that you m^y sink the original and 
not hurt the picture. No, no ; the merit of these is the 
inveterate likeness — all stiff and awkward as the originals> / 
and like nothing in human nature besides. < J 

Sir Oliu. Ah I we shall never see such figures of men 
again. 

Chas. Surf. I hope not. Well, you see. Master Premium, 
what a domestic character I am ; here I sit of an evening 
surrounded by my family. But come, get to your pulpit, 
Mr. Auctioneer ; here 's an old gouty chair of my grand- 
father's will answer the purpose. 

Care. Ay, ay, this will do. But, Charles, I haven't a 
hammer ; and what 's an auctioneer without his hammer ? 

Chas. Surf. Egad, that 's true. What parchment have 
we here? Oh, our genealogy in full. [Taking pedigree 
down.] Here, Careless, you. shall have no common bit of 
mahogany, here 's the family tree for you, you rogue I 
This shall be your hammer, and now you may knock down 
my ancestors with their own pedigree. 

Sir Oliu. What an unnatural rogue I — an ex post facto 
parricide ! [Aside 

Care. Yes, yes, here 's a list of your generation Indeed ; — 
faith, Charles, this is the most convenient thing you could 
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have found for the business, for 'twill not only serve as a 
hammer, but a catalogue into the bargain. Come, begin — 
A-going, a-going, a-going 1 

Chas, Surf. Bravo, Careless I Well, here's my great- 
uncle. Sir Richard Raveline, a marvellous good general in 
his day, I assure you. He served in all the Duke of Marl- 
borough's wars, and got that cut over his eye at the battle 
of Malplaquet. What say you, Mr. Premium? look at 
him — ^there 's a hero I not cut out of his feathers, as your 
modem clipped captains are, but enveloped in wig and 
regimentals, as a general should be. What do you bid ? 

Sir Oliu, [Aside to Moses,\ Bid him speak. 

Mos, Mr. Premium wouJd have you speak. 

Chas. Surf. Why, then, he shall have him for ten pounds^ 
and I 'm sure that 's not dear for a staff-officer. 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] Heaven deliver toe I his famous uncle 
Richard for ten pounds I-^fA/ou^.} Very well, sir, I take 
him-dt that. 

Chas. Surf. Careless, knock down my uncle Richard. — 
Here, now, is a maiden sister of his, my ^eat-aunt Deborah, 
done by Kneller, in his best manner, and esteemed a very 
formidable likeness. There she is, you see, gtjshepherdess 
^fefidinjlheriljack. You shall have her for five pounds £en— 
the sheep are worth the money. 

Sir Oliu. [Aside.] Ah I poor Deborah I a woman who 
Set such a value on herself I — [Aloud.] Five pounds ten — 
she's mine. 

Chas. Surf. Knock down my aunt Deborah I Here, 
riow, are two that were a sort of cousins of theirs. — You see, 
Moses, these pictures were done some time ago, when beaux 
wore ^igs, and the ladies their own hair. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, truly, head-dresses appear to have been a 
little lower in those days. 

Chas. Surf. Well, take that couple for the same. 

Mqs^ 'Tis a good bargain. 

Chas. Surf. Careless I — This, now, is a grandfather of 
my mother's, a learned judge, well known on the western 
circuit. — ^What do you rate him at, Moses? 

Mos. Four guineas. 

Chas. Surf. Foiu* guineas I Gad's life, you don't bid 
me the price of his wig. — Mr. Pretoium, you have more 
respect for the woolsack ; do let us knock his lordship down 
at fifteen. ' 

Sir Oliv. By all means. 
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Care. Gone I 

Chas. Surf. And there are two brothers of his, William 
and Walter Blunt, Esquires, both members of parliament, 
and noted speakers ; and, what 's very extraordinary, I 
believe, this is the first time they were ever bought or ^ 
sold. 

Sir Oliv. That is very extraordinary, indeed I I 'U take 
them at your own price, for the honoiu* of parliament. 

Care. Well said, little Premium I I '11 knock them down 
at forty. 

Chas. Surf. Here *s a jolly fellow— I don't know what 
relation, but h6 was mayor of Norwich ; take him at eight 
pounds. 

Sir Oliv. No, no; six will do for the mayor. 

Chas.\ Surf. Come, m^e it gt^eas, and I 'U throw you 
the two aldermen there into the bargain. 

Sir Oliv. They're mine. 

Chas. Surf. Careless, knock down the mayor and alder- 
men. But, plague on't I we shall be all day i^etailing in 
this manner; do let us deal wholesale: what say you, \ 
little Premium ? Give lye three hundred pounds for the ; 
rest of the family in the lump. 

Care, Ay, ay, that will be the best way. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, anything to accommodate you ; they 
are mine. But there is one portrait which you have always *- 
passed over. 

Care. What, that Hi-looking little fellow over the settee ? 

Sir Oliv. Yes, sir, I mean that ; though I don't think 
him so ill-looking a little fellow, by any means. 

Chas. Surf..- What, that ? Oh, that ^s. my uncle Oliver I 
'twas done before he. went to India. 

Care. Your uncle Oliver I Gad, then you '11 never be ^ 
friends, Charles. That, now, to me, is as stem a Ipoking j 
rogue as €ver I saw; an unforgiving eye, and a damned j 
disinheriting countenance 1 an inveterate knave, depend / 
on 't. T)on't yoi;i think so, little Premium^ 

Sir Oliv. Upon my soul, sir, I doTibt ;^TtJiink it is as 
honest a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive. 
But I suppose unde Oliver goes with the rest of the 
lumber? 

Chas, Surf. No, hang it I I '11 not part with poor Noll. ^^ 
The old fellow has been very good to me, and, egad, I '11 
keep his picture while I 've a room to put it in. 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] .The rogue 's my nephew after all I — 
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[Aloud,] But, sir, I have somehow taken a fancy to that 
picture. 

Chas. Surf, I'm sorry for't, for you certainly will not 
have it. Oons, haven't you got enough of them ? 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] I forgive him everything I — [Aloud,] 
But, sir, when I take a whim in my head, I don't value 
money. I '11 give you as much for that as for all the 
rest. 

Chas. Surf, Don't tease me, master broker ; I tell you 
1 '11 not part with it, and there 's an end of it. 

Sir Oliu. [Aside.] HQjy like.. his.. .fether the. iog is ! — 
[Aloud,] Well, well, I have done. — [Aside.] I did not 
perceive it before, but I think I never saw such a striking 
resemblance. — [Aloud,] Here is a draft for your sum. 

Chas, Surf, Why 'tis for eight hundred pounds I . 

Sir Oliu, You will not let Sk Oliver go? 

Chas. Surf, Zounds I no I I tell you, once more. 

Si^^ Oliv. Then never mind the difference, we '11 balance 
that another time. But give me your hand on the bargain ; 
you are an honest fellow, Charles — I beg pardon, sir, for 
being so free. — Come, Moses. 

Chas, Surf, Egad, this is a whimsical old fellow I — But 
hark'ee. Premium, you '11 prepare lodgings for these gentle- 
men. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, yes, I'll send for them in a day or 
two. 

Chas, Surf. But hold; do now send a genteel con- 
veyance for them, for, I assure you, they were most of them 
used to ride in their own carriages. 

Sir Oliv, I wiU, I wiU— for all but Oliver. 

Chas, Surf, Ay, all but the little nabob. 

Sir Oliv. You 're fixed on that ? 

Cha^, Surf, Peremptorily. 

Sir Oliv, [Aside.] A dear extravagant rogue ! — [Aloud,] 

pood day I — Come, Moses. — [Aside.] Let me hear now who 

/dares call him profligate I '^ [ExUwith Moses 

* Care, Why, this is the oddest genius ofTEe" sort I ever 

jm^t with I 

Chas, Surf, Egad, he 's the prince of brokers, I think. 
I wonder how the devil Moses got acquainted with so 
honest a fellow. — Ha I here 's Rowley. — Do, Careless, say 
I '11 join the company in a few moments. 

Care. I will — ^but don't let that old blockhead persuade 
you to squander any of that money on old musty debts, or 
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any such nonsense ; for tradesmen, Charles, are the most 
exorbitant fellows. 

Chas, Surf. Very true, and paying them is only encourag- '« 
ing them. 

Care. Nothing else. . 

Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, never fear. — [Exit Careless.] So I 
this was an odd fellow, indeed. Let me see, two-thirds at 
these five hundred and thirty odd potmds are mine by 
right. 'Fore Heaven I L fiiwL .one's ancestors are more 
v^uableL.xelations than I took them for?— Ladles and 
gentlemen, your most obedient and very grateful servant. 
[Bows ceremoniously to the pictures 

Enter Rowley 

Ha I old Rowley ! egad, you are Just come in time to take 
leave of your old acquaintance. 

Row. Yes, I heard they were a-golng. But I wonder you 
can have such spirits undef to many distresses.' 

Chas. Surf. Why, there 's the point! my <Mstresses are 
so many, that I can't afford to part with my spirits ; but' I ' 
shall be rich and splenetic,, all in good time. However, I 
suppose you are surprised that I am not more sorrowful at 
parting with so many near relations ; to^ be shre, 'tis very 
affecting, but you see they never move a. muscle, so why 
should I? ' 

jRon;. There 's no making you; serious a moment* 

Chas. Surf. Yesj faith, I am so now. Hm^, ihy honest 
Rowley, here, get me this chtoged directly, and take a 
hundred pounds of it inunediately to old Stanley * \ 

Kow. A HuhCffed pounds I Consider only 

Chas. Surf. Gad's life, don't talk about it I poor Stanley's 
wants are pressing, and if you don't make haste, we shall 
have some one call that has a better right to the money. 

Row. Ah I there 's the point I I never will cease dunning 
you with the old proved) 

Chas. Surf. Be fust before you're generous. — Why, so I 
wotdd if I could ; but Justiee is an old, hobbling beldame, ' 
and I can't get her to keep pace with generosity, for the \ 
soul of me. 

Row. Yet, Charles, believe me, one hour's reflection 

Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, it 's very true ; but, hark'ee, 
Rowley, while I have, by Heaven I '11 give ; so, damn your 
economy I and now for hazard. [Exeunt 

78-H 



Digitized by 



Google 



/ 



2^ THE SCHOOL FOR SiGANDAL Act IV 

Scene IIl-^Anotocr Room in ihB^ same 
£hfer.SiR'OLSVER Surfax:b and Moses 

Mp$, Well, sir, I think, as Sir Peter said, you have seen 
IVif. Charles in h^h glory 7 'tis great. pity he 's so extrava- 
gant. . ; 

Sir Oliv. Tgiw*» JMit. he -WQhI^ not sell my picture. 

Afos. And loves wine and women so much. 

Sir Oliv. But he: would not sell niy picture. • 

Mos. And games so^deep, 
^ ,/ Sir OUv>, But he would not seU my picture. Oh, here 's 
"Rowley. 

Eider fRowLE'v 

. Ro0, So!,) Sir Oliver, :! find yoti/have made a ptitchase 

Sir Oliv, Yes, yes, our young rake has parted with his 
ancestors Kke oM tapestry. ; / . ; • 

Row, And here has he oommistioned' me to re-deMver you 
part of the> purchase-money-^I* m^an; tho^ghy in your 
necessitoias charactei* of old Stanley. • > 
^ Mos. Ah I .there< isxthe pity of all; he is so damned 
iQharitable. , > . ^ 

Row. And I left a hosier and twp tailors in the hall, 
who, I 'm jsure,' won't; be paidi* and this hundred would 
satisfy them. . I 

Sir Oliv^ Well, well, I 'Upay his d^bts, and his benevolence 
toow Bufc now I am no more a broker, amd yOu shall intro- 
duee me to the «lder brother as old Stanleyr ' 

Row. Not yet a while ;" Sir PeterTH 'KiiOw, me^s to call 
there about this time. i . 

:i ' JSnfer Trip ; > . . 

.Trip, Oh, gentlemen, I Jbeg pardon» fbr .>not showing you 
out ; thiS'-way — ^Moses^ a word. [Exit, with Moses 

Sir Oliv. There 's a fellow for you \ Would you believe 
It, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and 
wanted ;to raise money b^ore he got to his roaster I 

Rom. .Indeed ! ' , ^ 

Sir Oliv. Yes, they are now planning an annuity business. 
Ah, Master Rowley, in my days servants «were .Content with 
the follies of. their > masters, wheh they were worn a little 
threadbare ; but now they have their vices, like their 
birthday clothes, with the gloss on. . [Exeunt 
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ScENB IIL — A Library in Joseph Surface's House 

Enter Joseph Surfacb and Servant 

Jos. Surf. No letter from Lady Teazle t 

Ser. No, sir, 

Jos, Surf. [Aside.] I am surprised ^le has not sent, if 
she is prevented from coming. Sir Peter certainly does 
not suspect me. Yet I wish! may not lose the heiress, 
tl^'ough the, scrape I :haye dra?m myself into ^th the 
wife; howevei:, Chai}£s's imprudence and bad character 
are great points iiiTmy. favour. '" ' [Knocking without 

^Ser. Sir, I believe that must he Lady Teazle. 

Jos. Surf. Hold I See whether it is or not before you 
go to the door : I have a particular message for you if it 
should be my brother. 

Ser, 'Tis her ladyship, sir ;. she always leaves her chair 
at the milliner's in the next street. 

Jos. Surf. Stay, stay; draw that screen before the 
window — ^that will do ; — ^my opposite neighbour. is< a maiden 
lady of so cuirious a ten^per. — [Servant (b'aws the screen, 
and exit.] I have a difficult hand to play in this aHair. 
Lady Teazle has lately suspected my views on Matia ; but 
s^e must by no means be let into that ^ecret,*^at least, 
till I have her more in my power. 

Enter Lady Teazle 

Lady Teaz. What, sentiment in soliloquy now? Have 
you been very impatient ? O Lud I don't pretend to look 
grave. I vow I couldn't cotne before. 

Jos. Surf. O madam, punctuality is a species of constancy < 
vei^ unfashionable in a lady oi: qnaUty. 

[Places chairs^ and sits after LadV Teazl^ is seated 

Lady Teaz. Upon my word, you ought to pity me. Do 
you know Sir Peter is grown so ilt-natui'ed to me of late, 
and so jealous of Charles too — that 's the best of the story, 
isn't it ? 

Jos. Surf. I am glad my sclmdalous friends keep that 
up. , • [Aside 

Lady Teaz. I am sure I wish he would let Maria marry 
him, and then perhaps he Would be colivinced ; don't you, 
Mr. Surface? 

Jos. Surf. [Aside.] Indeed I do not. — [Aloud.] Oh, cer- 
tainly I do I for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be 
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convinced how wrong her suspicions were of my having 
any design on the silly girl. • 

Lady Teaz. Well, well, I 'm inclined to believe you. 

But isn't it provoking to have the most ill-natured things 

said of one ? And there 's my friend Lady Sneerwell has 

/ circulated I don't know how many scandalous tales of me, 

i and all without any foundation too ; that 's what vexes 

me. 

Jos, Surf, Ay, madam, to be sure, that is the provoking 
circumstance — without foundation ; yes, yes, there 's the 
mortification, indeed, for when a scandalous story is be- 
lieved against one, there certainly is no comfort like the 
consciousness of having deserved it. 

Ladg Teaz, No, to be sure, then I 'd f or^ve their 
malice ; but to attack me, who am really so innocent, and 
who never say an ill-natxu'ed thing of anybody — that is, 
of any friend ; and then Sir Peter, too, to have him so 
peevish, and so suspicious, when I know the integrity of 
my own heart— indeed 'tis monstrous I 

Jos. Surf, But, my dear Lady Teazle, 'tis your own 
fault if you suffer it. When a husband entertains a 
f groundless suspicion of his wife, and withdraws his con- 
fidence from her, the original compact is broken, and she 
owes it to the honoxu' of her sex to endeavour to outwit 
him. 

Lady Teaz, Indeed I ^ that,, if he suspects me without 
cause, it follows, that the best way *6f Ctifihg Tils Jealbusy 
is to give him reason for 't I 

Jos, Sur/. Undoubtedly — ^for yom* husband should never 
be deceived in you : and in that case it becomes you to be 
frail in compliment to his discernment. 

Lady Teaz, To be sure, what you say is; very reasonable, 
and when the consciousness of my innocence 

Jos. Surf. Ah, my dear madam, there is the great mis- 
take I 'tis this very conscious innocence that is of the 
greatest prejudice to you. What is it makes you negligent 
of forms, and careless of the world's opinion ? why, the 
consciousness of your own innocence. What makes you 
thoughtless in your conduct, and apt to run into a thousand 
little imprudences ? why, the consciousness of your own 
innocence. Wh^t inakes you impatient of Sir Peter's 
temper, and outrageous at his suspicions ? why, the con- 
sciousness of your innocence. 

Lfidy Teaz. 'Tis very true! 



Digitized by 



Google 



S<3EN^ III THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL 229 

Jos. Surf, Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you would but 
once make a trifling faux pas, you can't conceive liow 
cautious you would grow, and how ready to iMmour and 
agree with your husband. 

Lady Teaz, Do you think so ? 

Jos. Surf. Oh, I am sure on't; and then you would 
find all scandal would cease at once, for — in sho rty vour \ 
character at pr esent is like a person^in a jglethora, abso- J 
Itttely dyiiig frcTmllop much TiealtB. 

"^Lady ^eaz. So, so ; then I perceive your prescription is, k 
that I mustjin in my own defence, and part with my virtue / 
to preserve my reputation. I 

Jos. Surf. Exactly so, upon my credit, ma'am. 

Lady Teaz. .Well, certainly this is the oddest doctrine, 
and the newest receipt for avoiding calumny I 

Jos. Surf. An infsdlible one, believe me. Prudence, 
like experience, must be paid for. 

Lady Teaz. Why, if my understanding were once con- 
vinced 

Jos. Surf. Oh, certainly, madam, your understanding 
should be convinced. Yes, yes — Heaven forbid I should 
persuade you to do anything you thought wrong. No, no, 
I have too much honour to desire it. 

Lady Teaz. Don't you think we may as well leave honour 
out of the argument ? [Rises 

Jos. Surf. Ah, the ill effects of your country education, 
I see, still remain with you. 

Lady Teaz. I doubt they do indeed; and I will fairly 
own to you, that if I could be persuaded to do wrong, it 
would be by Sir Peter's ill usage sooner than your honour- 
able logic, after all. 

Jos. 5ur/.-^Then, by this hand, which he is unworthy 

of [Taking her hand 

Re-enter Servant 

'Sdeath, you blockhead, what do you want ? 

Ser. I beg your pardon, sir, but I thought you would 
not choose Sir Peter to come up without announcing him. 

Jos. Surf. Sir Peter I— Oons— the devil I 

Lady Teaz. Sir Peter I O Lud I I'm. ruined I I'm 
ruined I 

Ser. Shr, 'twasn't I let him in. 

La4u Teaz. Oh I I 'm quijte undone I What will become 
of me ? Now, Mr. Logic — Oh I mercy, sir> he 's on the 
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Stairs— I '11 get befafod here — ^and ifeV^ I *m sa iihpriident 

again . [Goes behind 'the screen 

Jos. Swf^ Give me that book* ^ - m-.u*.^ ,.♦>* «• 

[Sits down. Servant pretends to adjust his chair 

Enter Sir Petbr Teazle 

Sir Pet Ay, ever improving himself — ^Mir. Stirface, Mr. 
Surface {Pcds JosEt»H on the shoulder 

Jos. Surf. Oh, my dear Sir Peter, I beg your pardon — 
[Gaping, thtows away the book.] I have been dozing over a 
stupid book. Well, I am much obliged to you fdr this call. 
You haven't been here, I believe, sinee I fitted up this room. 
Books, you know, are the only thing I am a coxcomb in. 

Sir Pet. 'Tis Very neat indeed. Well, well, that's 
proper; and you can make even your screen a source of 
knowledge — hung, I perceive, with maps. 

Jos. Surf. Ohf^yeSy I find great use in that screen. 

Sir Pet I dare say you must, certainly, when you want 
to find anything in a hiury. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, twp to hide any thing in a hurt*J^ either. 

. ^ [Aside 

Sir Pet Well, I have a little private business 

Jos. Surf. Yon need not stay. • [To Servant 

Ser. No, sir. [Exit 

Jos. Surf. Here 's a chair. Sir F*eter-— I beg 

Sir Pet Well, now we are alone, there is a subject, my 
dear friend, on which I wish to unburden my mind to you 
— a point of the greatest moment to my peace ; in short, 
my good friend. Lady Teazle's conduct of late has made 
me. v-ejy, unhappy. ^ ..^ *- 

Job. Surf.' Indeed I I am very sorry to hear it. 

Sir Pet Yes, 'tis but too plain she has not the least 
regard for me ; buty what ?s Wol*se, I have pretty good 
authority to suppose she has formed an attachment to 
another. 

Jos. Surf. Indeed I you astonish me I 

S^ Pet Yes I and, between ^urselves, I thfrik I *ve 
discovered the i)ergon. 
. Jos. Surf. How I ' you ialarm me exceedlhgly. 

Sir Pet Ay, my dear friend, I knew you would sym- 
pathise with me I » . : , ; 

Jvs. Siirf. Yes,' bellev© me. Sit Petfer,' suth a disfcbvery 
wotdd hurtme just as miich as it Would yoti. 
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Sir Pet I am cdnviniced of it. Ah I it is:k happiness to 
have a friend whom we ca&i trust even 'with one's family 
secrets. But have you no guess who I mekn? 

Jd$. Surf, I haven't the most distant idea. It can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite I 

Sir Pet, Oh no I What say you jQ.Qj^sT ,^. 

Jos. Surf, My brother I impossible I . 

Sir Pet, Oh, my dear friend, \tfie goodness of y6ur own J 
heart misleads you. You Judge of others by yourself^^^^ 

Jo$. Surf, Certainly, Sir Peter, the hfeart that is conscious 
of its own integrity is ever slow to credit another's treachery. 

Sir Pet. True; but your brother has' no sentiment— you 
never hear him talk so. 

Jos* Surf. Yet I can't but think Lady Teazle herself has 
too much principle. 

Sir Pet. Ay ; but what is principle against the flattery 
of a handsome, lively young fellow? 

Jos. Surf. That '« very true. 

Sir Pet. And then, you know, the difference of our ages 
makes it very improbable that she should have any great 
aifection for me ; and if she were to be frail, and I were to 
make it public, why the town would only laugh at me, the 
foolish old bachelor who had married a girl. 

Jos. Surf. That 's true, to be sure — ^thcy would laugh. 

Sir Pet. Laugh I ay, and make ballads, and paragraphs, 
and the devil knows what of me. 

Jos. Surf. No, you must never make it public 

Sir Pet, But then, again— that the nephew of my old 
friend. Sir Oliver, should be the person to attempt such a 
wrong, hurts me more neariy. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, there ''s^ the point. When ingratitude 
barbs the dart of injiuy, the woimd has double danger in 
it. 

Sir Pet. Ay — I, that was, in a manner,ileft his guardian ; 
in whose house he had been so often entertained ; who 
never in my life denied him — ^my advice I 

Jos. Surf. Oh, 'tis not to be credited I There may be a 
man capable of such baseness^ to be sure; but, for my 
part, till you can give me positive proofs, I ciannot but 
doubt it. However, if it should be proved on him, he is 
no longer a brother of mine^— I disclaim kindred with him : 
for the man who can break the laws of hospitality, and 
tezhpt the wife ofhis'friend^ deserves to be branded as the 
pest of society, : 
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Sir Pet. What a difference Jbere is between jtouX, What 
noble sentiments I ' 

^sl'lSuff. Yet I cannot suspect Lady Teazle's honour. 

Sir Pet I am sure I wish to think well of her, and to 

remove all ground of quarrel between us. She has lately 

reproached me more than once with having made no 

settlement on her; and, in our last .quarrel, she almost 

hinted that she should not break her heart if I was dead. 

Now, as we seem to differ in our ideas of expense, I have 

resolved she shall have her own way, and be her own 

mistress in that respect for the future ; and, if I were to 

die, she will find I hsiscSi^ not been inattentive to her in- 

I terest while living. \Here, my friend, are the drafts of 

J two deeds, which I wish to have your opinion on. By 

; one, she will enjoy eight hundred a year independent while 

' I live ; and, by the other, the bulk of my fortune at my 

death.\ 

Jos. Surf. This conduct. Sir Peter, is indeed truly gener- 
ous. — [Aside,] I wish it may not corrupt my pupU. 

Sir Pet. Yes, I determined she shall have no cause to 
complain, though I would not have her acquainted with 
the latter instance of my affection yet a while. 

Jos. Surf. Nor I, if I could help it. [Aside 

( Sir Pet. And now, my dear friend, if you please, wejyiU 
talk over the situation of your hopes with Maria. " "" 

"Jos. Sarf. [Softly.] Oh no. Sir Peterr another tune, if 
you please. 

Sir Pet I am sensibly chagrined at the little progress 
you seem to make in her affections. 

Jos. Surf. [Softly.] I beg you will not mention it. What 
are my disappointments when your happiness is in debate I 
— [Aside.] 'Sdeath, I shall be ruined every way I 

Sir Pet. And though you are averse to my acquainting 
Lady Teazle with your passion, I 'm sure she 's not your 
enemy in the affair. 

Jos. Surf. Pray, Sir Peter, now oblige me. I am really • 
too much affected by the subject we have been speaking 
of to bestow a thought on my own concerns. The man 
who is entrusted with his friend's distresses can never 

Re-enter Servant 
Well, su-? 

Ser. Your brother, sir, is speaking to a gentleman in the 
street, and he says he knows you are within. 
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Jos. Surf. 'Sdeath, blockhead, I'm not within — I'm 
out for the day. 

Sir Pet Stay — hold — a thought has struck me : — you 
shall be at home. 

Jos. Surf. Well, well, let him up. — [Exit Servant.] 
He'll interrupt Sir Peter, however. [Aside 

Sir Pet Now, my good friend, oblige me, I entreat you. 
Before Charies comes, let me conceal myself somewhere, V 
tESn do you tax Tilm on the point we have been talking, j 
awrhB answer may satisfy me at once. / 

*Jos. Surf. Oh fie. Sir Peter I would you have me join 
In so mean a trick ?-*-to trepan my brother too ? ^' 

Sir Pet. Nay, you tell me you are siu*e he is innocent ; 
if so, you do him the greatest service by giving him an 
opportunity to clear himself, and you will set my heart at 
rest. Come, you shall not refuse me : [Going up.] here, 
behind the screen will be — ^Hey I what the devil I jthere I 
s eems to be one listener here already — I '11 swear I saw a I 
petOcoatT " " ^"' 

" Jos. Surf. Ha I ha I ha I Well this is ridiculous 
enough. I '11 tell you. Sir Peter, though I hold a man of 
Intrigue to be a most despicable character, yet, you know, 
it does ufli follow that one is to be an absolute Joseph 
either I iHark'ee, 'tis a little French milliner, a silly rogue 
that plagues me ; and having some character to lose, on 
your coming, sir, she ran behind the screen, j 

Sir Pet. Ah, Joseph I Joseph I Did I ever think that 

you -But, egad, she has overheard all I have been 

saying of my wife. 

Jos. Surf. Oh, 'twill n^ver go any farther, you may 
depend upon it I 

Sir Pet. No I then, faith, let her hear it out.-^Here 's a 
closet will do as well. 

Jos. Surf. Well, go in there. 

Sir Pet. Sly rogue I sly rogue. [Goes into the closet 

Jos. Surf. A narrow escape, indeed I and a curious situa- 
tion I 'm in, to part man and wife in this manner. 

Lady Teaz. [Peeping.] Couldn't I steal off? 

Jos Surf. Keep close, my angd^t 
- Sir Pet. [Peeping.] Joseph, tax him home. 

Jos Surf. Back, my dear friend! 

Lady Teaz. [Peeping.] Couldn't you lock Sir Peter 
in? 

Jos. Surf. Be still, my life I 
78— H* 
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Sir Pet. [Peeping.] You'ce.sure the little milliner won't 
blab? 

Jos. Surf. In, Jn, my dear Sir Peter I — 'Fore Gad, I 
wish I had a key to the door* 

Enter Chaei.es Surface 

Chas. Surf. Holla I brother, what has been the matter ? 
Your fellow would not let me up at first. What I have you 
had a Jew or a wench with you ? 

Jos. iSur/. Neither, brother, I assure you. 

Chas. JSiirf. But what has made Sir Peter steal off ? I 
thought he had been with you. 

Jos, Surf. He was, brother; but, hearing you were 
coming* he did not choose to stay. 

Chas. Surf. What I was the old gentleman afraid I 
wanted to borrow money of him ? 

Jos. Surf. No, sir : but I am sorry to find, Charles, you 
have lately given that worthy man grounds for great xm- 
easiness, 

Chas. Surf. Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many 
worthy men. But how so, pray ? 

Jos. Surf^ To be plain with you, brother, he thinks you 
are endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle's affections from 
^him. 

Chas. Surf. Who, I ? O Lud 1 not I, upon my word. — 
Ha I ha I ha I ha 1 so the old fellow has f^nnd out that 
he has got ai young wife, has he ? — or, what. is worse. Lady 
Teazle has found out she has an old husband ? 

JpSi Surf. This is no subject to jest on, brother. He 
who can laugh 

Chas. Surf. True, true, as ypu were going to say^ — ^then, 
seriously, I never had the least idea of what you charge me 
with, upon my honour. ^ . > 

Jos. Surf. Well,' it will ^ve Sir Peter great satisfaction 
to hear this. [Raising his voice 

Chas. Surf. To be sure I once thought the lady seemed 
to have taken a fancy to me ; but, upon my soul, I never 
gave her the least encouragement. , Besides^ you know my 
attachment to Maria. 

Jos. Surf. But siu-e, brother, even if Lac|y Teazle had 
betrayed the fondest partiality )for your-; — - 

Chas. Surf. Why, look'ee, Joseph, I hope I shall never 
deliberately do a dishonourable action ; but if a pretty 
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woman was purposely to throw herself In jtty way— and 
that pretty woman married to a man old enough to be her 
father — — 

Jos, Surf. Weill 

Chas. Surf. Why, I believe I should be dillged to 

Jos. Surf. What? 

Chas. Surf. To borrow a little of your morality, that's 
all. But, brother, do you know now that you surprise me 
exceedingly, by naming me with Lady Teazle; lai^l'MtJ^* 
I always. un^er§lQQd you were her fayoiirite. 
" Jos. Surf. Oh, for shame, Charles I This retort is 
foolish. 

Chas. Surf. Nay, I swear I have seen you exchange 
significant Ranees- 
Jos. Surf. Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest. 

Chas. Surf. Egad, I 'm serious I Don't you remember 
one day, when I called here- 

Jos. Surf. Nay, pr'ythee, Charles ^ 

Chas. Surf. And found you together 

Jos. Surf. Zounds, sir, I insist 

Chas. Surf. And another time when your servant 

Jos. Surf. Brother, brother, a word with you l^Aside.] 
Gad, I must stop him. 

Chas. Surf. Informed, I say, that— **- 

Jos. Surf. Hush I I beg your pardon, but Sir Peter has 
overheard all we have been saying. I knew you would 
clear yourself, or I should not have consented. 

Chas. Surf. How> Sir Peter I Where is he ? 

Jos. Surf. Softly, there I [Points to the closet 

Chas. Surf. Oh, 'fore Heaven, I'll have him out. Sir 
Peter, com<a forth I 

Jos. Surf. No, no ^ 

Chas. Surf. I say. Sir* Peter, come into court.-^[Pu//5 ,fn 
Sir Peter.]. What I my old guardian I— What 1 . turn 
inquisitor^ and .take evidence incog. ? Oh fie I "Oh fie I 

Sir Pet' Give 'me your hand, Cliarlos— I beileve I havt 
suspebted ydu wrongfully ; but you mustn't be angry with 
Joseph — 'twas my plan I L . 

Chins. Surf, lude^l i 

Sir Pet. But I acquit you. I promise you I don't think 
near s& ill of you as*^I did : what I'havief he^d has given 
me great satisfaction* , . ; , i 

Chas. Surf. Egad,^ th^n,^ 'twas liurky yotf /didn't hear any 
tadreJ Wasn't it, Joseph ? . / ' *: 



Digitized by 



Google 



236 THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL Act IV 

Sir Pet. Ah I you would have retorted on him. 

Chas. Surf, Ah, ay, that was a joke. 

Sir Pet, Yes, yes, I know his honour too well. 

Chas, Surf, But you might as well have suspected him 
as me in this matter, for all that. Mightn't he, Joseph ? 

Sir Pet, Well, well, I believe you. 

•705. Surf, Would they were both out of the room I 

[Aside 

Sir Pet, And in future, perhaps, we may not be such 
strangers. 

Re-enter Servant, and whispers Joseph Surface 

SerD, Lady Sneerwell is below, and says she will come 
up. 

Jos, Surf, Lady Sneerwell I Gad's life I she must not 
come here. [Exit Servant.] Gentlemen, I beg pardon — 
I must wait on you down-stairs : here is a person come on 
particular business. 

Chas, Surf. Well, you can see him in another room. Sir 
Peter and I have not met a long time, and I have something 
to say to him. 

Jos. Surf, [Aside,] They must not be left together. — 
[Aloud,] I'll send Lady Sneerwell away, and return 
directly. [Aside to Sir Peter.] Sir Peter, not a word 
of the French milliner. 

Sir Pet. [Aside to Joseph Surface.] I ! not for the 

world I — [Exit Joseph Surface.] Ah, Charles, if you 

associated more with your brother, one might indeed hope 

for your reformation. He is a man of sentiment. Well, 

^ there is nothing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment. 

Chas, Surf, Psha I he is too moral by half; and so 
apprehensive of his gooxi name, as he calls it, that I suppose 
he would as soon let a priest into his house as a wench. 

Sir Pet, No, no, — come, come, — you wrong him. No, 
no I Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint either, in 
that respect. — [Aside,] I have a great mind to tell him — 
we should have such a laugh at Joseph. 

Chas. Surf. Oh, hang him I he 's a very anchorite, a young 
hermit. / 

Sir Pet. Hark'ee — ^you must not abuse him: he may 
chance to hear of it again, I promise you. 

Chas. Surf. Why, you won't tell him ? 

Sir Pet. No— but— this Yroy.— [Aside.] Egad, I'U teU 
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him. — [Aland,] Hark'ee — ^have you a mind to have a good 
laugh at Joseph ? 

Chas. Surf. I should like it of all things. 

Sir Pet Then, i' faith, we wiU f I 'U be quit with him 
for discovering me. He^had a .gitl »ith him wJj^U I called. I 

[Whispers * 

Chas. Surf. What I Joseph ? you jest. 

Sir Pet Hush I — ^a little JFirench mytoer— and the best 
of the jest i&^she 's in the. room now. 
'^Chas.^Surf. The devil she is I 

Sir Pet Hush I I tell you. [Points to the screen 

Chas. Surf. Behind the screen I 'Slife, let 's imvtil her 1 

Sir Pet. No, no, he 's coming : — ^you sha'n't, indeed I 

Chas. Surf. Oh, egad, we '11 have a peep at the little 
milliner t 

Sir Pet. Not for the world I — Joseph will never forgive 
me. 

Chas. Surf. I '11 stand by you 

Sir Pet. Odds, here he is I 

[Charles Surface throws down the screen 

Re-enter Joseph Surface 

Chas. Surf. Lady Teazle, by all that 's wonderful I 
Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that 's damnable I 
Chas. Surf. Sir Peter, this is one of the smartest French 
milliners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been 
diverting yourselves here at hide and seek, and I don't see 
who is out of the secret. Shall I beg your ladyship to 
inform me ? Not a word I — Brother, will you be pleased 
to explain this matter ? What I is Morality dumb too ? — 
Sir Peter, though I foimd you in the dark, perhaps you are 
not so now I All mute !— Well — ^though I can make 
nothing of the affair, I suppose you perfectly understand 
one another : so I '11 leave you to yourselves. — [Going.] 
Brother, I 'm sorry to find you have given that worthy man 
grounds for so much uneasiness. — Sir Peter I there 's 
nothing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment I [Exit 
Jt7r."Surf.' Sir Peter — notwithstanding — I confess — ^that 
appearances are against me — ^if you will afford me your 
patience — I make no doubt — but I shall explain everything 
to your satisfaction. 

Sir Pet. If you please, sir. 

Jos. Surf. The fact is, sir, that Lady Teazle, knowing 
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my pretensioftis to your ward Maria-^I say, sir, Lady Teazle, 
being apprehensive of the jealousy of your temper — and 
knowing my friendship to the family — ^she, sir, I say — called 
here — ^In order that — I might explain these pretensions — 
but on your coming— being apprehensive — as I said— of your 
jealousy^— she withdrew — and this, you may depend on it, 
is the whole truth of the matter. , 

Sir Pet. A very,iClear account* upon my word; and I 
• dare swear the lady will v^uch for. every article 6t it. 

Lady Teaz. For not one word of It, Sir Peten. 

Sir .Pet Howl don't you think^it worth while to agree 
I in the lie ? 

\ Lady, Teaz. There is not one syllable of truth in what 
\ that gentleman has told you. 

Sir Pet. I believe you, lipon my soul, ma'am I 

Jo8. Surfi [Aiide to Lady Teazle:] 'Sdeath, madam, 
will you betray me ? 

Lady Teaz. Good Mr. Hypocitte, by ^raur , kflve.,-J '11 
speak for myself. 

Sir Pet. Ay^ let her alone, sir ; you 'U fin4 she '11 make 
out a better story than you, without prompting. 

Lady Teaz. Hear me,. Sis Petfcrl— I came here on no 
matter relating to your ward, and even ignorant of this 
gentl^maii's pretensions to her. /But I came, seduced by 
his insidipus arguments, at least to. listen to his pretended 
passions if not to sacrifice your honour to his baseness. 

Sir Pc/. iNow, I believe, the truth is coming indeed f 

Jos. Surf. The woman's madh 

^ Lady Teaz- No, ^ir; she has recovered her senses^ and 

^ your QyrA arts, have furnished her. with the means.— r^!^ 

) Peter,. I do not expect you to credit me— but the tenderness' 

{ you e:3q}TessedtfQr.me,iWhen I jsaa sure you, could, not think 

I was a iwitness ito; it, has so penetrated; to nty heart, that 

had I left the place without th^ shfeme of this discovery, 

my future life should have spoken the sincerity «f my 

gratitude.. As for th^t smooth-tongued hypocrite, who 

would have seduced the wife of his too credulous friend, 

while he affected honourable addresses to his ward— I 

behold him now in a light so despicable, that I shall never 

again respect myself for h^ng listened to him. [Exil 

X •/<»• Surf. Notwithstanding, all this, Sir Peter, Heaven 

knows 

Sir Pet. That you are a villain 1. and so I leave you to 
your conscience. ^ - *— 
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Jos. Sutf, You aire too r6sh. Sir Petet-; yoU shall hear 

me. The man who shuts out conviction by l>efusing to 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn your sentiments I 

[Ezeimt Sir Peter and Joseph^" Surface, talking 



ACT FIVE 
Scene I. — The Library in Joseph Surface's House 

Enter Joseph Surface and Servant 

. Jos. Surf. Mr. Stanley I and why should you think I 
would see him ? you must know he comes to ask something. 
. Ser. Sir, I should not have let him in, but that Mr. 
Rowley came to the door with him. 

Jos. Surf. Psha I blockhead I to suppose that I should 
now be in a temper to receive visits from poor relations 1 — 
Well, why don't you show the fellow up ? 

Sen I will, sir. — "Why, sir, it was not my fault that Sir 
Peter discovered my lady-^ ^ 

Jos. Surf. Go, fool 1 — [Exit Servant.] Sure Fortune 
never played a man of my policy such a trick before I My 
ch^acter with Sir Peter, my hope^.with Maria, destroyed 
in a moment I I 'm in a rare humoiu: to listen to other 
people's distresses I I shan't be able to bestow even a 
benevolent sentiment on Stanley. — So 1 here he comes, 
and Rowley with him. I must try to recover myself, and 
put a little charity into my face, however, [Exit 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley 

Sir Oliv. What 1 does he avoid us ? That was he, was 
it not ? 

Row. It was, sir. But I doubt you are come a little too 
abruptly. His nerves are so weak, that the sight of a 
poor relation may be too much for him. I should have 
gone first to break it to. him. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, plague of his nerves I Yet this is he whom 
Sir Peter extols as a man of the most benevolent Way of 
thinking I 

Row. As to his way of thinking, I cannot pretend to 
decide ; for, to do him Justice, he appears to have as much 
speculative benevolence as any private gentleman in the 
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kingdom, though he is seldom so sensual as to indulge him- 
self in the exercise of it. 

Sir Oliu, Yet he has a string of charitable sentiments 
at his fingers' ends. 

Row, Or, rather, at his tongue's end. Sir Oliver ; for I 
believe there is no sentiment he has such faith in as that 
Charity begins at home. 

Sir Oliv, And his, I presume, is of that domestic sort 
which never stirs abroad at all. 

Row. I doubt you '11 find it so; but he 's coming. I 
mustn't seem to interrupt you ; and you know, imme- 
diately as you leave him, I come in to announce your 
arrival in your real character. 

Sir Oliv. True : and afterwards you '11 meet me at Sir 
Peter's. 

Row. Without losing a moment. [Exit 

Sir Oliv. I don't like the con^plaisance of his features. 

Re-enter Joseph Surface 

Jos. Surf. Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons for keep- 
ing you a moment waiting. — ^Mr. Stanley,' I presume. 

Sir Oliv. At your service. 

Jos. Surf. Sir, I beg you will do me the honour to sit 
down — I entreat you, sir. 

Sir Oliv. Dear sir — ^there 's no occasion. — [Aside.] Too 
civil hy ha}f I 

Jos. Surf. I have not the pleasure of knowing you, Mr. 
Stanley ; but I am extremely happy to see you look so 
well. You were nearly related to my mother, I think, Mr. 
Stanley ? 

Sir Oliv. I was, sir ; so nearly that my present poverty, 
I fear, may do discredit to her wealthy children, else I 
should not have presumed to trouble you. 

Jos. Surf. Dear sir, there needs no apology ; — ^he that is 
in distress, though a stranger, has a right to claim kindred 
with the wealthy. I am sure I wish I wag one of that 
class, and had It in my power to offer you even a small 
relief. 

Sir Oliv. If your uncle. Sir Oliver, were here, I should 
have a friend. 

Jos. Surf. I wish he was, sir, with all my heart : you 
should not want an advocate with him, believe me, sir. 

Sir Oliv. I should not need one — my distresses would re- 
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commend me* But I imagined his bounty i^ould enable 
you to become the agent of his charity. 
- .,, Jos. Surf, My dear sir, you were strangely misinformed. 
\ Sir Oliver is a worthy man, a very worthy man; but 
avarice, Mr. Stanley^ is the vice of age. I will tell you, my 
gobd'sir, in confidence, what he has.doneJtoJLni.e has^een 
a jaere . nothing ; though people, I know, have thoujght 
otherwise, and, for my part, I never chose to contradict 
the report. ) 

Sir Oliv. What I has he never transmitted you bullion 
— ^rupees — ^pagodas ? 

Jos. Surf. Oh, dear sir, nothing of the kind. No, no ; <- 
a few presents now and then — china, shawls, congou tea, 
avadavats, and Indian crackers — ^little more, believe me. 

Sir Olio. Here 's gratitude for twelve thousand pounds I 
— ^Avadavats and Indian crackers I [Aside 

Jos. Surf. Then, my dear sir, you have heard, I doubt 
not^ of the extravagance of my brother : there are very y 
few would credit what I have done for that unfortunate 
young man. 

Sir Oliv. Not I, for one I [Aside 

Jos. Surf. The sums I have lent him I Indeed, I have 
been exceedingly to blame ; it was an amiable weakness ; 
however, I don't pretend to defend it — and now I feel it 
doubly culpable, since it has deprived me of the pleasure 
of serving you, Mr. Stanley, as my heart dictates. 

Sir Oliv, [Aside.] Dissembler I — [Aloud.\ Then, sir, you 
can't assist me ? ""^ 

Jos. Surf. At present, it grieves me to say, I cannot ; 
but, whenever I have the ability, you may depend upon 
hearing from me. 

Sir Oliu. I am extremely sorry 

Jos. Surf. Not more than I, believe me ; to pity, with- 
out the power to relieve, is still more painful than to ask 
and be denied. 

Sir Oliv. Kind sir, your most obedient himible servant. 

Jos. Surf. You leave me deeply affected, Mr. Stianley. — 
William, be ready to open the door. [Calls to Servant. 

Sir Oliu. Oh, dear sir, no ceremony. 

Jos. Surf. Your very obedient. 

Sir Oliv. Your most obsequious. 

Jos. Surf. You may depend upon hearing from me, 
whenever I can be of service. 

Sir Oliv. Sweet sir, you are too good 1 
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Jos. Surf. In. the meantime I TTish you health and 
spirits. 

Sir Oliv. Your ev^ grateful and perpetual hunible 
servant. r . • 

Jos. Surf. Sir, yours as sincerely. 

Sir Oliv. [Aude.] Now I am satisfied. [Exit 

Jos. Surf. This is one bad effect of a good character ; 
it invites application from the unfortunate, and there 
needs no small degree of address to gain the reputation of 
benevolence without incmrring the expense. The silver 
ore of pure charity is an expensive article in the catalbgue 
of a man's good qualities ; whereas the sentimental French 
plate I use instead of it makes just as good a sho*w, and 
pays no tax. 

Re-enter Rowi.ey ^ 

Row. Mr. Surface, your servant : I was' apprehensive 
of interrupting yoir, though my business demands imme- 
diate attentio(n, as this note will inform you. 

Jos. Surf. Always happy to see Mr. Rowley, — a rascal. 
— [Aside. Reads the letter.] Sir Oliver Surface I — ^My 
uncle arrived I 

Row. He is, indeed: we have lust parted — quite well, 
after a speedy voyage, and inipatient to embrace his 
worthy nephew. 

Jos. Surf. I am astonished I-— William I stop Mr. Stan- 
ley, if he 's not gone. [Calls to Servant 

Row. Oh I he 's out of reach, I believe. 

Jos. Surf. Why did you not let me know this when you 
came in together ? 

Row. I thought you had particular business. But I 
must be gone to inform your brother, and appoint him 
here to meet your uncle. He will be with you in a quarter 
of an hour. 

Jos. Surf. So he says. Well, I am strangely overjoyed 
at his coming. — [Aside.] Never, to be sure, was anything 
so damned unlucky I 

Row. You will be delighted to see how well he looks. 

Jos. Surf. Oh 1 I 'm overjoyed to hear it.^Aside.] Just 
at this time I 

Row. 1 'U tell him how impatiently you expect him. 

Jos. Surf. Do, do; pray give my best duty and affec- 
tion. Indeed, I cannot express the sensations I feel at 
the thought of seeing him — [Eodt Rowley.] Certainly 
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his coming just at Uds time. is the. cruellest piece* c^ ill 
fortune. [Exit 



ScEa^E II.*-*-A Room in Sir Peter Teazle's House 
Eidet Mrs. Candour and Maid 

Maid. Indeed, ma'am, my lady will see nobpdy at 
present. ; _ 

Mrs. Can. Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs. 
Candour? 

Maid. Yes, ma'am ; but she begs you will excuse her. 

Mrs. Can^ Dc^go again ; J shall be glad to see her, if it 
be only for a moment, for I am sure she must be in great 
distress. — [Exif ^^p.] Dear ^eart» how provoking ] I 'm, 
not mistress of half the circumstances 1 We shall have ^^ 
the whole affair in the nempapers, with the names of the 
parties at length, before I have dropped the story at a ^ 
dozen house$. , , 1 

, J?xi/er Sir Benjai^in Backbite 



Oh, dear Sir BenjaipinI, you have heard* X suppose 

Sit Ben. Of L^dy Teazle and Mr. Siirface- 

Mrs. Can. And Sir Peter's dfscovery • 

Sir Ben. Oh, the strangest piece of business, to be sure I 
Mrs. Can. Well, I never was so surprised in my life. I 

am so sorry for all parties, indeed. 

Sir Ben. Now, I don't pity Sir Peter at all : be was so 

extravagantly, partial to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Can. Mr/ Surface I Why, 'twas with Charles 

Lady Teazle was detected. 

Sir Ben. No, no, I tell you : Mr. Surface is the gallant. 
Mrs. Can. No such thing I flharles is the man. 'Twas 

Mr; Surface! brought Sir Peter on purpose to discover them. 

Sir Ben. I tell yoii I had it from one 

Mrs. Can. And I have it from one 

Sir Ben. Who had it from one, who had it- 



Mrs. Can. From one ^ immediately. But here comes 
Liady Snee^well ; perhaps she knows the whole affair. 

Enter Lady Sneerwell 

iMdy Sneer. So, my cjear Mrs. Candour, here 's a sad 
affair of our friend Lady Teazle 1 
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Mrs, Can. Ay, my dear friend^ who would have 
thought 

Lady Sneer. Well, there is no trusting appearances ; 
though, indeed, she was always too lively for me. 

Mrs. Can. To be sure, her manners were a little too 
free ; but then she was so young I 

Lady Sneer. And had, indeed, some good qualities. 

Mrs. Can. So she had, indeed. But have you heard the 
particulars ? 

Lady Sneer. No ; but everybody says that Mr. Sur- 
face 

Sir Ben. Ay, there ; I told you Mr. Surface was the 
man. \ 

Mrs. Can. No, no ; indeed the assignation was with 
Charles. 

Lady Sneer. With Charles I You alarm me, Mrs. Can- 
dour ! 

Mrs. Can. Yes, yes ; he was the lover. Mr. Surface, to 
do him justice, was only the informer. 

Sir Ben. Well, I '11 not dispute with you, Mrs. Candour ; 
but, be it which it may, I hope that Sir Peter's wound 
will not " ' ^'■'" 

Mrs. Can. Sir Peter's wound 1 Oh, mercy I I didn't 
hear a word of their fighting. 

Lady Sneer. Nor I, a syllable. 

Sir Ben. No I what;».^no mention of the duel ? 

Mrs. Can. Not a word? ^ ~" 

Sir Qen. Oh yes : they fought before theyj gft the ro om. 

Lady Sneer. Pray, let us hear. 

Mrs. Can. Ay, do oblige us with the duel. 

Sir Ben. " Sir," says Sir Peter, immediately after the 
; discovery, " you are a mosi un^raiefal fellow." 

Mrs. Can. Ay, to Charles 

Sir Ben. No, no — ^to Mr. Surface — " a most ungrateful fel- 
low ; and old as I am, sir," says he, " / insist on immediate 
satisfaction." 
/ Mrs. Can. Ay, that must have been to Charles ; for 'tis 
^y very unlikely Mr. Surface should fight in his own house. 

Sir Ben. Gad's life, ma'am, not at all — *' giving me imme- 
diate satisfaction." — On this, ma'am. Lady Teazle, seeing 
Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of the room in strong 
hysterics, and Charles after her, calling out for hartshorn 
and water ; then, madam, they began to fight with 
swords 
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Enter Crabtbee 

Crab, With pistols, nephewTr-pistOlsJ- I have it from ^ 
undoubted authority. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, then' It is all true I 

Crab, Too true, indeed, ma'am, and Sir Pete r ij danger- 
ously wounded ' " 

Sir BenTBy a thrust in segoon quite through his left 
side 

Crab, By a bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Mrs. Cahi Mercy" on mft'l "^^oor Sir Peter I 

Crab. Yes, madam ; though Charles would have avoided 
the matter, if he could. 

Mrs. Can. I told you who it was ; I knew Charles was ^^ 
the person. 

Sir Ben. My uncle, I see, knows nothing of the matter. 

Crab. But Sir Peter taxed him with the basest ingrati- 
tude 

Sir Ben. That I told you, you know 

Crab, Do, nephew, let me speak I — and insisted on im- 
mediate 

Sir Ben. Just as I said 



Crab. Odds life, nephew, allow others to know some- 
thing too I A pair of pistols lay on the bureau (for Mr. 
Surface, it seems, had come home the hight before late 
from Salthill, where he had been to see the Montem with 
a friend, who has a son at Eton), so, unluckily, the pistols 
were left charged. 

Sir Ben. I heard nothing of this. 

Crab. Sir Peter forced Charles to take one, and theyx 
fired, it seems, pretty neal^ly together. Charles's shot 
took effect, as I tell you, and Sir Peter's missed ; fbut, 
what is very extraordinary, the ball struck against a ^little 
bronze Shakspeare that stood over the fire-place, grazed 
out of the window at a Tight angle, and wouhded the 
postman^jwho was just coming to the door with*« double 
letter fronPNorthaniptonshire. 

Sir Ben. My uncle's adeouBt-HS" more circumstantial, I 
confess; but I believe mine is the trtie one, for all that. 

Lady Sneer. [Aside.] I atai mOre interested in this affair 
than they imagine, and must have better information. 

[Exit 

Sir Ben. Ah I Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very easily ac- 
counted for. 
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Crab. Yes, yes, they certainly do say — ^but that 's neither 
here nor there. 

Mrs. Coju But, pray, where is Sir Peter at present ? 

Crab. Oh I they brought him home, and he is now in 
the house, though the servants are ordered to deny him. 

Mr9. Can. I believe so, and Lady Teazle, I suppose, at- 
tending him. 

Crab. Yes, yes; and I saw one of the faculty enter 
just before me. 

Sir Ben. Hey I who comes here ? 

Crab. Oh, this is he : the physician, depend on 't. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, certainly ! it must be the physician ; 
and now we shall know. 

Enter Sir Olfver Surface 



Crab. Well, doctor, what hopes ? 

Mrs. Can. Ay, doctor, how 's your patient ? 

Sir Ben. Now, doctor, isn't it a wound with a small- 
sword ? 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax, for a hundred I 

Sir Oliv. Doctor I a wound with a small-sword I and 
a bullet in the thorax I-^Oons 1 are you mad, good 
people ? 

Sir Ben. Peiiiap^) sir, you are, not a doctor ? 

Sir Oliu. Truly, I am to thank you for my degree, if 
I am. , r 

Crab. Only a friend of Sir Peter's, then, I presume. 
But, sir, you must have heard of iiis accident ? 

Sir Oliv. Not a word I 

Crab. Not Qf his being dangerously wounded? 

Sir Oliv. Th^ devil he is I 

Sir Ben. Run through the body 

Crab. Shot in the breast-—^ 

Sir Ben. By one Mr.; Surface 

Crab. Ay, the yoimger.: ■ ' . 

Sir Oliv. Hey 1 what the plaguel , you seem to differ 
strangely ia your aqooimts :; however, you agree that Sir 
Petfer is dapgeroiusly ^WQunded. 

Sir Ben.. Oh, yes, y^ agriee i^ that* ^t . 

Crab. Yes, yes, I believe there caa be no doubt of that. 

Sir Oliv. Then, upon my word, for a person in that 
situation, he is the. most. imprudent. man alive; for here 
he comes, walking as if nothing at all was the matter. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene II THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL 247 

Enter Sir Pehpr. Teazle 

Odds heart. Sir Peter I you are cpme in good time, I 
promise you ; for w^ had just ^ven you over I 

Sir Ben, [Aside to Crabtree.] Egad, uncle, this >i5 the / 
most sudden recovery. 

Sir Oliv. Why, man I what do you out of bed with a 1 
small-sword through your body, and a bullet lodged in ! 
your thorax ? \ 

Sir Pet A small-sword and a bullet I ^ 

Sir Oliv. Ay ; these gentlemen, would haye killed you 
without law or physic, and wanted to dub me a doctor, to z*^ 
make me an accomplice. 

Sir Pet Why, what is all this^? 

Sir Ben, We rejoice. Sir Peter, that the story of the 
duel is not true, and are sincerely sorry for your other 
misfortune. 

Sir Pet^ Sp^Sjaj. ,alj Qver^tlie town already I [Aside 

Crab, Though, Sir Peter, you were certainly vastly to 
blame to marry at your years. 

Sir Pet Sir, what business is that of yours ? , 

Mrs, Can. Though, indeed, as Sir Peter made so good a 
husband, he 's very much to be pitied. 

Sir Pet, Plague on your pity, mg'am I I desire none of it. / 

Sir Beh' However, Sir Petei:, you must not mind the 
laughing and jests you will meet with on the occasion. 

Sir Pet, 5ir, sir ; I desire to be master in my ov^ house. 

Crab, 'Tis no uncommon (fase, that 's one comfort. 

Sir Pet^ I insist on being, left to myself, without cere- 
mony : I insist on your leaving my house directly 1 
, Mrs, Can, Well, well, we are going ; and dep^^d on 't, 
we '11 make the best report of it we can. [Exit 

Sir Pet. Leave my bous^ | , 

Crab, And tell how hardly you *ve been treated. [Exit 

Sir Pet. Leave my housej 

Sir Ben. And how patiently y,ou bear it. [Exit \ 

Sir Pet, Fiends I vipers 1 furies I 6h I that their own j 
venom would choke then;^!, . i . * 

Sir Oliv, They are very provoking indeiedj Sir Peter. 

Jenifer RowtEY ' .\ 

Row, I hear high ^(B9rds>: what has ruffled you, sir? 
Sir Pet, Psha I what signifies asking ? Do I ever pass 
a day wlthofut my .v^gpations ? ' ' 
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Row. Well, I 'm not inquisitive. 
\, Sir OUd. Wen, Sir Peter, I have seen both my nephews 
in the manner we proposed. 

Sir Pet, A precious couple they ate I 

Row. Yes, and Sir Oliver is convinced that your judg- 
ment was right, Sir Peter. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, I find Joseph is indeed the man, after 
all. 

Row. Ay, as Sir Peter says, he is a man of senti- 
ment. 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the sentiments he professes. 

Row. It certainly is edification to hear him talk. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, he 's a model for the young men of the age I 
4 — ^but how's this. Sir Peter? you don't Join us in your 

friend Joseph's praise, as I expected. 
/ Sir Pet Sir Oliver, we live in a damned wicked world, 
/ and the fewer we praise the better. 

Row. What I do you say so. Sir Peter, who were never 
mistaken in your life ? 

Sir Pet Psha I plague on you both I I see by your 
sneering you have heard the whole affair. I shall go 
mad among you I 

Row. Then, to fret you no longer, Sir Peter, we are 
indeed acquainted with it all. I met Lady Teazle coming 
from Mr. Surface's so humbled, that she deigned to 
request me to be her advocate with you. 

Sir Pet And does Sir Oliver know all this? 

Sir Oliv. Every circumstance. 

Sir Pet What, of the closet and the screen, hey ? 

Sir Oliv. Yes, yes, and the little French milliner. Ob, 
I have been vastly diverted with the story I ha I ha I ha I 

Sir Pet 'Twas very pleasant. 

Sir Oliv. I never laughed more in my life, I assure you ; 
ha I ha I ha 1 

Sir Pet Oh, vastly diverting \ ha I ha I ha 1 

Row. To be sure, Joseph with his sentiments I ha I ha I 
ha I 

Sir Pet Yes, yes, his sentiments I ha I ha 1 ha 1 
Hypocritical villain I 
{ Sir Oliv. Ay, and that rogue Charles to pull Sir Peter 
I out of the closet ; ha I ha I ha I 

Sir Pet Ha I ha I 'twas devilish entertaining, to be 
sure! 

Sir Oliv. Ha I ha I ha ! Egad, Sir Peter, I should like 
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to have seen your face when the screen was thrown down ; 
ha! ha I 

Sir Pet Yes, yes, my face when the screen was thrown 
down ; ha I ha I ha I Oh, I must never show my head 
again ! 

Sir Oliv, But conie, come, it isn't fair to laugh at you, 
neither, my old friend ; though, upon my soul, I can't 
help it. 

Sir Pet. Oh, pray don't restrain your mirth on my 
account ; it does not hurt nie at all I I laugh at the 
whole affair myself. Yes, yes, I think being, a standing 
jest for all one's acquaintance a very happy situation. ^ 
Oh yes ; and then of a morning to read the paragraphs j 

about Mr. S , Lady T , and Sir P , will be so/ 

entertaining I 

Row, Without affectation, Sir Peter, you may despise 
the ridicule of fools. But I see Lady Teazle going towards 
the next room ; I am sure you must desire a reconciliation 
as earnestly as she does. 

Sir Oliv. Perhaps my being here prevents her coming to 
you. Well, I 'U leave honest Rowley to mediate between 
you ; but he must bring/ you all presently to Mr. Surface's, 
where I am now -returning, if not to reclaim a libertine, at ' 
least to expose h;]^b.cmy. v 

^tr Pet. Ah, J 'U be poeseni at yoiy^discovering yourself 
there with all my heart ; though 'tis a Idle unlucky place 
for discoveries. 

Row. We'll follow. [Exit Sir Oliver Surface 

Sir Pet. She is not coming here, you see, Rowley. 

Row. No, but she has left the door of that room open, 
you perceive. See, she is in tears. 

Sir Pet. Certainly a little mortification appears very 
becoming in a wife. Don't you think it will do her good 
to let her pine a little ? i 

Row. Oh, this is ungeirerous in you 1 

Sir Pet. Well, I know not what to think. You re- 
member the letter I found of hers evidently intended for 
Charles ? 

Row. A mere forgery. Sir Peter ; laid in your way on 
purpose. This is one of the points which I intend Snake 
shall give you conviction of. 

Sir Pet. I wish I were once satisfied of that. She* looks 
this way. What a remarkably elegant turn of the head 
she has i Rowley, I '11 go to her. 
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Bow. Certainly: , ^ 

Sir Pet Though, when it is known that we are reconciled 
people will laugh at me ten times more. 

Raw.. Let them laugh, and rdtort their malice only by 
showing them you are happy in spite of it. 
^ Sir Pet. r Mth, so I will I and, if I 'm not mistaken, we 
may yet be the happiest couple in the country. 

^, Row. Nay, Sir Peter, he who once lays aside suspicion 

Sir Pc/.,Hold, Master Rowley I if you have any regard for 
me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a sentiment ; 
I have had enough of them .to ^erve me the rest of my life. 

. [Exeunt 



Scene III. — The Library in Joseph Surface's House 
Enter Joseph Subfa€b and Lady Sneerweix 

Lady Sneer. Impossible I WiU not Sir Peter immedi- 
ately be reconciled to Charles, and of course no longer 
oppose his union with Maria ? The thought is distraction 
to me. 

Jos. Surf. Can* passion furnSsh a remedy ? 

Lady Sneer. No, nor cunning either. Oh, I was a fool, 
an idiot, to league with such a blunderer ! 

Jos. Surf. Sure, Lady Sneerwell, I am the greatest 
sufferer ; yet you see I bear the accident with calmness. 

Lady Sneer. Because the disappointment doesn't reach 
your heart ; your interest only attached you to Maria. 
Had you felt for her what I have for that ungrateful libertine, 
neither your temper nor hypocrisy could prevent your 
showing the sharpness of your vexation. 

Jos. Surf. But why should your reproaches fall on me 
for this disappointment? 

Lady Sneer. Are you not the cause of tt ? Had you not 
a sufficient field for your roguery in imposing upon Sir 
Peter, and suppltoting your brother, but you must endeavour 
to seduce his wife ? I hate such an avarice of crimes ; ^is 
an unfair monopoly, and never proq>ei7s* 

Jos. Surf. Well, > I admit I h^ve been to blame. I 
confess I deviated from the direct *road: of wrong, b«t I 
don't think We ^ so totally defeated neither. 
' Lady Sneer. Nd I' • v 

Jos. Surf. You tell me ybw thave made, a trial of Snake 
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since we met, «ad Qiat yon stfll believe^him faithful to 
us?" ' . ■ . . . 

Lady Sneer, I do believe so. 

Jos. Surf. And that he has undettaken, should it be 
necessary, to ^wear and prove that Charles is at this 
time contracted by vows ap<l honour to your ladyship, 
which som^ of his forpier. letters %o yjon will serve to 
support? 

Lady Sneer. This» indeed, might have assisted. 

Jos. Surf. Come, come; it is not too late yet.*^(iif/V)c^m5f 
at the door.] Qut hark I: this is probably my unde. Sir '^ 
Oliver ; retire to that room ; we 'U consult farther when 
he is gone» 

Lady Sneer. Well, but .if .bfi .should find yoii ouL too ? 

Jos. Surf. Oh, I have no fear of that. Sir Peter will 
hold his tongue for his own credit's sake-r-and you may ^ 
depend on it I shall^^opn discover Sir Oliver's weak t 
side I 

^Lddy Sneer. I have no diffidence of your abilities : 
only be constant to one roguery at a time. 

Jos." Surf r J mil; T viSR'l^Exit Lady Snsbrweix.] So I 
'tis confounded hard, after such bad fortune, to be baited 
by one's confe4erate in evil. Well, at all events, my 
character is so much better than Charles's, that I certainly 
— ^hey I — what— this is not Sir Oliver, but old Stanley^ 
again. Plague on't that he should return to tease me just] 
now ! I shall have Sir Oliver <^me and find him here—/ 

and 

Enter Sir Ouver Suhfagb 

Gad's life, Mr. Stanley, why have you come back to plague 
me at this time ? You ^must not stay now, ^poI^ my 
word. 

Sir Oliv. »Sir, I hear your, uncle Oliver is expected here, 
and though he has been so penurious to you, I 'U try what 
he'U do for me* 

Jos. Surf. Sir, 'tis impossible for you to stay now, so 
r must be g Come any other titne, and I promise you, 
you shall be assisted. 

Sir Oliv. No : Sir Oliver and I muigt be acquainted. 

Jos. Surf. Zounds, str 1 • then I insist on your quitting 
the room directly. 

Sir OHv: NAy, s£h^— ^ 

Jos. SUrf. ^ir, 1 insist on't!— Here, WUliamI show 
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this gentleman out. Since you compel me, sir, not one 
moment — ^this is such insolence. [Going to push him out 

Enter Charles Surface 

Chasi Surf. Heyday I what 's the matter now ? What 
the devil, have you got hold of my little broker here ? 
. Zounds, brother, don't hurt little Premium. What 's the 
matter, my little fellow? 

Jos. Surf. So I he has been with you too, has he ? 
/ Chas. Surf. To be isure he has. Why, he 's as honest a 

[ little But siure, Joseph, you have not been borrowing 

\ money too, have you? 

Jos. Surf. Borrowing I no I But, brother, you know 

we expect Sir Oliver here every 

Chas. Surf. O Gad, that 's true i Noll mustn't find the 
little broker here, to be sure. 

Jos. Surf. Yet Mr. Stanley insists 

Chas. Surf. Stanley I why his name 's Premium. 
Jos. Surf. No, sir, Stanley. 
Chas. Surf. No, no, Premium. 
Jos. Surf. Well, no matter which — but — 
I Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, Stanley or Premium, 'tis the same 
/ thing, as you say ; for I suppose he goes by half a hiindred 
names, besides A. B. at the coffee-house. [Knocking 

Jos. Surf. 'SdeathI here's Sir Oliver at the door. — 
Now I beg, Mr. Stanley-- — 

Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, and I beg, Mr. Premium 

Sir Oliv. Gentlemen 

Jos. Surf. Sir, by Heaven you shall go. 
Chas. Surf. Ay, out with him, certainly I 

Sir Oliv. This violence 

Jos. Surf. Sir, 'tis your own fault. 
Chas. Surf. Out with him, to be sure. 

[Both forcing Sir Oliver out 

Enter Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, Maria, and Rowley 

Sir Pet. JV^Ljdd friend, Sir_01iver:rrh^ I What in the 
> name of wonder — here are dutiful nephews — assault their 
uncle ^t a first visit I , . 

Lady Teaz. Indeed, Sir Oliver, 'twas well we came in to 
rescue you. 

Row. Truly it was; for I perceive. Sir Oliver, the 
character of old Stanley w^s no protection to you. 
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Sir Oliv. Nor of Prendum either : the neoQMitles of the 
former could not extort a shilling from that bf^neivplent 
gentleman ; and with the other I stood a chance of faring 
worse than my ancestors, and being knocked down without 
being bid for. ^ 

Jos, Surf, Charles I 

Chas, Surf. Joseph I ' 

Jos, Surf. 'Tis now complete I 

Chasi Surf. Very. 

Sir Oliv. Sir Peter* my friend^ and Rowley too — look on 
that elder nephew <rf mine. Yon know what he has 
already received from my bounty; and you also know 
how gladly I would have regarded half my fortune as held 
in trust for him : Judge then my disappointment in dis- 
covering him to be destitute of truth, charity, and gcati-^ 
tudel.^. J 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I should be more surprised at this 
declaration, if I had not myself .found htm. to be mean, 
treacherous, and hypocritical. 

Lady Teaz. And if the gentleman pleads not guilty to 
these, pray let him call me to his cha^cter. 

Sir Pet. Then, I believe, we need add no more; if he^ 
knows himself, he will consider it as » the most perfect 
punishment, that he is known to the .world. 

Chas. Surf. If they talk this way to Honesty, what will ^ 
they say to me, by-and-by ? [A^ide 

[Sir Peter, Lady Teazle, and Maria retire 

Sir Oliv, As for that prodigal, his brother, there^ 

Chas. Surf, Ay, now comes my turn ; the damned family 
pictures will ruin me 1 [Aside 

Jos, Surf, Sir Oliver — ^uncle, will you honour me with a 
hearing ? 

Clms, Surf. Now, if Joseph would make one of his long 
speeches, I might recollect myself a little. [Aside 

Sir Oliv. I suppose you would undertake to Justify your- 
self ? [To Joseph Surface 

Jo9^ Surf. I trust I eould. 

Sir Oliv. [To Charles Surface.] W^H, sir I — and you 
could justify yoursdf too, I suppose ? 

Chas. Surf. Npt that T know of^ _Sir Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. What I— Little Premiun^has been let too much 
into the secret, I suppose ? 

Chas. Surf. True, sir ; but they wwe family secrets, and 
should not be mentioned again, you know. 
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Row.^ Come) Sir Oliver; I know you cannot s]>eak of 

Chiarles^S follies with anger* n i i u ■ 

' Sir Oliv. Odd's heart, no more 1 can ; noir with (gravity 

either. Sir Peter, do you know the rogue bargained with 

/ me for all his ancestors ; sold me Judges and generals by 

the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as broken china. 

Chas. Surf. To be sure. Sir Oliver, I did make a little 

free with the family canvas, that's the truth on-'L My 

ancestdrs may rise in Judgment against me, there's no 

f denying it ;> but believe me sincere when I tell you-^-and 

) upon my soul I would not say so H I was not — ^that if I 

} do riot appear mortified at^ the exposure of my f(rilies, it 

/" is because I fe^l at this moment the wlaTmest' satisfaction in 

^. seeing you, ' my liberal benefactor. 

Sir Olio,^ Charles, I believe you. Give me your hand 
again : the ill-looking little fellow over the settee has made 
your peace. • 

Chas. Surf, llhen, sir, my gratitude to the original is 
still increased. 

Ladg Teaz. [Adoaneinff.] Yet, I believty Sir OMver, here 

is one whom Chaiies is still more anxious to be reconciled 

to. \P0iniinff to Maria 

Sir Oliv. Oh, I have heard of his^kttadunent Uiere ; and, 

with the young lady^s pardon, if I construe right — ^that 

blush , r . 

Sir Pet. Well, child, speak your sentiments! 
Mar. Sir, I have little to say^ but that I shaU rejoice to 
hear that he is happy ; for me, whatever daim I had to his 
^attention I^^vvillingly resign to one who has a better title. 
"^'"CMs. Surf. How, Maria I 

Sir Pet. HejdAy I what 's the mystery now t While he 

appeared an incorrigible rake you would give your hand to 

no one else ; and how that he is likely to refbrm 1 11 warrant 

you won't have liim I ^ 

Mar. Mia oWn heart and Lady Sneerwell know the cause. 

Chas. • Surf. Lady Sneerwell ! 

Jos. Surf. Brother, it is with great concern I am oblige^ 
to speak on this point, but my regard to Justice comp. 
me, and Lady Sneerwell's injiiries can no longer be eo^ 
cealed. f [Opens the door 

Enter Lady Sneerwell 

Sir P^f. Sol another French milliner t Egad, he has 
one in every room in ther house; I suppose f 
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Lady Sneer. Ungrateful Charleis! W^ll may i^ott be 
surprised, and feel for the indeiicate situation your perfidy 
has forced me into. 

Chas, Stirf. Pray, uncle, is this another plot of yours ? 
For, as I have life, I -don't understand it. 

Jos. Surf. I believe, sir, there is but the evidence of one 
person more necessary to make it extk*emely clear. 

Sir Pet And that person, I imagine, is Mr. Snake*-*- 
Rowley, you were perfectly right to bring him with us, and 
pray let him appear. 

Row. Walk in, .Mr. Snake; 

EnteisSnAKB ' 

I thought his testimony might be wanted: however, it 
ikappeni^ unluckily, that he comes^ to confront Lady Sneer- 
well, not to support her. •, 

Lady Sneer. A villain t Trea<ih^rou6 to me at last I f 
Speak, fellow, have yQu, too, conspired' against me I ( 

Snake. I be^ your/ ladyship ten thousand pardons: you 
paid me exthemely ^liberally for the lie in question ; but 
I unfortsnateiy have been offered double to speak the 
truth. f r— - 

Sir Pd. Hot and icount^-plot, egad I I wish your 
ladyship joy of your negodation. 

Lady Sneer. The torments of shame and dlsapp6intment 
on you all ! [Ooiny 

Lady Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwell-***hefore yon go, let 
me thank you for the ^trouble you and that gentlearnan 
have taken, in writing' letters firom me to Charles, and 
answering them yourself; and let mb also request 
you to make my, respeets* to r^the scandalous college of 
which you are president, and inform them, that Lady 
Teazle, licentiate, begs Idave to return the diploma they \ 
granted her, as she leaves off practice, and kills charac- ' 
ters nolonger* , / 

b Lady Sneer. You too, madam !— provoking— insolent I 
zMay your husband live thede fifty years I [Exit 

'I Sir Pet. OonsI what a fury I • 

tUidy- Teaz. A mali<?ious cr>e?iturer indeed I 

Sir Pet. What ! not for her last wish ? 

Lady Teaz^ Oh no ! 
. Sir Oiiv. Well, sir, a(nd ^What hav^'y0fi ta say now? 

Jos. Surf. Sir, I am so confounded to find that Lady 
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Sneerwell could be guilty of suborning Mr. Snake in this 
manner, to impose on us aU, that I know not what to say : 
however, lest her revengeful spirit should prompt her to 
injure my brother, I had cJertainly better follow her directly. 

For the man who attempts toi [Exit 

^Sir Pet. Moral to the^ lasi J 
J Sir Oliv, Ay, "and marry her, Joseph, if you can. Oil 
and vinegar I — egad, you '11 do very well together. 

Row, I believe we have no more occasion for Mr. Snake 
at present ? 

Snake, Before I go, I beg pardon, once for all, for what- 
ever uneasiness I have been the humble instrument of 
causing to the parties present. 

Sir Pet Well, well, you have made atonement by a 
good deed at last. 

Snake. But I must request of the compiany, that it shall 
never be known. 

Sir Pet. Hey I what the plague I are you ashamed of 
having done a right thing once in your life ? 
--, Snake. Ah, sir, consider — ^I live by the badness of my 
character ; and, if it were once known that I had been 
betrayed into an honest action, I should lose every friend 
I have in the world. 

Sir Oliv, Well, well — ^we *11 not traduce you by saying 
anything in your praise, never fear. [Exit Snake 

Sir Pet, There *s a precipus rogue I 

Lady Teaz. See, Sir Oliver, there needs no persuasion 
now to reconcile your nephew and Maila. 

Sir Oliv. Ay, ay, that *s as it should be, and, e^d» we 'U 
have the wedding to-morrow morning. 

Chas, Surf, Thank you, dear uncle. 

Sir Pet. What, you rogue 1 don't you ask the girl's 
consent first ? 

Chas. Surf. Oh, I have done that a long time — a minute 
" ago— and she has looked yes. 

Mar. For shame, Charles! — I protest, ^ir Peter, there 
has not been a word^ — 

Sir Olio. Well, then, the fewer the better ; may yoinr 
love for each other never know abatement. 

Sir Pet. And may you live as happily together as Lady 
Teazle and I intend to do I 

Chas. Surf. Rowley, my old friend, I am sure you con- 
gratulate>me ; and I suspect that I owe you much. 

Sir Olio. You do, indeed, Charles. 
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Sir Pet. Ay, honest Rowley always said you would y^ 
reform. 

Chas, Surf, Why, as to reforming, Sir Peter, I '11 make 
no promises, and that I take to be a proof that I intend to 
set about it. But here shall be my monitor — ^my gentle 
guide. — ^Ah I can I leave the virtuous path those eyes 
illumine? 

Though thou, dear maid, shouldst waive thy beauty's sway. 

Thou still must rule, because I will obey: 

An humble fugitive from FoUy view, 

No sanctuary iiear but Love and you : [To the atidience 

You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 

For even Scandal dies, if you approve. [Exeunt omnes 
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EPILOGUE BY MR. COLMAN 



Spoken by Lady Teazle 

I, who was late so» volatile and gay, i. 

Like a trade-wind must nevr blow all one way, 
Bend all my cares, my stndies, and .my vows; 
T6 one dull rusty weathercock— iny spouse I 
So wills our virtuous bard — ^the motley. Bayes. 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays ! 
Old bachelors, who marry smart young wives, 
Leam from our play to regulate yom- lives : 
Each bring his dear to town, all faults upon her — 
London will prove the very source of honour. 
Plunged fairly in, like a cold bath it serves. 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves : 
Such is my case ; and yet I must deplore 
That the gay dream of dissipation 's o'er. 
And say, ye fair I was ever lively wife, 
Born with a genius for the highest life, 
Like me untimely blasted in her bloom. 
Like me condemned to such a dismal doom ? 
Save money — ^when I just knew how to waste it ! 
Leave London — ^just as I began to taste it ! 

Must I then watch the early crowing cock, 
The melancholy ticking of a clock ; 
In a lone rustic hall for ever pounded. 
With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats surrounded ? 
With humble curate can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire,) 
And at backgammon mortify my soul, 
Tliat pants for loo, or flutters at m vole ? 
Seven's the main I Dear sound that must expire. 
Lost at hot cockles round a Christmas fire ; 
The transient hour of fashion too soon i^ent. 
Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content I 
Farewell the plumed head, the cushioned teiCy 
That takes the cushion from its proper seat I 
That spirit-stirring drum ! — card drums I mean. 
Spadille — odd trick — ^pam — basto — ^king and queen I 
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And you, ye knockers, that, with brazen throat, 

The welcome visitors' approach denote ; 

Farewell all quality of high renown. 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of ^orious town I 

Farewell ! your revels I partake no more. 

And Lady Teazle's occupation 's o'er I 

All this I told our bard ; he smiled, and said 'twas clear 

I ought to play deep tragedy next year. 

Meanwhile he drew wise morals from his play, 

And in these solemn periods stalked away: — 

" Blessed were the fair like you ; her faults who stopped 

And closed her follies when the curtain dropped ! 

No more in vice or error to engage. 

Or play the fool at large on life's great stage." 
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THE CRITIC 

OR, A TRAGEDY REHEARSED 
A DRAMATIC PIECE IN THREE ACTS 
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TO MRS. GREVILLE 

Madam, — In requesting your permission to address the 
following pages to you, which, as they aim themselves 
to be critical, require every protection and allowance 
that approving taste or friendly prejudice can give them, 
I yet venture to mention no other motive than the grati- 
fication of private friendship and esteem. Had I sug- 
gested a hope that your implied approbation would give 
a sanction to their defects, your particidar reserve, and 
dislike to the reputation of critical taste, as well as of 
poetical talent, would have made you refuse the protec- 
tion of youy name to such a purpose. However, I am not 
so ungrateful as now to attempt to combat this disposi- 
tion in you. I shall not here presume to argue that the 
present state of poetry claims and expects every assist- 
ance that taste and example can afford it ; nor endeavour 
to prove that a fastidious concealment of the most elegant 
productions of judgment and fancy is an ill return for the 
possession of those endowments. Continue to deceive 
yom-self in the idea that you are known only to be emi- 
nently admired and regarded for the valuable qualities 
that attach private friendships, and the graceful talents 
that adorn conversation. Enough of what you . have 
written has stolen into full public notice to answer my 
purpose ; and you will, perhaps, be the only person, 
conversant in elegant literature, who shall read this address 
and not perceive that by publishing your particular 
approbation of the following drama, I .have a more inter- 
ested object than to boast the true respect and regard 
with which I have the honour to be. Madam, your very 
sincere and obedient humble servant, 

R. B. Sheridan 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE 

AS ORIGINALLY ACTED AT DRtTRY LANE THEATRE IN 1779 

Sir Fretful Plagiary . . . . Mr. Parions 

Puff . . . , Mr.^King 

Dangle .... . . ► . . . J . Mr. Dqdd 

Sneer .. ./ .. .., .... Mr. Palme^ 

SiGNOR Pasticcio Ritornello . . ' Mr. Delpini 

Interpreter . . • Mr. Baddeleij 

Under Prompter . • Mr. Phillimore 

Mr. Hopkins ,. .. .. ... Mr. Hopkins 

t/1VlRS. 'Dangle .. Mrs. Hopkins 

SiGNpjiE Pasticcio Ritornello Miss Field and the 

Miss AJbrams 

Seenemen, Musicians, and Servants « 



CHARACTERS OF THE TRAGEDY 

Lord Burleigh Mr. Moody 

Governor of Tilbury Fort . . Mr. Wrighten 

Earl of Leicester ... . . . . Mr. Farreh 

Sir Walter Raleigh Mr. Burtori , 

Sir Christopher Hatton . . Mr. Waldron 

Master of the Horse . . • . Mr. Kenny 

Don Ferolo Whiskerandos . . ! Mr. Bannister, jun. 

Beefeater , . . Mr. Wright 

Justice ., ^' . . Mr. Packer 

Son . . Mr. Lamash 

Constable . . , . . ...... Mr. Fawcett 

Thames . . ' . • Mr. Gawdry ' 

^/^TiLBURiNA . . .\ . * ... . . Miss Pope 

^^/^onfidant . . '. Mrs. Bradshaw 

.y^usTiCE's Lady . . Mrs: Johnston 

vy First Niece . . . . Miss Collett 

t^EcoND Niece Miss Kirhy 

Knights, Guards, Constables, Sentinels, Servants, 
Chorus, Rivers, Attendants^ Ac, Ac. 

Scene, — ^London t in DanGle's House during the First 
Act, and throughout the rest of the Play in Drury Lane 
Theatre. 
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PROLOGUE 

BY THB HONOURABLE RICHARD PITZPATRICK 

The sister muses, whom these realms obey, 
Who o'er the drama hold divided sway. 
Sometimes, by evil counsellors, 'tis said, 
-Like earth-born potentates have been misled. 

^ In those g^y days of wickedness and wit. 
When Villiers criticised what Dryden writ. 
The tragic queen, to please a tasteless crowd, 
Had learned to bellow, rant, and roar so loud. 
That frightened Nature, her best friend before. 
The blustering beldam's company forswore ; 

^Her comic sister, who had wit, 'tis true, 
With all her merits, had her failings too ; 
And would sometimes in mirthful moments use 
A style too flippant for a well-bred muse ; 
Then female modesty abashed began 
To seek the friendly refuge of the fan, 

'^A while behind that slight entrenchment stood. 
Till driven from thence, she left the stage for goodU 

■^ In our more pious, and far chaster times. 
These sure no longer are the Muse's crimes I 

^ But some c omplain jhat, former faults to shun, 
The reforihanoii to exfi^emes has run. 
The frantic hero's wild delirium past, 

^"^ 'in^T'^^^'^Y ^"^^^'^^g ^^^^n^t ; 

^^slow Melpomene's cold numbers creep. 
Here dulness seems her drowsy court to keep. 
And we are scarce awake, whilst you are fast asleep. 
Thajli^ pnc^ so^Jll-behaved and rude. 
Reformed, is now become an arrant „pri;id,e I? 

/ Retailing nightly to the yawning pit 
The piurest morals, undefiled by wit I 

:* Our author offers, in these motley scenes, 
A slight remonstrance to the drama's queens ; 
Kor let the goddesses be over nice ; 
Free-spoken subjects give the best advice^ 
Although not quite a novice in his trade. 
His cause to-night requires no common aid. 
To thi§, a friendly, just, and powerful court, 
I come ambassador to beg support. 
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"Can he undaunted brave the critic's rage? 
y In civil broils with brother bards engage ? 
- Hold forth their errors to the public eye, 
- 3Nay more, e'en newspapers themselves defy ? 

(Say, must his single arm encounter all ? 

By numbers viinquiihed, e'en the brave may fall ; 

And though no leader shoidd success distrust, ^ 

Whose troops are willing, and whose cause is just J 
o'To bid such host of angry foes defiance. 

His chief dependence must be, your alliance. 
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ACT ONE . 

"'' Scene I. — A Room in Bangle's House 

Mr. and Mrs. Dangle discovered at breakfast, and reading 
newspapers ' 

Dang, [Reading.] Brutus to Lord North, — Letttr ihe second 
on the State of the Armg — Psha ! Td the first L dash D of 
the A dash Y. — Genuine extract of a Letter from St, Kitfs. 
— Coxheath Intelligence — // is now confidently as'serted that 
Sir Charles Hardy — Psha I nothing but about the fleet 
and the nation I — and I hate all politics but theatrical 
politics. — ^Where 's the Morning Chronicle ? 

Mrs, Dang. Yes, that *s your Gazette. 

Dang, So, here we have it. — [Reads.] Theatrical intelli- 
gence extraordinary, — We hear there is a new tragedy in 
rehearsal at Drury Lane Theatre, called the Spanish Armada, 
said to be written by Mr, Puff, a gentleman well known in the 
theatrical world. If we may allow ourselves to give credit 
to the report of the performers, who, truth to say, are in general 
but indifferent fudges, this piece abounds with the most striking 
and received beauties of modern composition, — So I I am 
very glad my friend Puff's tragedy is in such forwardness. 
— Mrs. Dangle, my dear, you will be very glad to hear that 
Puff's tragedy 

Mrs. Dang. Lord, Mr. Dangle, why will you plague me 
about such nonsense ? — Now the plays are begun I shall 
have no peace. — Isn't it sufficient to make yoiu'self ridicu- 
lous by your passion for the theatre, without continually 
teasing me to join you ? Why can't you ride yom* hobby- 
horse without desiring to place me on a pillion behind 
you, Mr. Dangle ? 

Dang. Nay, my dear, I was only going to read 

Mrs, Dang, No, no ; you will never read anything that 's 
worth listening to. You hate to hear about your country ; 
there are letters every day with Roman signatures, demon- 
strating the certainty of an invasion, and proving that the 
nation is utteriy undone. But you never will read any- 
thing to enteri;ain one. 

Dcmg, What has a woman to do with politics, Mrs. 
Dangle ? 

Mrs. Dang. And what have you to do with the 
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theatre, Mr. Dangle ? Why shauld you affect the chariacter 
of a caitic ? I have no patience with you I — ^haven't you 
made yourself the jest of all your acquaintance by your 
interference in matters where you have no business ? Are 
you not called a theatrical Quidnimc, and a mock Maecenas 
to second-hand authors ? 

Dang. True ; my power with the managers is pretty 
notorious. But is it no credit to have applications from 
all quarters fbr my interest— from lords to recommend 
fiddlers, from ladies to get boxes, from authors to get 
answers, and from actors to get engagements ? 

Afrs. Dang, Yes, truly ; you have contrived to get a 
share in all the plague and trouble of theatrical property, 
without the profit, or even the credit of the abuse that . 
attends it. 

Dang, I am sure, Mrs. Dangle, you are no loser by it, 
however; you have all the advantages of it. Mightn't 
you, last winter, have had the reading of the new panto- 
mime a fortnight previous to its performance ? And 
doesn't Mr. Fosbrook let you take places for a jriiay before 
it is advertised, and set you down for a box for every new 
piece through the season? And didn't my friend, Mr. 
Smatter, dedicate his last farce to you at my particular 
request, Mrs. Dangle? 

Mrs. Dang. Yes ; but wasn't the farce damned, Mr. 
Dangle ? And to be sure it is extremely pleasant to have 
one's house made the motley rendezvous of all the lackeys 
of literature : the very high 'Change of trading authors 
and jobbing critics ? — Yes, my drawing-room is an abso- 
lute register office for candidate actors, and poets with- 
out character." — Then to be continually alarmed with 
misses and ma'ams piping hysteric changes on Juliets and 
Dorindas, Pollys and Ophelias ; and the very furniture 
trembling at the probationary starts and unprovoked rants 
of would-be Richards and Hamlets ! — ^And what is worse 
than all, now that the manager has monopolised the Opera 
House, haven't we the signors and signoras calling here, 
sliding their smooth semibreves, and gargling glib divisions 
in their outlandish throats — ^wlth foreign emissaries and 
French spies, for aught I know, disguised like fiddlers and 
figure-dancers ? 

Dang. Mercy I Mrs. Diangle ! 

Mrs. Dang. And to employ yourself so idly at such an 
alarming crisis as this too— when, if you had the least 



Digitized by 



Google 



268 THE CRITIC Act I 

spirit, you would have been at the head of one of the West- 
minster associations — or trailing a volunteer pike in the 
Artillery Ground I But you — o' my conscience, I believe,, 
if the French were landed to-morrow, your first inquiry 
would be, whether they had brought a theatrical troop 
with them. 

Dang. Mrs. Dangle, it does not signify — I say the stage is 
/ the Mirror of Nature, and the actors are the Abstract and 
brief Chronicles of the Time : and pray, what can a man 
of sense study better ? — Besides, you will not easily per- 
suade me that there is no credit or importance in being 
at the head of a band of critics, who take upon them to 
decide for the whole town, whose opinion and patronage 
all writers solicit, and whose recommendation no ^nanager 
dares refuse. 

Mrs, Dang, Ridiculous I — ^Both managers and authors of 
the least merit laugh at your pretensions. — The public is 
their critic— without whose fair approbation they know no 
play can rest on the stage, and with whose applause they 
welcome such attacks as yours, and laugh at the malice of 
them, where they can't at the wit. 

Dang, Very well, madanv— very well I 

Enter Servant 

Ser. Mr. Sneer, sir, to wait on you. 

Dang, Oh, show Mr. Sneer up. — [Exit Servant.] Plague 
on 't, now we must appear loving and affectionate, or 
Sneer will hitch us into a story. 

Mrs, Dang, With all my heart ; you can't be more ridicu- 
lous than you are. 

Dang, You are enough to provoke 

Enter Sneer 

Ha ! my dear Sneer, I am vastly glad to see you. — ^My 
dear, here 's Mr. Sneer. 

Mrs, Dang: Good morning to you, sir. 

Dang, Mrs. Dangle and I have been diverting ourselves 
with the papers. Pray, Sneer, won't you go to Drury 
Lane Theatre the first night of Puff's tragedy ? 

Sneer. Yes ; but I suppose one shan't be able to get in^ 
for on the first night of a new piece they always fill the 
house with orders to support it. But here. Dangle, I have 
brought you two pieces, one of which you must exert your- 
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self to make the managers accept, I can tell you that ; 
for 'tis written by a person of consequence. 

Dang. So I now my plagues are beginning. 

Sneer. Ay, I am glad of it, for now you 'U be happy. 
Why, my dear Dangle, it is a pleasure to see how you 
enjoy your volunteer fatigue^ and your solicited solicita- 
tions. 

Dang. It 's a great trouble — ^yet, egad, it 's pleasant 
too. — ^Why, sometimes of a morning I have a dozen people 
call on me at breakfast-time whose faces I never saw 
before nor ever desire to see again. 

Sneer. That must be very pleasant indeed ? 

Dang. And not a week but I receive fifty letters, and 
not a line in them about any business of my own. 

Sneer. An amusing correspondence I 

Dang. [Reading.] Bursts into tears, and exit. — ^What, is 
this a tragedy ? 

Sneer. No, that 's a genteel comedy, not a translation — 
only taken from the French ; it is written in a style which 
they have lately tried to run down : the true sentimental, 
and nothing ridiculous in it from the beginning to the 
end. 

Mrs. Dang. Well, if they had kept to that, I should not 
have been such an enemy to the stage ; there was some 
edification to be got from those pieces, Mr. Sneer I 

Sneer. I am quite of your opinion, Mrs. Dangle ; the / 
theatre, in proper hands, might certainly be made the } 
school of morality ; but now, I am sorry to say it, people \ 
seem to go there principally for their entertainment I 

Mrs. Dang. It would have been more to the credit of 
the managers to have kept it in the other line. 

Sneer. Undoubtedly, madam ; and hereafter perhaps to 
faavQ had it recorded, that in the midst of a luxurious and 
dissipated age, they preserved two houses in the capital 
where the conversation was always moral at least, if not 
entertaining I 

Dang. Now, egad, I think the worst alteration is in the | 
nicety of the audience I — No double entendre, no smart ; 
innuendo admitted ; even Vanbrugh and Congreve obliged | 
to undergo a bungling reformation I 

Sneer. Yes, and our prudery in this respect is just on a 
par with the artificial bashfulness of a courtesan, who 
increases the blush upon her cheek in an exact propor- 
tion to the diminution of her modesty. 



Digitized by 



Google 



270 THE CRITIC Act I 

Dang, Sneer can't even give the public a good word 1 
But what have we here? — This seems a very odd- 

Sneer. Oh, that *s a comedy, on a very new plan ; replete 
with wit and mirth, yet of a most serious moral I You 
see it is called The Reformed House-breaker; where, by 
the mere force of. humour, house-breaking is put into so 
ridiculous a light, that if the piece has its proper run, I 
have no doubt but that bolts and b^s will be entirely use- 
less by the end of the season. 

Dang, Egad, this is new indeed I 

Sneer. Yes ; it is written by a* particular friend of mine, 
who has discovered that the follies and foibles of society- 
are subjects unworthy the notice of the comic muse, who 
should be taught to stoop only at the greater vices and 
blacker crimes of humanity — gibbeting capital offences in 
flive acts, and pillorying petty larcenies in two. — In short, 
his idea is to dramatise the penal laws, and make the 
stage a coiul Of ease to the Old Bailey. 

Dang. It is truly moral. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Sir Fretful Plagiary, sir. 

Dang. Beg him to walk up.— [Erci7 Servant.] Now, 
Mrs. Dangle, Sir Fretful Plagiary is an author to your own 
taste. 

Mrs, Dang. I confers he is a favourite of mine, because 
everybody else abuses him. 

Sneer. Very much to the credit of yoiu* charity, madam, 
if not of your judgment. 

Dang, But, egad, he allows no merit to any author but 
himself, that 's the truth on 't — ^though he 's my friend. 

Sneer, Never. — He, is as envious as an old maid verging 
on th6 desperation of six-and-thirty ; and then the insidi- 
ous humility with which he seduces you to give a free 
opinion on any of his works can be exceeded only by the 
petulant arrogance with which he is sure to reject your 
observations. 

Dang. Very true, egad — though he 's my friend. 

Sneer. 'Then his affected contempt of all newspaper stric- 
tiu'es ; though, at the same time, he is the sorest man alive, 
and shrinks like scorched parchment from the fiery ordeal 
of true criticism : yet he is so covetous of popularity, that 
he had rather be abused than not mentioned at all. 
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• Dang. There' 's no denying it— though he fe my friend. 

Sneer. You have read the tragedy he has fust finished, 
haven't ^u? * 

Dang: Oh yes ; he sent it to me yesterday. 

Sneer. Well, and you think it exe<^iable, don't you ? 

Dang: 'Why, between ourselves, egad, I'mXisft own — 
though he is my friend— that it is one of the most — - 
He 's "here— [A«/c?e.]— finished and most admirable pei^ 
form 

Sir Fret. [Wi7/zo«/.]Mri Sneer wfthbhn, did you say? 

Enter Sir Fretful Plagiary 

Dang. Ahy my dear friend I-^Egad, we wenfe Just' speak- 
ing of your tragedy. — ^Admirable, Sir Fretful, admirable I 
^ Sneer. You never did anything beyond it, Sir Fretful — 
never in your life. 

Sir Fret 'You make me extremely ' happy ; for without a 
compliment, my dear Sneer, ih&te Isn't a' man dn the 
world whose judgment I value as' I do yours and Mr. 
Bangle's. . ' 

Mrs. Dang. They are only laughing at^ you; Sir FretM ; 
for it was but just now that if ^ \ 

Dang. D^s. Dangle I — ^Ah, Sir Fretful, yoti know Mrs, 
Danigle. — ^My friend Sneeir' was rallying Just now: — ^he 
knows how she admires you, atid-^ ' : ? 

Sir Fret. Oh Lord, I am sum Mr. Siieer has more tdste 
and smcerity than to— [AsirfgJ A dakhi^d doi^le-faiced 
fteUowI • V 

Dang. Yes, yes — Sneer will jest — ^but a better hum- 
oured : '" 

Sir Fret. Oh, I know— *— . :/ ^ 

Ddng. He has a r«ady turn for' ridicule— his wit costs 
him nothing. < ' 

Sir Fret. No, ^gad — or I should wonder how lie came by 
it. ' . . • t [Aside 

Mrs. Dang. Because his jest is always at the Expense of 
his friend. ' [Aside 

Dang. But, Sir Fretful, have you sent your play to the 
managers yet ? — or tan I be of any service to you ? 

Sir Fret. No, no, I thank you : I believe the piece had 
sufficient recommendation with it. — ^I thank you, though. 
— I sent it to the manager of Covent Garden Theatre this 
morning. ' 
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Sneer. I should have thought, now, that it might have 
been cast (as the actors call it), better at Drury Lane. 

Sir Fret O lud I no — never -send a play there wjule I 
live — ^hark 'ee I [ Whispers Sneer 

Sneer, Writes himself I — I know he does. 

Sir Fret. I say nothing — I take away from no man's 
merit — am hurt at no man's good fortune-^Iisay nothing. 
— ^But this I will say— through all my knowledge of life, I 
have observed — that there is not a passion so strongly- 
rooted in the human heart as envy. 

Sneer. 1 believe you have reason for what you say, in- 
deed. 

Sir Fret. Besides — I can tell you it is not always so safe 
to leave a play in the hands of those who write them- 
selves. , . , 

Sneer. What, they may steal from them, hey, my dear 
Plagiary ? 

Sir Fret. Steal I — ^tO/be sure they may ; and, egad, serve 
your best thoughts as gypsies do stolen children, dis- 
figure them to make 'em pass for their own. 

Sneer. But your present work is a sacrifice to Melpomene, 
and he, you know, never 

Sir Fret. That's no security: a dexterous plagiarist 
may do anything. Why, sir, for aught I know, he might 
take out some of the best things in my tragedy, and put 
them into his own comedy. 

Sneer. That might be done, I dare be sworn. 

Sir Fret. And then, if such a person gives you the least 
hint or assistance, he is devilish apt to take the merit of 
the whole^ 

Dang. If it succeeds. 

Sir Fret. Ay, but with regard to this piece, I think I 
can hit that gentleman, for I can safely swear he never 
read it. 

Sneer. I '11 tell you how you may hurt him more. 

Sir Fret. How ? 

Sneer. Swear he wrote it. 

Sir Fret. Plague on 't now. Sneer, I shall take it ill I — 
I believe you want to take away my character as an author. 

Sneer. Then I am sure you ought to be very much obliged 
to me. 

Sir Fret. Hey 1— sir I 

Dang. Oh, you know, he never means what he says. 

Sir Fret. Sincerely then — ^you do like the piece ? 
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Sneer, WondertuUy I - 

Sir Fret. But come now, theire raust be something that 
you think might be mended, , hey ? — ^Mr. Dangle, has 
nothing struck you ? 

Banff, Why, faith, jt is but an ungracious thing, for the 
most part, to 

Sir Fret, With most authors it is just so indeed ; they 
are in general strangely tenacious I But, for my part, I 
am never so well pleased as when a judicious critic points 
out any defect to me ; for what is the purpose of showing 
a work to a friend, if you don't mean to pyofit by hip opinion ? 

Sneer, Very true.— Why then, though I sei^iously admire 
the piece upon the whole, yet there is one small objection ; 
which, a you 'U give me leave, I '11 mention. 

Sir Fret, Sir, you can'* oblige me more. 

Sneer, 1 think it wants incident. 

Sir Fret. Good God I you surprise me I — ^wants incident. 

Sneer, Yes ; I own I think the incidents are too few. 

Sir Fret. Good God I Believe me, Mr. Sneer, there is 
no person for whose judgment I have a more implicit 
deference. But I protest to you, Mr. Sneer, I am only 
apprehensive that the incidents are too crowded. — My 
dear Dangle, how does it strike you ? 

Dang. Really I can't agree with my friend Sneer. I 
think the plot quite sufficient ; and the four first acts by 
many degrees the best I ever read or saw in my life. If 
I might venture to suggest anything, it is that the interest 
rather falls off in the fifth. 

Sir Fret. Rises, I believe you mean, sir. 

Dang. No, I don't, upon my word. 

Sir Fret. Yes, yes, you do, upon my soul I — ^it certainly 
don't fall off, I assure you. — No, no ; it don't fall off. 

Dang. Now, Mrs. Dangle, didn*t you say it struck you 
in the same light ? 

Mrs. Dang. No, indeed, I did not — I did not see a 
fault in any part of the play, from the beginning to the 
end. 

Sir Fret, Upon my soul, the women are the best judges 
after all I 

Mrs, Dang. Or, if I made any objection, I am sure it 
was to nothing in the piece ; but that I was afraid it was, 
on the whole, a little too long. 

Sir Fret. Pray, madam, do you speak as to duration of 
time ; or do you mean that the story is tediously spun out ? 
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Mrs, Dang. O lud I no. — I speak only "with reference 
to the usual length of acting pi^ys. 

Sir Fret, Then I am very hfeppy — Very happy indeed — 
because the play is a short play, a remarkably short play. 
I should not venture to differ with a lady on a point of 
taste ; but, on these occasions, the watch, you know, is 
the critic. 

Mrs. Dang. Then, I suppose, it must have been Mr. 
Dangle's drawling manner of reading it to m«r. 

Sir Fret. Oh, if Mr. Dangle read it, that 'k quite another 
affair 1 — But I assure you, Mrs. Dangle, the first evening 
you can spare me three hours and a half, 111 undertake 
to read you the whole from beginning to end, with the 
prologue and epDogue, and allow time for the tnusic between 
the acts. . . * ' 

Mrs. Dang. I hope to sefe it on the stage next. 

Dang. Well, Sir Fretful, I wish you may be able to get 
rid as easily of the newspaper criticisms as you do of 
ours. 

Sir Fret. The newspapers I Sir, they are the most 
villainous — ^licentious — abominable — ^infernal — Not that I 
ever read them — ^no — I make it a rule never to look into a 
newspaper. *. ; . 

Dang. You are quite right ; for it certainly must hurt 
an author of delicate feelings to see the liberties they 
take. 

Sir Fret. No, quite the contrary I their dbuse is, in fact, 
the best panegyric — I like it of all things. An author's 
reputation is only in danger from their support. 

Sneer. Why that's true — and that attack, now, on you 
the other day 

Sir Fret. What ? Where ? 

Dang. Ay, you mean in a paper of Thursday : it was 
completely ill-natured, to be sure. 

Sir Fret. Oh, so much the better. — Ha I ha I ha I I 
woiddn't have it otherwise. 

Dang. Certainly it is only to be laughed at ; for 

Sir Fret. You don't happen to recollect what the fellow 
said, do you ? 

Sneer. Pray, Dangle — Sir Fretful seems a little anxious 

Sir Fret. O lud, no I — anxious I — ^not I, — ^not the least. 
— I — ^but one may as well hear, you know. 

Dang. Sneer, do you Recollect ? — [Aside to Sneeb.] 
Make out something. 
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Sneer. [Aside to Dangle.] I will. — [Aloud,] Yes, yes, I 
remember perfectfy. 

Sir Fret. WfeU, and pray now — not that it signifies— 
what might the gentleman say ? 

Sneer: Why, he rdtmdiy asserts that ydn have not the 
slightest invention or original genius whatever 7 though 
you are the greatest traducei* of ^1 other authors living. 

Sir Fret. Ha I ha I ha I— very good I 

Sneer. That as to comedy, you have not one idea of your 
own, he believes, even in your common-place book — where 
stray jokes and pilfered witticisms are kept with as much 
method as the ledger of the lost and stolen office. ' 

Sir Fret. Ha I ha I ha 1— very pleasant I 

Siieer. Nay, that you ^c so unlucky as not to have the 
skill even to steal with taste :— but that you gleah friim the 
refuse of obscure volumes, where more judicibus plagiarists 
have been before you ; so that the body of your work Is 
a composition of: dregs and sediments-^llke a bad tavern's 
'Voorst wine. ' "'^ ^ 

Sir Fret. Ha I ha I ' / '^ 

Snetr. In your more serious efforts, he says, your bom- 
bast would be less intolerable, if the thoughts were ever 
suited to the expression ; but the homeliness of the senti- 
ment stares through the fantastic encumbrance of its fine 
language, like a clown in 6iie' of the new Uniforms I ' 

Sir Fret. Hal ha I . ' 

Sneer. That your occasional tropes and flowers suit the 
general coarseness of your style, as tambour sprigs would 
a ground of linsey-woolsey ; while yiur imitations of 
Shakspdare resemble the mimicry of Falstaff's page, and 
are about as near the standard of the original. 

Sir Fret Ha f ^ . v . . 

Sneer. In short, that even the finest passages you steal 
are of no service to you; for the poverty of your own 
language prevents their assimilating; so that they lie 
on the surface like lumps' of marl on a barren moor, en- 
cumbering what it is not in their power to fertilise ! 

Sir Fret. [After great agitation,] Now, another person 
would be vexed at this. 

Sneer. Oh I but .1 wouldn't haVe told yoii — only to 
divert you. 

Sir Fret. I kno\^ it— I am diverted.— -Ha I ha! ha 1 — 
not the least invention I— Ha I ha I ha I — ^very good I — 
very good I 
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Sneer. Yes — ^no genius I ha I ha I ha ! 

Dang, A severe rogue I ha I ha I ha I But you are 
quite right, Sir Fretful, never to re;ad such nonsense. 

Sir Fret To be sure — ^for if there is anything to one's 
praise, it is a foolish vanity to be gratified at it; and, if 
it is abuse, — why one is always sure to hear of it from one 
damned good-natured friend or another I 

Enter Servant 

Ser. Sir, there is an Italian gentleman, with a French 
intei^reter, ai>d three young ladies, and a dozen musicians, 
who say they are sent by Lady Rondeau and Mrs. Fugue. 

Dang. Gadso I they come by appointment I — Dear Mrs. 
Dangle, do let them know I '11 see them durectly. 

Mrs. Dang, you know, Mr. Dangle, I shan't understand 
a word they say. 

Dang. But you hear there 's an interpreter. 

Mrs. Dang. Well, I 'U try to endure their complaisance 
till you come. [Exit 

Ser. And Mr. Puff, sir, has sent word that the last 
rehearsal is to be this morning, and that he 'U call on you 
presently. 

Dang. That 's true — I shall certainly be at home. — [Exit 
Servant.] Now, Sir Fretful, if you have a mind to have 
justice done you in the way of answer, egad, Mr. Puff's youi 
man. 

Sir Fret. Psha I Sir, why should I wish to have it 
answered, when I tell you I am pleased at it ? 

Dang. True, I had forgot that. But I hope you are not 
fretted at what Mr. Sneer 

Sir Fret. Zounds I no, Mr. Dangle ; don't I tell you these 
things never fret me in the least ? 

Dang. Nay, I only tl^ought 

Sir Fret. And let me tell you, Mr. Dangle, 'tis damned 
affronting in you to suppose that I am hurt when I tell 
you I am not. 

Sneer. But why so warm, Sir Fretful ? 

Sir Fret. Gad's life I Mr. Sneer, you are as absiu'd as 
Dangle : l>ow often must I repeat it to you, that nothhig 
can vex me but your supposing it possible for me to mind 
the damned nonsense you have been repeating to me I — 
and, let me tell you, if you continue to believe this, you 
must mean to insult me, gentlemen — and, then, your dis- 
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respect will affect me no more than the newspaper criticisms 
— and I shall treat it with exactly the same calm indifference 
and phOosophic contempt — and so yonr servant. [Exit 

Sneer. Ha ! ha I ha I poor Sir Fretful ! Now will he 
go and vent his philosophy in anonymous abuse of all 
modern critics and authors. — ^But, Dangle, you must get 
your friend Puff to take me to the rehearsal of his 
tragedy. 

Dang, I '11 answer for 't, he '11 thank you for desiring it. 
But come and help me to judge of this musical family: 
they are recommended by people of consequence, I assure 
you. 

Sneer. I am at your disposal the whole moming^.; — ^but 
I thought you had been a decided critic in music as well 
as in literature. 

Dang. So I am — ^but I have a bad ear. I' faith, Sneer, 
though, I am afraid we were a little too severe on Sir 
Fretful — ^though he is my friend. 

Sneer, Why, 'tis certain, that unnecessarily to mortify 
the vanity of any writer is a cruelty which mere dulness 
never can deserve ; but where a base and personal malignity 
usurps the place of literary emulation, the aggressor 
deserves neither quarter nor p^ty. 

Dang. That 's true, egad I — ^though he 's my friend I 



Scene II. — A Drawing-room in Dangle's House 

Mrs. Dangle, Signor Pasticcio Ritornello, Sionore 
Pasticcio Ritornello, Interpreter, and Musicians 
discovered 

Interp, Je dis, madame, j'ai I'honneur to introduce et 
do vous demander.votre protection pour le signor. Pasticcio 
Ritornello et pour sa charmante famiUe. 

Signor Past. Ah I vosignoria, noi vi preghiamo di 
favoritevi colla vostra protezione. 

1 Signora Past. Vosignoria fatevi questi grazie. 

2 Signora Past. Si, signora. 

Interp. Madame — ^me interpret. — Ci'est k dire — ^In English 
— qu'ils vous prient de leur faire I'honneur 

Mrs, Dang, I say again, gentlemen, I don't understand 
a word you say. 

Sigrhor Past. Questo sign6re spiegherd-^ — 
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Interp. Oui — ^me interpret. — ^Nou^s avons les lettres de 
recommendation pour monsiem* Dangle de- 

Mrs. Dang. LFpon my word,; sir, I don't understand 
you. 

Signor Past Sa contess^RcMjideau h nostra padrona. 
, 3 SignorOt Past Si, padre, et miladi Fugue. 

Interp. O 1 — ^me ii^terpret. — Madame* ils disent — ^in Eng- 
lish — Qu'ils ont I'honneur d'etre prot^g^s de ces danaes. — 
You understand? 

Mrs, Dang.^No, sir,— no understand I 

Enter Dangle and Sneer 

Interp. Ah, void monsieur Dangle I 

Alt Italians. Ah! signor Dailtgle I 

Mrs. Dang. Mr. Dangle, here are two very civil gentle- 
men trying to make thigmselves iiriderstood, but I don't 
know which is the interpreter. 

Dang. Eh, bien ! 
[The iKTERPRETfiR and SiGNbR PASticcio here speak at 
the same time. 

Interp. Mohsieiu* Dangle, le gri4nd bruit de vos talens 
pour la critique, et de votre int6r6t avec messietirs les 
directeiu-s k tons les th^atres^ 

Signor Past. ' Vosignoria iiiete si famoso par la vostra con 
oscenza, e vostra interessa colla la direttore da 

Dang. Egad, I think the interpreter is the hardest to be 
understood of the two 1 ^ 

Sneer. Why, I thought. Dangle, you had been an admir- 
able linguist. ' 

Dang. So I am, if they wotdd not talk so damned fast. 

Sneer, Well, I '11 explain that — the less time we lose in 
hearing them the better — rfor that, I^ suppose, is what they 
are brought here for. 

[Speaks to Signor Pasticcio — they ' sing trios, &€., 
Dangle beating oht of tinie. * . . , 

Enter Servant and whispers DaWole' 

Dang. Show him up. — [Exit Servant] Brayo I admirable, 
bravissimo I admirablissi^io I-rAh I Sneer I . ^ wher^ will 
you find voices such as these; in England? 

Sneer., Not easily. 

Dang. But Puff is coming. — Signor and little signora^ 
obligatissimo I — Sposa signoxa Dangleppr-T^irs, JDangle, 
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sball I beg you to offer them some jelreshments, and takei 
their address in the next room. 

[Exit Mrs. Dangle with Signor Pasticcio, Signore 
Pasticcio, Musicians, and iNTERPRiitBR, cercmonz- 
ously. 

Re-enter Servant 

Ser. Mr. Puff, sir. [Exit 

Enter Vxjpv 

Dang, My dear Puff I ; 

Puff, My dear Dangle, how is it with you? 

Bang. Mr. Sneer, give me leave to introduce Mr. Puff 
to you. 

Puff. Mr. Sneer is this ?r— Sir he is a gentleman whom I 
have long panted for the honour of knowing — a. gentleman 
whose critical talents and transcendent judgment^ 

Sneer. Dear Sir 

V Dung. Nay, don't be modest, Sneer ; my friend Puff only 
talks to you in the style of his profession. 

Sneer. His profession I 

Puff. Yes, sir ; ' I makek no secret of the trade I follow: 
among friends and brother authors, Dangle knows I love to 
be frank on the subject, and to Advertise myself vivd tjoce, 
— I am, sir, a pra(ctitioner in panegyric, or, to speak more 
plainly, a professor of the art of puffing, at your gjervice — ot 
anybody else's. 

Sneer. Sir, you are very obliging I — I believe, Mr. Puff, 
I have often admired your talents in! tha daily prints. 

Puff. Yes, sir, I flatter myself I do as rtiuch business in 
that way as any six of the fraternity in town. — Devilish 
hard work all th^ summer, friend Dangle, — never worked 
harder! But, hark'ee, — the winter managers were a little 
Sore, I believe. * - ' 

Dang. No ; I believe they took it all in good part. 

Puff. Ay I then that must have been affectation in them ; 
for, egad, there were some of the attacks which there was no 
laughing at I 

Sneer. Ay, the humorous ones. — But I should think, Mr* 
Puff, that authors would in general be able to do this sort 
of work for themselves^ 

Piiff. Why, yes—^but in a clumsy way. Besides, we 
look on that as an encroachment, and so take the oppo- 
ate side. I dare say, now, you conceive half the very 
civil paragraphs and advertisements you see to be written 
by the parties concerned, or their friends ? No such 
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thing : nine out of ten manufactured by me in the way 
of business. 

Sneer. Indeed ! 

Puff. Even the auctioneers now — ^the auctioneers, I say 
— ^though the rogues have lately got some credit for their 
language — ^not an article of the merit theirs ; take them 
out Qf their pulpits, and they are as dull as catalogues I — 
No, sir ; 'twas I first enriched their style — 'twas I first 
taught them to crowd their advertisements with panegyrical 
superlatives, each epithet rising above the other, like the 
bidders in their own auction-rooms I From me they 
learned to inlay their phraseology with variegated chips of 
exotic metaphor ; by me, too, their inventive faculties 
were called forth : — ^yes, sir, by me they were instructed to 
clothe ideal walls with gratuitous fruits — ^to insinuate 
obsequious rivulets into visionary groves — ^to teach courteous 
shrubs to nod their approbation of the grateful soil ; or 
on emergencies to raise upstart oaks, where there never had 
been an acorn ; to create a delightful vicinage without the 
assistance of a neighbour ; or fix the temple of Hygeia in 
the fens of Lincolnshire I 

Dang. I am sure you have done them infinite service ; 
for now, when a gentleman is ruined, he parts with his 
house with some credit. 

Sneer. Service I if they had any gratitude, they would 
erect a statue to him ; they would figure film as a presiding 
Mercury, the, god of traffic and fiction, with a hammer in 
his hand instead of .a caduceus. — But pray, Mr. Puff, what 
first put you on exercising yoiu* talent in this way ? 

Puff. Egad, sir, sheer necessity I — the proper parent of 
an art so neariy allied to invention. You must know, >Mr. 
Sneer, that from the first time I tried my hand at an adver- 
tisement, my success was such, that for some time after I 
led a most extraordinary life indeed I 

Sneer. How, pray ? 

Puff. Sir, I supported myself two years entirely by my 
misfortunes. 

Sneer. By your misfortunes I 

Puff. Yes, sir, assisted by long sickness, and other 
occasional disorders ; and a very comfortable living I had 
of it. 

Sneer. From sickness and misfortunes I You practised 
as a doctor and attorney at once ? 

Puff^ No, egad ; both maladies and miseries were my own. 
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ySne^r. Hey I vrh^it the plague I 

Dang. 'Tis true, i' faith. 

Pitff, Hark'jee I — By adv^Ettscmetits — To the chmtable 
and humane ! and To thoee whom Providence hath blessed 
with affluence! 

iSncer. Oh, I U33t/^rstand 3rou. 

Puff,^ A»d, in truth, I deserved what I got ; for I suppose 
nevei: ipan went through such a series of calamities in the 
same §pace of time. Sir, I Was five times made a bankrupt, 
and reduced from a state of affiuence by a train of unavoid- 
able misfortunes : then, sir, though a very industrious 
tradesman, I was twice burned out, and4ost my little all 
both times : I lived upon those fires a month. J soon after 
was confined l>y a most ex^uciating disorder, and lost the 
use of my hmbs^: that told very well ; for I had the case 
istron^ attested, and went about to collect the subscrip- 
tioiMS myself. 

Dang. Egad, I believe that was when you first called on 
me. 

Puff. In November last ? — Oh no ; I was at that time 
a close prisoner in the Marshalsea, for a debt benevolently 
contracted tq serve a friend. I was afterwards twice tapped 
for a dropsy, which declined into a very profitable con- 
sumption. I was then reduced to — Oh no — then, I became 
a widow with six helpless children, after having had eleven 
husbands pressed, and being left every time eight 
months gone with child, and without money to get me 
into an hospital I 

Sneer. And you bore all with patience, I make no doubt ? 

Puff. Why, yes ; though I made some occasional attempts 
at feio de se ; but as I did not find those rash actions 
answer, I left off killing myself very soon. Well, sir, at 
last, what with bankruptcies, fires, gouts, dropsies, im- 
prisonments, and other valuable calamities, having got 
together a pretty handsome sum, I determined to quit a 
business which had always gone rather against my con- 
science, and in a more liberal way still to indulge my talents 
for fiction and embellishments, through my favourite 
channels of diurnal communication — and so, sir, you have 
my history. 

Sneer. Most obligingly communicative indeed I and your 
confession, if published, might certainly serve the cause 
of true charity, by rescuing the most useful channels of 
appeal to benevolence from the cant of imposition. But 
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surely, Mr. Puff, there is no great mystery th your pre- 
sent profession ? • i . 

Puffi Mystery, sir J I wiUlJake upon me to say the matter 
was never scientifically treated wk reduced to rule before. 

Sneer. Reduced to rule I 

Puff. O lud, sir, you are ver^ ignorant, I am afraid I — 
Yes, sir, puffing is of various sorts ; the pilndpal are, the 
pull direct, thepufl preliminary, the puff collateral^ the 
puff collusive, and the puff oblique, or puff by ^implication. 
These all assume^ as circumstances require, the variotis 
forms of Letter to the Editor, Occasional Anecdote, Im- 
partial Critique, Observation from Correspondent, or 
Advertisement froitt the Party. 

Sneer. The puff <iirect, I can? conceive ^ 

Puff. Oh yes, that's simple enough! For instance, — a 
new comedy or farce is to he produced at one of the theatres 
(though by-the-bye they don't bring out half what they 
ought to do)— the author, suppose Mr, Smatter, or Mr. 
Dapper, or any particular friend of mine — ^very well ; the 
day before it is to be performed, I write an account of 
the manner in which it was received; I have the plot 
from the author, and only add — " charactiers strongly 
drawn — ^highly coloured — ^hand of a master — ^fund of 
genuine humour — mine of invention — neat dialogue — 
Attic salt/' Then for the performance — " Mr. Dodd was 
astonishingly great in the character of Sir Harry. That 
uidversal and judicious' acftor, Mr. Palmer, perhaps never 
appeared to more advantage than in the colonel ; — but 
it is not in the power of language to do justice to Mr. King : 
indeed he more than merited those repeated bursts of 
applause which he drew from a most brilliant and judicious 
audience. As to the scenery — the miraculous powers of 
Mr. De Loutherbourg's pencil are universally acknowledged. 
In short, we are at a loss which to admire most, the im- 
rivalled genius of the author, the great attention and 
liberality of the managers, the wonderful abilities of the 
painter, or the incredible exertions of all the performers." 

Sneer. That 's pretty well indeed, sir. 

Puff. Oh, cool I — quite cool I — ^to what I sometimes do. 

Sneer. And do you think there are any who are influenced 
by this ? 

Puff. O lud, yes, sir 1 the number of those who undergo 
\ the fatigue of judging for themselves is very small indeed. 

Sneer. WeU, sir, the puff preliminary ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene II THE CRITIC 283 

Puff. Oh, that, sir, does well in the^ foml of a caution. 
In a matter of gallantry now— Sir Fltesy Gossamer wishes 
to be well with Lady Faimy Fete— he atpplles to me— I open 
tirenches for him with a paragraph in the Monring Post*^-" 
*' It is recommended to the beatttiful and accomplishied 
Lady F four stars F dash £ to be on her gilard against' that 
dangerous •character, Sir F dash^ G ; who, however plea^ng 
and insinuating his nMinners may be, is certainly not rci« 
mafkable for the constancy of his attdchkients t^' — in ItsQics. 
Here, you see, Sir Flimsy Gossamer is intnoduced to the 
particular notice of Lady Fattny , who perhaps never thoUght 
of him before--6he finds herself publidy cautioned to 
avoid him, which 'naturally mak«8 her , desirous of seeing 
Mm ; the observation of their acquaintance causes a pretty 
kind of mutual embarrassment ; this produces a sort of 
sympathy of interest, which, if Sir Flimsy Is tinable to 
improve effectually, he at least gains the credit of having 
their names mentioned together, by a particular set, and 
in a particular way — ^which nine times out of ten is the 
full accomplishment of modem gallantry* ' 

Bang. Egad, Sneer, you wffl be quite an adept in the 
business I 

Pvff: Now, sir, the puff collateral is much used as an 
appendage to advertisements, and may take the form >of 
anecdote. — " Yesterday, as the celebrated George Bonmot 
was sauMering down St. Jameses* Street, he met the lively 
Lady Mary Myrtle coming out of the park :— ' Good God^ 
Lady Mary, I ""m surprised to meet you in a white jacket, — 
for I expected neVer to have seen you but in a fuU'-trimmed 
uniform and a light horsemto's cap I ' — ' Heavens, George, 
where could you have learned that ? ^ — ' Why,' replied the 
wit, ' I just saw a print of you, in a new publication called 
the Camp Magazine ; which, by the by, is a devilish clever 
thing, and is sold ^t No. 3, on the right hand of the way, 
two doors from the printing-office, the domer of Ivy Lane, 
Paternoster Row, price only one shilling/ " 

Sneer. Very ingenious iiideed I 

Puff. But the puff collusive is the newest of any ; for 
it acts in the disguise of * determined hostility. It is much 
used by b(^d bo<A:sellers and. enterprising poets. — "Am 
indignant correspondent observes, that the new poem called 
Beelzebub* s CottUon^ or Proserpine's File Champitre, is one 
of the most unjustifi^le i)erformances hfe ever read. The 
severity with which certain characters are handled Ir quite 
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shocking ; and ast tba'e are many descriptions in it too 
warmly coloured for lemale delicacy, the shameful avidity 
with which this piece is bought by all people of fashion is 
a reproach on the taste of the times, and a disgrace to the 
delicacy of the age.!' Here you see the two strongest in- 
ducertients are. held forth: first, that nobody ought to 
read it ; and secondly, that everybody buys it : on the 
stoength of which the publisher boldly prints the tenth 
edition before he had sold: ten of the first ; and then 
establishes it by thteatening himself with the pillory, or 
absolutely indicting himsdf for scan. mag. 

Dang. Hal ha I ha I - — 'gad, I know it is so. 

Puff. As to the puff oblique, or puff by implication, it is 
too various and extensive to be illustrated by an instance : 
it attracts in titles and presumes in patents ; it lurks in 
the limitation of a subscMption, and invites in the assurance 
of crowd and incommodation at public places ; it delights 
to draw forth concealed merit, with a most disinterested 
assiduity ; and sometimes wears a countenance of smiling 
censure and tender reproach. It has a wonderful memory 
for parliamentary debates, ^nd will often give the whole 
speech of a favoured member with the most flattering 
accuracy. But, above all, it is a great dealer in rei>orts 
and suppositions. It has the earliest intelligence of in- 
tended preferments that will reflect honour on the patrons, 
and embryo promotions of modest gentlemen, wh^ know 
nothing of the matter themselves. It can hint a ribbon 
for implied services in the air of a common report ; and 
with the carelessness of a casual paragraph, suggest officers 
into commands, to which they have no pretension but their 
wishes. This, sir, is the last principal dass of the art of 
puffing — an art which I hope you will now agree with me is 
of the highest dignity, yielding a tablature of benevolence 
and public spirit; befriending equally trade, gallantry, 
criticism, and politics : the applause of genius — ^the register 
of charity — the triumph of heroism — ^the self-defence of 
contractors — the fame of orators — and the gazette of 
ministers. 

Sneer. Sir, I am completely a convert both to the im- 
portance and ingenuity of your profession ; and now, sir, 
there is but one. thing which can possibly increase my 
respect tor you, and that is, your, permitting me to be present 
this morning at the rehearsal of yoin* new trage 

Puff. Hush, for Heavei^'s sake I — My tragedy I — Egad, 
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Dangle, I take this very fll : you know bow a];>{>rehensive 
I am of being known to be the author 

Dang. Y faith I would not have told — ^but it 's in 
the papers, and your name at length in the Morning 
Chronicle. 

Puff, Ahl those damned editors never; can keep a 
secret I — Well, Mr. Sneer, no doubt you will do me 
great honour — I shall be infinitely happy — ^highly flat- 
tered r,. 

Dang. I believe it must be near the time — sha|l we go 
together ? 

Puff. No ; it will not be yet this hour,j for they are 
always late at that theatre : besides, I m^st meet you 
there, for I have some little matters heare to send to the 
papers, and a few paragraphs to scribble before I, go. — 
[Looking at memorandums.] Here is A conscientious Bakery 
on the subject of the Army Bread ; . and A Deteater of visible 
Brickworky in favour of the new-invented Stucco;, both in 
the style of Junius, and promised for to-napnrow. The 
Thames navigation too is at a sttod. Misomud or Ayiti 
shoal must go to work again directly. — Here too are some 
political memorandums — I see ; ay — To take Paul Jonesy 
and get the Indiamen. out of the Shannon — reinforce Byron 
— compel the Dutch to — so 1*— I must do that i^ the evening 
papers, or reserve it for the Morning Hterald ; for I know 
that I have undertaken to-morrow, besides;^ to establish 
the unanimity of the fleet in the PuWfc Advertiser , and to 
shoot Charles Fox in the Morning Post. — So, egad, I ha'n't 
a moment to lose I . . 

Dang. Well, we '11, meet in the Green Room, 

[ExeurvL sevepally 



ACT TWO 

Scene I. — The Theatre, before the Cmtain 

Enter Dangle, Puff, and Sneer 

Puff. No, no, sir; what Shakspeare says of attorsmay 
be better applied to the purpiosevof plays 5 they ought to 
be the abstract and brief chronicles of the time. Therefore 
when history, and particularly the history of our own 
country, furnishes anything Uk^fSL^fisie in point, to the time 
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irf'^whieh an author "writes^ if he knows his own interest, he 
will take advantage of it ; so, suv I call my tragedy The 
Spanish Armada'; and haveJaid the scene before. Tilbury 
F6rt. ' > .: . 

Sneer, A most happy thought, certainly I 

Dang, Egad it Was^-I told you so. Btit pray now, I 
don't Understand how you have contrived to introduce 
aby IdVe into it. - 

Puff. Lovel oh, nothing so easy I for it is a received pc^nt 
among pofets; that where history give& you a good heroic 
outline for a play, you may fill up with a little love at your 
own discretion : in doin^ which, nine times out of ten, 
5^dtt only make up a deficiency in the private history of the 
times. Now^I ratlier think I have done tMs with. some 
success. " >' 5 . 

Snee/.'No scandal about Queen Elizabeth, I hope? 

Piiff. O lild I no, no ;-^I ofttly suppose the governor of 
Tilbiiry Fort's daughter to be in, love. with the son of the 
Spanish Admiral. ■< • . • . 

Sneer. Oh, is that all? : 

©dng'. Excellent, i'taith; I See at once. But won't 
this Jkppear rather improbable? ~ i 

Puff. To be sure it wiil^^ut^ what the plague I a play 
is not to show occurrences that happen every day, but 
things ju^ so strange; that IhoHigh they never did, they 
might happen: ' i 

Sne!er. Gertainiy nothing is unnatural that is not 
physically impossible. v T , 

Puff. Very true — and for that matter, Don Ferolo 
Whiskerandos; ^f or that 's^ the ' 14vearf s name, might have 
been bver^here in the train of the Spanish Ambassador ; 
or Tilburina, for that is the lady's name, might have been 
in love with him, from having heard his character, or seen 
his picture, or from khd^ng th)at he was the last man 
in the world she ought to be in love with — or for any 
other good feiilale Teasdni-7*^Howeyer, sir, the fact; is, that 
though she is but a knight's daughter, egad I she is in love 
like any. princess f: ^ /: i , . :, •; 

Dang. Poor young lady 1 I feel for her already I for 
I can oteceive how/'grcat th<^ jcohiiict jnust be between 
her passion ahd her duty : her love for her countiy, and 
her love for Don Fcrl^io. /Whiskerandos !>. \ 

Puff. Oh, amazing l^^iher poor susceptible heart is swayed 
to ahd fro by contenitoig.p«i$iO|xi^ lUcer- — i 



Digitized by 



Google 



ScENR II THE eRlTIC 287 

Ettter. Uki>e&^ BaoMPTB* r 

Und. Promp. Sir, the soene is set, and everything is 
readj^ to begin, il you please. t 

Puffi Egad, then mtb 'Ulose no time. 

Und. Promp. Though, I believe, sir, you will find it very 
short, for all the performers have profited by* thei kind 
permission you granted them. 

Puff. Hey I Miiiat ? 

Un± Pr6mp' You Isnow, sir, you gave them leave to 
cut out or Omit whatever they found heavy or unnecessary 
to the plot^ and I must own they have taken very liberdl 
advantage of your indulgence. ; 

Puff. Well, well. — They are in general very good judges, 
and I know I am luxuriant. — Now, Mr. Hopkins, as soqu as 
you please. 

Und. Promp. [To the Orchestra.] Geaitlemen, will you 
play a few bars of something, just to v 

Puff. Ay, that 's right ; fws as we have the scenes and 
dresses, egad, we'll go to 't as if it was the first night's 
perfprmance j-r-but yow neied. not mind stopping between 
the acts. — [Exit Under Promfter. — Orchestra piay-^-ihen 
the bell rings,] Sol stand clear, gentlemen. Now you 
know there wfil be a cry of Ddwn 1 down I — Hats off I— - 
Silence 1 — ^Then up curtain, and let us see what our painters 
have done for us. [Curtain rises 



Scene II. — Tilbury Fort 
" Two Sentinels discovered asleep " 

Dang. Tilbiuy Fort ! — ^very fine indeed 1 

Puff. Now, what do you thiok I open with ? 

Sneer. Ealth^ I can't guess 

Puff. A clock. — Hark 1 — [Clock strikes.] I open with a 
dock striking, to beget an awful attention in the audience : 
it also marks the time, which is four o'clock in the morning, 
and saves a description of the rising sun, and a great deal 
^out gildihg the eastern hemisphere. 

Dang. But pray, are the sentinels to be asleep ? 

Puff. Fast as watchmen. ( 

Sneer. Isn't that odd though at such an alarming crisis ? 

Puff. To be sure it is,-^but smaller things must give way 
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to a striking scene at the opening ; that 's a rule. And 
the case is, that two great men are coming to this very 
spot to begin the piece : now, it is not to be supposed they 
would open their lips, if these fellows were watching them ; 
so, egad, I must either have sent them off their posts, or 
set them Asleep. , 

Sneer. Ob, that accounts for it. — But tell us, who are 
these coming? 

Puff. These are they — Sir Walter Raleigh and Sir Chris- 
tbpher Hatton. You'll know Sir Christopher by his 
tiuTiing out Ms'toes' — famous, you know, for his dancing. 
I like to preserve all the little traits of character. — ^Now 
attend. y 

" Ehter Sib Wai^teb RA^iiiGH and Sir Christopher Hatton. 
Sir Christ True, gallant Raleigh I" 

Dang. What, they had been talking before ? 

Puff. Oh yes ; all the way as they came along. — [To the 
actors.] 1 beg pardon, gentlemen, but these are particular 
friends of mine, whose reimarks may be of great service to 
us.— (To Sneer and DanglIs.} Don't mind interrupting 
them whenever anything strikes you. 

''Sir Christ True, gallant Raieighl 

' :But oh, t^ou champion of thy country's fame, 
There is a question which I yet must ask: 
A question which I never asked before— 
What mean these mighty armaments? 
This ^neral muster? and this throng of chiefs?" 

Sneer. Pray, Mr. Puff, how came Sir Christopher Hatton 
never to ask that question before ? 

Puff. What, before the play began? — ^how the plague 
could he ? • 

Dang. That 's true, f faith I 

Puff. But you will hear what he thinks of the matter. 

^'Sir Christ Alas I my noble friend, when I behold 

Yon tented plains in martial symmetry • 
Arrayed; when I count o*er yon glittering lines 
Of crested warriors, where the proud steeds neigh, . 
And valoujr-breathing trumpet's shrill appeal, ' 
Responsive vibrate' on my listening ear ; 
When virgin majesty herself I view. 
Like her {Protecting Pallas, veiled In ste^, 
With graceful confidence exhort to arms 1 
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When, briefly, all I hear or see bear stamp 
Of martial vigilance and stem defence, 
I cannot but surmise— forgive, my friend. 
If the conjecture 's rash — I cannot but 
Surmise the state some danger apprehends I" 

Sneer. A very cautious conjecture that. 
Puff. Yes, that 's his character ; not to give an opinion 
but on secure grounds. — ^Now then. 

*'Sir Wait O. most accomplished Christopher 1 " 

Puff. He calls him by his Christian name, to show that 
they are on the most familiar terms. 

^*Sir WaU, O most accomplished Christopher I I find 

Thy staunch sagacity still tracks the future 
In the fresh print of the overtaken past." 

Puff. Figurative 1 

''Sir Walt. Thy fears are just. 

Sir Christ, But where? whence? when? and what 

The danger is,— methlnks I fain would learn. 
Sir WaU. You know, my friend, scarce two revolving suns, 

And three revolving moons, have closed their course. 

Since haughty PhUip, in despite of peace, . 

With hostUe hand hath struck at England's trade. 
Sir Christ. I know it well. 

Sir Watt. PhUip, you know, is proud Iberia's king I 
Sir Christ. He is. 
Sir Walt. His subjects in base bigotry. 

And Catholic oppression held;— whUe we. 

You know, the Protestant persuasion hold. 
Sir Christ, We do. 
^r Walt. You know, beside, his boasted armament. 

The famed Armada, by the Pope baptised. 

With purpose to invade these realms 

Sir Christ. Is sailed. 

Our last advices so report. 
Sir Walt. While the Iberian admiral's chief hope. 

His darling son 

Sir Christ, Ferolo Whiskerandos hight 

Sir Walt. The same— by chance a prisoner hath been ta'en. 

And in this fort of Tilbury 

Sir Christ, Is now 

Confined — ^*tis true, and oft from yon tall turret's top 

I 've mark'd the youthful Spaniard's haughty mien— 

Unconquer'd, though in chains. 

Sir Walt. You also know" 

78-J 
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Dang. Mr. Piifl, as he knows aU this, why does Shr Walter 
* go on telling him ? 

Puff. But the audience are not supposed to know any 
thing of the matter, are they? 

Sneer. True ; but I think you manage ill : for there 
certainly appears no reason why Sir Walter should be so 
communicative. 

Puff. 'Fore Gad, now, that is one of the most ungrateful 
observations I ever heard I — ^for the less inducement he has 
to tell all this, the more, I think, you ought to be obliged 
to him ; for I am sure you 'd know nothing of the matter 
without it. , 

Dang. That 's very true. Upon my word. 

Puff. But you will find he was not going on. 

** Sir Christ. Enough, enough — ^'tis plain— and I no more 
Am In amazement lost I " 

Puff. Here, now, you see. Sir Christopher did not in 
fact ask any one question for his own information. 

Sneer. No, indeed: his has been a most disinterested 
curiosity I 

Dcmg. Really, I find, we are very much obliged to them 
both. 

Puff. To he sure you are. Now then for the commander- 
in-chief, the Earl of Leicester, who, you know, was no 
favourite but of the queen's. — ^We left off — in amazement 
lost I 

^* Sir Christ Am in amazement lost. 

But, see ^here noble Leicester comes I supreme 

In honours and command. 
Sir WcUt. And yet methinks, 

At such a time, so perilous, so fear*d, 

That staff might weU become an abler grasp. 
Sir Christ And so, by Heaven I think I; but soft, he*8 here I" 

Puff. Ay, they envy him I 
V Sneer. But who are these with him ? 

Puff. Oh I very valiant knights : one is the governor of 
the fort, the other the master of the horse. And now, 
I think, you shall hear some better language : I was 
obliged to be plain and intelligible in the first scene, because 
th^re was so much matter of fact in it ; but now, i' faith, 
you have trope, figure, and metaphor, as plenty as noun- 
substantives. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene II THE CJllTIC 291 

** Ehter Eabi. of Lbxcbsteb, Govbritor, Master of thb Horse, 

KNIGfiTB, SCO* 

Leic, How *s this, my friends I is 't thus your new-fledged zeal 
And plumdd valour moulds in roosted sloth? 
Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame, 
Whose reddening blaze, by patriot spirit fed. 
Should be the beacon of a kindling realm f 
Can the quick current of a patriot heart 
Thus stagnate in a cold and weedy conyerse, 
Or freeze in tideless inactivity f 
No I rather let the fountain of your valour 
Spring through each stream of enterprise, 
Each petty channel of conducive daring. 
Till the full torrent of your foaming wrath 
O'erwhelm the flats of sunk hostility 1 " 

Puff. There it is— followed up 1 

**Bir Wait. No more I— the fresfatenlng breath of thy rebuke 
Halih flird the swelling canvas of our souls ! 
And thus, though fate should lOut the cable of 

{AU take hands 
Our topmost hopes, in friendship's closing line 
We *11 grapple with desp^, and if we fall, 
Well tall in glory's wake! 

Leic. There spoke old Engl^d's genius! 
Then, are we all resolved ? 

Alil We are-^aU resolved. 

Leic, To conquep—or ]i>e free ? 

AU To conquer, or be free* 

Leic All? 

AU AIL" 

Dang. Nem. con. egad I 

Puff. O yes I — ^where they do agree on the stage, their 
unanimity is wonderful I 

" Leic. Then let 's embrace— and now [Kneela ** 

Sneer. What the plague ! is he going to pray 1 
Puff. Yes ; hush ! — ^in great emergencies, there is nothing 
like a prayer. 

'*Leic. O mighty Mars!*' 

Dang. But why should he pray to Mars ? 
Pu/y. Hush! 

**Leic. If in thy homage bred, 

Each point of discipline I 've still observed ; 
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Nor but by due promotion, and the right 
Of service, to the rank of major-general 
Have risen ; assist thy votary novr 1 
Gov, Yet do not rise— hear me 1 [Kneels 

Mast. And me 1 [Kneela 

Knight And me I [Kneela 

Sir Walt And me ! [Kneela 

Sir Christ. And me I [Kneela 

Puff, Now pray altogether. 

** AU Behold thy votaries submissive beg; 

That thou wilt deign to grant them all they ask ; 
Assist them to accomplish all their ei^ds. 
And sanctify whatever means they use 
To gain them I" 

Sneer. A very orthodox quhitetto I 

Puff. Vastly well, gentlemen 1— Is that well managed or 
not ? Have you such a prayer as that on the stage ? 

Sneer. Not exactly. 

L^ic. [To Puff.] But, sur, you haven't settled how we 
are to get off here. 

Puff. You could not go of! kneeling, could you ? 

Sir Walt [To PuFf.J O no, sir; impossibly! 

Puff. It would have a good effect, i' faith, if you could 
exeunt praying I — Yes, and would vary the established 
mode of springing off with a glance at the pit. 

Sneer. Oh, never mind, so as you get them off I — 1 11 
answer for it, the audience won't care how. 

Puff. Well then, repeat the last line standing, and go 
off the old way. 

" All Attd sanctify whatever means we use 

To gain them. [ExewrU " 

Dang. Bravo 1 a fine exit. 

Sneer. Well, really, Mr. Puff 

Puff. Stay a moment I 

" The Sentinels get up 

1 Sent All this shaU to Lord Burleigh's ear. 

2 Sent Tis meet it should. [Exewnt " 

Dang. Hey 1 — ^why, I thought those fellows had been 
asleep ? 

Puff. Only a pretence ; there 's the art of it : they were 
spies of Lord Burleigh's. 
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Sneer, But isn't it odd they never were taken notice of, 
not even by the commander-in-chief ? 

Puff. O lud, sir I if people, who want to listen or over- 
hear, were not always connived at in a tragedy, there would 
be no carrying on any plot in the world. 

Dang, That 's certain 1 

Puff, But take care, my dear Dangle I the morning-gun 
is going to fire. [Cannon fires 

Dang, Well, that will have a fine effect ! 

Puff, I think so, and helps to realise the scene. — [Cannon 
twice,] What the plague 1 three morning guns I there 
never is but one 1 — ^Ay, this is always the way at the theatre : 
give these fellows a good thing, and they never know 
when to have done with it. — Y6u have no more cannon to 
fire? 

Und. Promp, [Within.] NO, sh*. 

Puff, Now, then, for soft music, 

Sneer, Pray, what 's that for? 

Puff. It shows that Tilburina is coming; — ^nothing in- 
troduces you a heroine like soft music. Here she comes I 

Dang, And her confidant, I suppose ? 

Puff. To be sure I Here they are — ^inconsolable to the 
minuet in Ariadne I [Soft music 

*f Enter Tilburina and Confidant 
Tilb, Now has the whispering breath of gentle mom 
Bid Nature's voice and Nature's beauty rise ; 
WhUe orient Phoebus, with unborroVd hues, 
Clothes the waked loveliness which aU night slept 
In heavenly drapery I Darkness Is fled. 
Now flowers unfold their beauties to the sun, 
And, blushing, kiss the beam he sends to wake them— 
The stxlped carnation, and the guarded rose, 
The vulgar wallflower, and smart gillyflower, 
The polyanthus mean— the dapper daisy, 
Sweet-william, and sweet marjoram— and aU 
The tribe of single and of double pinks 1 
Now, too, the feather'd warblers tune their notes 
Around, and charm the listening grove. The lark 1 
The linnet 1 chaffinch I bullflnoh 1 goldfinch I greenfinch I 
But O, to me no joy can they afford ! 
Nor rose, nor wallflower, nor smart gillyflower. 
Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daisy, 
Nor William sweet, nor marjoram—nor lark, 
Linnets, nor aU the flnches of the grove 1 " 

Puff, Your white handkerchief, madam I 
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Tilb. I thought, sir, I wasn't to use that tfll bOirt-rending 
woe. 

Puff. O yes, madam, at the finches of the grove, if you 
please. 

" TUb. Nor lark, 

Linnet, nor aU the finches of the grove I IWeeps" 

Puff. Vastly well, madam I 
Dang. Vastly well, indeed I 

" Tilb. For, O, too sure, heaytrrending woe is now 
The lot of wretched Tilburina I" 

Dang. Oh 1 — 'tis too much I 
Sneer. Oh I— it is indeed I 

** Con. Be comforted, sweet lady ; for who knqwB, 

But Heaven has yet some milk-white day in store? 
Tilb. Alas I my gentle Nora, 

Thy tender youth as yet hath never moum*d 
Love's fatal dart. Else wouldst thou know that when 
The soul is sunk in comfoitless despair. 
It cannot taste of merriment.** 

Dang. That 's certain I 

" Con. But see where your stem father comes : 

It is not meet that he should find you thus.'* 

Puff. Hey, what the plague I — what a cut is here I Why, 
I what is become ol the description of her first meeting 
[ with Don Whiskcrandos — his gallant behaviour in the 
sea-fight — and the simile of the canary-bird ? 

Tilb. lyideed, sir, you '11 find they will not be missed. 

Puff. Very well, very well I 

Tilb. [To Confidant.] The cue, ma'am, if you please. 

*' Con. It is not meet that he should find you thus. 
TUb. Thou counsel'st right ; but *t is no easy task 
For barefaced grief tp wear a mask of joy. 
Enter ^yebnob 
Gov. How 's this I— in tears I— O Tilburina, shame 1 
Is this a time for maudling tendemess,^ 
And Cupid's baby woeal^Hast thou not heard 
That haughty Spain's pope-conseerated fleet 
Advances to our shores, while England's fate, 
Like a clipp*d guinea, trembles in the scale? 
TUb. Then is the crisis of my fate at hand I 
I see the fleets approach— I see-^-^** 
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Puff, Now, pray, gentlemen, mind. This is one of the 
most useful figures we tragedy writers have, by which a 
hero or heroine, in consideration of their being often 
obliged to overlook things that are on the stage, is allowed 
to hear and see a number of things that are not. 

Sneer, Yes ; a kind of poetical second-sight ! 

Puff, Yes. — Now then, madam. 

•* TUb. I see their decks 

Are clear'd 1— I see the signal made I 
The line is formed — a cable's length asunder ! 
I see the frigates statlon'd in the rear ; 
And now I hear the thunder of the guns ! 
I hear the victor's shouts I— I also hear 
The vanquish'd groan I— and now 'tis smoke— and now 
I see the loose sails shiver in the wind 1 

I see— I see— wh$it soon you 11 see 

Gov, Hold, daughter I peace I this love hath tum'd thy brain I 
The Spanish fleet thou canst not see— because 
—It is not yet in sight 1" 

Dang, Egad, though, the governor seems to make no 
allowance for this poetical figure you talk of. 

Puff, No, a plain matter-of-fact man ; — ^that 's his char- 
acter. 

" TUb. But will you then refuse his olTer? 

Oav, I mustr-I will— I can— I ought*~I do. 

TUb. Think what a noble price. 

Gov. No more— you urge in vain. 

TUb, His liberty is aU he asks." 



Sneer, All who asks, Mr. Puff ? Who is- 



Puff, Egad, sir, I can't tell I Here has l>een such cut- 
ting and slashing, I don't know where they have got to 
myself. 

Tilb, Indeed, sir, you will find it will connect very well. 

" —And your reward secure." 

Puff, Oh, if they hadn't been so devilish free with their 
cuttings here, you would have found that Don Whisker- 
andos has been tampering for his liberty, and has per- 
suaded Tilburina to make this proposal to her father. 
And now, pray observe the conciseness with which the 
argument is conducted. Egad, the pro and con goes as 
smart as hits in a fencing-match. It is indeed a sort of 
small-sword logic, which we have borrowed from the 
French. 
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"2m. 


A retreat In Spain ! 


Gov. 


Outlawry here I 


TUb. 


Your daughter's prayer I 


Gov. 


Your father's oath I 


TUb. 


My lover ! 


Gov. 


My country I 


TUb. 


Tllburlna I 


Gov. 


England ! 


TUb. 


A title I 


Gov, 


Honour ! 


TUb. 


A pension I 


Gov- 


Conscience I 


TUb. 


A thousand pounds I 


Gov. 


Ha I thou hast touch'd me nearly ! 



Puff. There you see — she threw in TUburina, Quick, parry 
quarte with England I — Ha I thrust in tierce a title I — 
parried by honour. Ha I a pension over the arm I — put by 
by conscience. Then flankonade with a thousand pounds 
— and a palpable hit, egad I 

" TUb. Canst thou— 

Reject the suppliant, and the daughter too 
Gov, No more ; I would not hear thee plead in vain : 
The father softens— but the governor 
Is fix'd I [ExU " 

Dang. Ay, that antithesis of persons is a most established 
figure. 

•• TUb, Tis well,— hence then, fond hopes,— fond passion, hence. 

Duty, behold I am all over thine 

Whisk. [WUIiaiU.] Where is my love— my— ^ 
TUb, Ha 1 

Enter Don Ferolo Whiskebandos 
Whisk, My beauteous enemy I ** ^^ 

Puff, O dear, ma'am, you must start a great deal more 
than that I Consider, you had just determined in favour 
of duty — ^when, in a moment, the sound of his voice revives 
your passion — overthrows your resolution — destroys your 
obedience. If you don't express all that' in your start, you 
do nothing at all. 

Tilb. Well, we '11 try again I 

Dang. Speaking from within has always a fine effect. 

Sneer, Very. 

" Whisk. My conquering Tllburlna I How I is 't thus 

We meet ? why are thy looks averse ? what means 
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That falling tear— that frown of boding woef 
Ha I now indeed I am a prisoner I 
Yes, now I feel the galling weight of these 
Disgraceful chains— which, cru^l Tilburina ! 
Thy doating captive gloried in before.— 
But thou art false, and Whiskerandos is undone ! 
Tilb, O no 1 how little dost thou know thy Tilburina 1 
Whisk, Art thou then true ?~6egone cares, doubts, and fears, 
I make you all a present to the winds; 
And if the winds reject you— try the waves.** 

Puff. The wind, you know, is the established receiver 
of all stolen sighs, and cast-off griefs and apprehensions. 

" TUb, Yet must we part I— stem duty seals our doom : 

Though here I call yon conscious clouds to witness, 
Gould I pursue the bias of my soul. 
All friends, all right of parents, I'd disclaim. 
And thou, my Whiskerandos, shouldst be father. 
And mother, brother, cousin, uncle, aunt, 
And friend to me I 
Whisk, Oh, matchless exceUence ! and must we part ? 
Well, if— we must— we must— and in that case 
The less is said the better." 

Puff. Heyday I here 's a cut I — What, are all the mutual 
protestations out ? 

Tilb. Now, pray, sir, don't interrupt us just here : you 
ruin our feelings. 

Puff. Yoiu' feelings ! — ^but zounds, my feelings, ma'am I 

Sneer. No ; pray don't interrupt them. 

** Whisk. One last embrace. 

Tilb. Now,— faifewell for ever. 

Whisk. For ever 1 

Tilb. Ay, for ever I [Going " 

Puff. 'Sdeath and ixay I — Gad's life I — ^sir I madam I if 
you go out without the parting look, you might as well 
dance out. Here, here I 

Con. But pray, sir, how am I to get off here ? 

Puff. You I pshaw ! what the devil signifies how you 
get off 1 edge away at the top, or where you will — [Pushes 
the Confidant off.] Now, ma'am, you see 

Tilb. We understand you, sir. 

** Ay, for ever. 
Both Oh 1 [iTurning back, and exeunt.^Scene closes.** 
78— J* 
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Dang, Oh, charming I 

Puff. Hey I — 'tis pretty well, I believe : you see I don't 
attempt to strike out anything new— but I take it I im- 
prove on the established modes. 

Sneer. You do, indeed I But pray is not Queen Eliza- 
beth to appear ? 

Puff. No, not once — ^but she is to be talked of for ever ; 
so that, egad, you 'U think a hundred times that she is on 
the point of coming in. 

Sneer. Hang it, I think it 's a pity to keep her in the 
green room all the night. 

Puff. O no, that always hag a fine effect — ^it keeps up 
expectation. 

Dang, But are we not to have a battle ? 

Puff. Yes, yes, you will haVe a battle at last ; but, egad, 
it 's not to be by land, but by sea — and that is the only 
quite new thing in the piece. 

Dang. What, Drake at the Armada, hey ? 

Puff. Yes, i' faith — fire-ships and all ; then we shall 
end with the procession. Hey, tiiat will do, I think ? 

Sneer. No doubt on 't. 

Puff. Come, we must not lose time ; so now for the 
under-plot. 

Sneer. What the plague I have you another plot ? 

Puff. O Lord, yes ; ever while you live have two plots to 
your tragedy. The grand point in managing them is only 
to let yoiu* under-plot have as little connection with your 
main-plot as possible. — I flatter myself nothing can be 
more distinct than mine ; for as in my chief plot the 
characters are all great people, I have laid my under-plot 
in low life ; and as the former is to end in deep distress, 
I make the other end as happy as a farce. — ^Now, Mr. 
Hopkins, as soon as you please. 

Enter Under Prompteb 

Under Promp. Sir, the carpenter says it is impossible 
you can go to the park scene yet. 

Puff. The park scene I no 1 I mean the description 
scene here, in the wood. 

Under Promp. Sir, the performers have cut it out. 

Puff. Cut it out I 

Under Promp. Yes, sir. 

Puff. What I the whole account of Queen Elizabeth ? 
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Under Promp. Yes, sir. 

Puff. And the description of her horse and side-saddle ? 

Under Promp. Yes, sir. 

Puff. So, so ; this is very fine indeed 1 — 'Mr. Hopkins, 
how the plague could you suffer this ? 

, Mr. Hop. [Within.] Sir, indeed the pruning-knife 

Puff. The pruning-knife — zouhds ! — ^the axe I Why, here 
has been such lopping and topping, I sh^'n't have the bare 
trunk of my play left presently I — ^Very well, sir — the 
performers must do as they please ; but, upon my soul, 
I '11 print it every word. 

Sneer. That I would, indeed. 

Puff. Very well, sir; then we must go on. — Zoimds I I 
would not have parted with the description of the horse I 
— ^Well, sir, go on I — Sir, it :was one of the finest and most 
laboured things; — Very well, sir ; let them go on. — There 
you had him and his accoutrements, from the bit to 
the crupper.. — ^Very well, sir ; we must go to the park 
scene. 

Under Promp. Sir, there is the p<Hnt : the carpenters say, 
that unless there is some business put in here before the 
drop, they sha'n't have time to cleat away the fort, or 
sink Gravesend and the river. 

Puff. So I this is a pretty dilemma, truly I — Gentlemen, 
you must excuse me— these fellows will never be ready, 
unless I go and look after them myself. 

Sneer. Oh dear, sir, these little things will happen. 

Puff. To cut out this scene I — ^but I 'U print it — egad, I *11 
print it every wprd I [Exeunt 



ACT THREE 

Scene I. — The Theatre, before the Curtain 

Enter Puff, Sneer, and Dangle 

Puff. Well, we are ready ; now then for the justices. 

[Curtain rises 

"Justices, Constables, (fee, discovered*^ 

Sneer. This, I suppose, is a sort of senate scene. 
Puff. To be sm:e ; there has not been one yet. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



300 THE CRITIC Act III 

Dang. It is the under-plot, isn't it ? 

Puff. Yes. — ^What, gentlemen* do you mean to go at 
once to the discovery scene ? 

Just. If you please, sir. 

Puff. Oh, very well I — Hark 'ee, I don't choose to say 
any thing more ; but, i' faith, they have mangled my play- 
in a most shocking manner. 

Dang. It 's a great pity 1 

Puff. Now, then, Mr. Justice, if you please. 

*^Just. Are all the volunteers without! 

Const. They are. 

Some ten in fetters, and some twenty drunk. 

Just. Attends the youth, whose most opprobrious fame 

And clear eonvicted crimes have stamp'd him soldier f 

Const. He waits jour pleasure; eager to repay 

The blest reprieve that sends him to the fields 
Of glory, there to raise his branded hand 
In honour's cause. 

Just^ *Tis well— 'tis justice arms him I 

Oh I may he now defend his country's laws 
WiUi half the spirit *he has broke Uiem all I 
If 'tis your worship's pleasure^ bid him enter. 

Const. I fly, the herald of your wilL [EkcU ** 

Puff. Quick, SU-. 

Sneer. But, Mr. Puff, I think not only the Justice, but 
the' clown seems to talk in as high a style as the first hero 
among them. 

Puff. Heaven forbid they should not in a free country I 
— Sir, I am not for making slavish distinctions, and giving 
all the fine language to the upper sort of people. 

Dang. That 's very noble in you, indeed. 

" Enter Justicb's Lady ** 

Puff. Now, pray mark this scene. 

*• Lady Forgive this interruption, good my love ; 

But as I just now pass'd a prisoner youth. 
Whom rude hands hither lead, strange bodings seized 
My fluttering heart, and to myself I said. 
An if our Tom had lived, he *d surely been 
This stripling's height I 
Just, Ha ! sure some powerful sympathy directs 
Us both 

Be-tTUtr Constable with Son 

What is thy name! 
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Son My name is Tom Jenkins— a2ta« have I none— 
Though orphan'd and without a friend ! 

Jic8t Thy parents? 

Son My father dwelt in Rochester— and was. 

As I have heard— a fishmonger— no more." 

Puff. What, sir, do you leave out the account of your 
birth, parentage, and education? 

Son. They have settled it so, sir, here. 
Puff. Oh I oh I 

'^Lady How loudly nature whispers to my heart! 

Had he no other name? 
S<m 1 've seen a bill 

Of his sign'd Tomkins, creditor. 
Jtist. This does indeed confirm each circumstance 

The gipsy told !— Prepare ! 
Son I do. 

Jttst. No orphan, or without a friend art thou— 

I am thy father ; here 's thy mother ; there 

Thy uncle— this thy first cousin, and those 

Are all your near relations 1 
Lady O ecstacy of Hiss I 
Son O most unlook'd for happiness I 
JuM. O wonderful event I 

[They faint cUtemately in each other's arms 

Puff. There, you see relationship, like murder, will put. 

** Jxist Now let 's revive— else were this joy too much I 
But come— and we '11 untold the rest within ; 
And thou, my boy, must needs want rest and food. 
Hence may each o^rphan hope, as chance directs, 
To find a father— where he least expects 1 [Exeunt " 

Puff. What do you think of that ? 
Dang. One of the finest discovery scenes I ever saw I — 
Why, this under-plot would have made a tragedy itself. 
Sneer. Or a comedy either. 
Puff. And keeps quite clear you see of the other. 

Enter Scenemen, taMng away the seats 

Puff. The scene remains, does it ? 

Sceneman. Yes, sir. 

Puff. You are to leave one chair, you know. — But it is 
always awkward in a tragedy, to have you fellows coming 
in in your playhouse liveries to remove things. — I wish 
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that could be managed better.--*So now for my mysteri- 
ous yeoman. ' 

"Enter Bbbfeateb 
Beef, Perdition catch iny soul, hut I do love thee." 

Sneer. Haven't I heard that line before ? 

Puff. No, I fancy not. — Where, pray ? 

Dang. Yes, I think there is something like it in Othello. 

Puff. Gad I now you put me in mind on % I believe 
there is — ^but that 's of no consequence ; all that can be said 
is, that two people happened to hit on the same thought — 
and Shakespeare made use of it first, that > all. 

Sneer. Very true. 

Puff. Now, sir, yoiu* soliloquy — ^but speak more to the 
pit, if you please — the soliloquy always to the pit, that 's 
a rule. 

"Beef. Though hopeless love finds comfort in despair, 
It never can endure a rival's bliss ! 
But soft— I am observed. IBocAt*" 

Dang. That 's a very short solfloquy. 

Puff. Yes — ^but it would have been a great deal longer 
if he had not been observed. 

Sneer. A most sentimental Beefeater that, Mr. Puff I 

Puff. Hark 'ee — I would not have you be too sure that 
he is a Beefeater. 

Sneer. What, a hero in disguise ? 

Puff. No matter — I ©nly give you a hint. But now 
for my principal character. Here he conies — Lord Bur- 
leigh in person! Pray, gentlemen, step thi^ way — softly 
— I only hope the Lord High Treasurer is perfect — ^if he 
is but perfect I ^ 

*^ Enter JjOKd Bubleioh, ffOea slowly to a chceir, and eits" 

Sneer. Mr. Puff I 

Puff. Hush I — Vastly well, sir 1 vastly well I a most 
interesting gravity I 

Dang. What, isn't he to speak at all ? 

Puff. Egad, I thought you 'd ask me that I — Yes, it is 
a very likely thing — ^that a minister in his situation, with 
the whole affairs of the nation on his head, should have 
time to talk 1 — But hush I or you *I1 put him out. 

Sneer. Put him out I how the plague can that be, if 
he 's not going to say any thing ? 
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Puff. There 's the reason I why, his part is to think ; 
and how the plague do you imagine he can think if you 
keep talking ? 

Dang, That 's very true, upon my word I 

" LoBD Burleigh comes forward, shakes Ma head, and exit " 

Sneer, He is very perfect indeed I Now^ pray what did he 
mean by that ? 

Puff. You don't take it ? 

Sneer. No, I don't, upon my soul. 

Puff. Why, by that shake of the head, he gave you to 
understand that even though they had more justice in 
their cause, and wisdom in their measures — ^yet, if there 
was not a greater spirit shown on the part of the people, 
the coimtfy would at last fall a sacrifice to the hostile 
ambition of the Spanish monarchy. 

Sneer. The devil 1 did he mean all that by shaking his 
head ? 

Puff. Every word of it — ^if he shook his head as I taught 
him. 

Dang. Ah I there certainly is a vast deal to be done 
on the stage by dumb show and expression of face ; and 
a judicious author knows how much he may trust to it. 

Sneer. Oh, here are some of our old acquaintance. 

"Enter Sib Ohristopheb Hatton and Sir Walter Baleioh 

Sir Christ, My niece and your niece too ! 

By Heaven I there 's witchcraft In *t.— He could not 

else 
Have gain'd their hearts. —But see where they 

approach : 
Some horrid purpose lowering on their brows ! 
Sir Walter Let us witlidraw and mark them. [They withdraw*' 

Sneer. What is all this ? 

Puff. Ah I here has been more pruning I — but the fact 
is, these two yoimg ladies are also in love with Don Whis- 
kerandos. — Now, gentlemen, this scene goes entirely for 
what we call situation and stage effect, by which the 
greatest applause may be obtained, without the assist- 
ance of language, sentiment, or character : pray mark I 

"Enter the two Nusces. 
1st Niece EUena here ! 

She is his scorn as much as I— that is 
Some comfort stiU 1 " 
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Puff. O dear, madam, yoii are not to say that to her 
face I — aside, ma'am, aside. — ^The whole scene is to be 
aside. 

^*l8t Niece She is his scorn as much as I— that is 

Some comfort still. [Aside 

ind Niece I know he prizes not Pollina's love ; 

But Tilburina lords it o*er his heart. [Aside 

1st Niece But see the proud destroyer of my peace. 

Bevenge is all the good I Ve left. [Aside 

tnd Niece He comes, the false disturber of my quiet. 

Now, vengeance do thy worst. [Aside 

Enter Don Febolo WmsKEBANDOS 

Whisk, O hateful liberty— if thus in vain 

I seek my Tilburina ! 
Both Nieces And ever shalt I 

Sir Chbistopheb Hatton and Sir Walter Raleigh come 
forward 

Sir Christ, and Sir Wait. Hold 1 we will avenge you. 

Whisk. Hold you — or see your nieces bleed ! 

[27ie two NiBOES draw their two daggers to strike Whisk- 
ERANDOS : the two Uncles at the instant, with their 
two swords drawn, catch their two Nieces' arms, 
and turn the points of their swords to WmsK- 
ERANDOS, who immediately draws two daggers, and 
holds them to the two Nieces' bosoms " 

Puff, There 's situation for you I there 's an heroic 
group ! — You' see the ladies can't stab Whiskerandos — he 
durst not strike them, for fear of their uncles — ^the uncles 
durst not kill him, because of their nieces — I have them 
all at a dead lock I — ^for every one of them is afraid to let 
go first. 
Sneer, Why, then they must stand there for ever 1 
Puff, So they would, if I hadn't a very fine contrivance 
for 't. — Now mind 

** Enter Beefeater, with his haXberd 

Beef. In the queen's name I Chaige you aU to drop 
Your swords and daggers ! 

[They drop their swords and daggers ** 

Sneer. That is a contrivance indeed I 
Puff, Ay — ^In the queen's name. 

** Sir Christ, Come, niece ! 
Sir Walter Come, niece 1 [Eoceunt with the two Nibcbs 
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Whiak. What's he, who bids us thus renounce our guard? 
Beef. Thou must do m%re— renounce thy love 1 < 

Whisk. Thou liest—base Beefeater! 
Beef, Ha I hell I the lie ! 

By Heaven thou *st roused the lion in my heart ! 

Off, yeoman's habit 1— base disguise I off ! off 1 
[Discovers himself by throiuing off his upper dress, 
and appearing in a very fme waistcoat. 

Am I a Beefeater now? 

Or beams my crest as terrible as when 

In Biscay's Bay I took thy captive sloop?" 

Puff. There, egad I he comes out to be the very captain 
of the privateer who had taken Whiskerandos prisoner — 
and was himself an old lover of Tilburina's. 

Dang. Admirably managed, indeed I 

Puff. Now, stand out of their way. 

*' Whisk. I thank thee. Fortune, that hast thus bestowed 
A weapon to chastise this insolent. 

\Tdkes up one of the swords 
Beef. I take thy challenge, Spaniard, and I thank thee, 

Fortime, too I [Takes up the other sword " 

Dang. That 's excellently contrived I — It seems as if the 
two uncles had left their swords on purpose for them. 
Puff. No, egad, they could not help leaving them. 

" Whisk Vengeance and Tilburina ! 

Beef Exactly so 

They fight— and after the usuai number of wownds 
given, Whiskerandos falls. 
Whisk. O cursed parry I— that last thrust in tierce 
Was fatal.— Captain, thou hast fenced well ! 
And Whiskerandos quits this bustling scene 

For all eter 

Beef. nity he would have added, but stem death 

Cut short his being, and the noun at once ! '* 

Puff. Oh, my dear sir, you are too slow : now mind me. 
— Sir, shall I trouble you to die again ? 

" Whisk. And Whiskerandos quits this bustling scene 

For all eter 

Beef nity— he would have added, " 

Puff. No, sir — ^that 's not it — once more, if you please. 
Whisk. I wish, sir, you would practise this without me 
— I can't stay dying here all night. 
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Puff, Very well ; we '11 go over it by-and-by. — [Exit 
Whiskerandos.] I must humour these gentlemen 1 

^*Beef, Farewell, brave Spaniard! and when next" 

Puff. Oear sir, you needn't speak that speech, as the 
body has walked off. 

Beef, That 's true, sir— then I '11 join the fleet. 

Puff, If you please. — [ExH Beefeater.] Now, who 
comes on ? 

"Enter Governor, toith his hair properly disordered 

G&v. A hemisphere of evil planets reign I 

And every planet sheds contagious frenzy I 
My Spanish prisoner Is slain 1 my daughter 
Meeting the dead corse borne along, has gone 
Distract 1 " [A loud flourish of trumpets 

But hark I I am summon'd to the fort : 
Perhaps the fleets have met I amazing crisis ! 
O Tilburina I from thy aged father's beard 
Thou 'st pluck*d the few brown hairs which time had 
leftl [EoeU** 

Sneer. Poor gentleman 1 

Puff. Yes — and no one to blame but his daughter I 

Dang. And the planets 

Puff. True. — Now enter Tilburina I 
Sneer. Egad, the business comes on quick here. 
Puff. Yes, sir — now she comes in stark mad in white 
satin. 
Snea: Why in whit^ satin ? 

I Puff. O Lord, sir — ^when a heroine goes mad she always 
goes into white satin. — Don't she, Dangle ? 
Dang, Always — ^it 's a rule. 

Puff. Yes — ^here it is — [Looking at the book,] " Enter 
Tilbturina stark mad in white satin, and her confidant stark 
mad in white linen.^' 

** Enter Tilburina and Conwdant, mo^, according to ctuiam** 

Sneer. But, what the deuce, is the confidant to be mad 
too? 

Puff. To be sure she is : the confidant is always to do 
whatever her mistress does ; weep when she weeps, smile 
when she smiles, go mad when she goes mad. — Now, madam 
confidant— but keep your madness in the back-ground, if 
you please. 
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** TUb. The wind whistlesh— the moon rises-— see. 
They have kill'd my squirrel in his cage; 
Is thi|9 a grasshopper?— Ha ! no ; it is my 
Whiskerandos— you shall not keep him— 
I know you have him in your pocket — 
An oyster may be cross'd in love I— Who toys 
A whale *s a bird ?— Ha ! did you call, my loye T— 
He *8 herej he 's th^re !— He *g everywhere 1 
Ah me ! he's nowhere 1 [Exit ** 

Puff, There, do you ever desire to see any body madder 
than that? 

Sneer. Never, while I live 1 

Puff, You observed how she mangled the metre ? 

Dang, Yes — egad, it was the first thing made me suspect 
she was out of her senses. 

Sneer, And pray what becomes of her ? 

Puff, She is gone to throw herself into the sea, to be 
sure — and that brings us at once to the scene of action, 
and so to my catastrophe — ^my sea-fight, I mean. 

Sneer, What, you bring that in at last ? 

Puff, Yes, yes — ^you know my play is called The Spanish 
Armada; otherwise, egad, I have no occasion for the 
battle at all. — Now then for my magnificence I — my 
battle I — ^my noise I — and my procession I — You are all 
ready I 

Under Promp, [Within,] Yes, sir. 

Puff. Is the Thames ^b'essed ? 

" Enter Thames, tcith two ArrEiroANTS " 

Thames, Here I am, sir. 

Puff. Very well, indeed I — See, gentlemen, there's a 
river for you I — ^Thls is blending a little of the masque with 
my tragedy — a new fancy, you know — and very useful in 
my case; for as there must be a procession, I suppose 
Thames, and all his tributary rivers, to compliment 
Britannia with a f^te in honoiu* of the victory. 

Sneer. But pray, who are those gentlemen in green with 
him? 

Puff. Those ? — those are his banks. 

Sneer. His banks ? 

Puff. Yes, one crowned with alders, and the other with a 
villa I — you take the allusions ? — But hey I what the 
plague I you have got both your banks on one side. — 
Here, sir, come round. — Ever while you live, Thames, go 
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between your banks. — [Bell rings,] There, go I now far 't I 
— Stand aside, my dear friends I — ^Away, Thames I 

[Exit Thames between his banks 

[Flourish of drums, trumpets, cannon, dec, <fec. Scene 
changes to the sea — the fleets engage — the music plays 
" Britons, strike home." — Spanish fleet destroyed bg 
fire-ships, S:c. — English fleet advances — music plays 
" Rule, Britannia.** — The procession of all the English 
rivers, and their tributaries, with their emblems, iScc, 
begins with HandeVs water-music, ends with a chorus, to 
the march in Judas Maccabasus. — During this scene. 
Puff directs and applauds every thing — then 

Puff. Well, pretty well — ^but not quite perfect. — So, 
ladies and gentlemen, if you please, we '11 rehearse this 
piece again to-morrow. [Curtain drops 
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A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH 

PROLOGUE 

SPOKEK by MR. KING 

What various transfonnations we remark, 
From east Whitechapel to the west Hyde Park ! 
Men, women, children, houses, signs, and fashions. 
State, stage, trade, taste, the humoiws and the passions ; 
The Exchange, 'Change Alley, wheresoe'er you 're ranging, 
Court, city, country, all are changed or changing: 
The streets, some time ago, were paved with stones. 
Which, aided by a hackney-coach, half broke your bones. 
The purest lovers then indulged in bliss ; 
They run great hazard if they stole a kiss. 
One chaste salute I — the damsel cried — Oh, fie I 
As they approach'd — slap went the coach awry — 
Poor Sylvia got a bump, and Damon a black eye. 

But now weak nerves in hackney-coaches roam, 
And the cramm'd glutton snores, unjolted, home : 
Of former times, that polish'd thing, a beau. 
Is metamorphosed now from top to toe ; 
Then the full flaxen wig, spread o'er the shoulders, 
Conceal'd the shallow head from the beholders I 
But now the whole 's reversed — each fop appears, 
Cropp'd and trimm'd up, exposing head and ears : 
The buckle then its modest limits knew. 
Now, like the ocean, dreadful to the view. 
Hath broke its bounds, and swallows up the shoe ; 
The wearer's foot, like his once fine estate. 
Is almost lost, the encumbrance is so great. 
Ladies may smile— are they not in the plot ? 
The bounds of nature have not they forgot? 
Were they design'd to be, when put together. 
Made up, like shuttlecocks, of cork and feather ? 
Their pale-faced grandmammas appear'd with grace. 
When dawning blushes rose upon the face; 
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No blushes now their once-loved station seek ; 
The foe is in possession of the cheek ! 
No heads of old, too high in feather'd state, 
Hinder'd the fair to pass the lowest gate ; 
A church to enter now, they must be bent. 
If ever they should try the experiment. 

As change thus circulates throughout the nation. 
Some plays may justly call for alteration; 
At least to draw some slender covering o'er 
That graceless wit* which was too bare before: 
Those writers well and wisely use their pens. 
Who turn our wantons into Magdalens ; 
And howsoever wicked wits revile 'em. 
We hope to find in you their st^^ge asylum. 

• " And Van want grace, who never wanted wit"— Popb. 
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ACT ONE 

Scene I. — The Hall of an Inn 

Enter Tom Fashion and Lory, Postillion following with a 
portmanteau 

Fash. Lory, pay the postboy^ and take the portmanteau. 

Lory. [Aside to Tom Fashion.] Faith, sh*, we had better 
let the postboy take the portmanteau and pay himself. 

Fash. [Aside to Lory.] "Why, sure, there's something left 
in it I 

. Lory. Not a rag, upon my honour, sir I We ate the last 
of your wardrobe at Newmalton — ^and if we had had 
twenty miles further to go, our next meal must have been 
of the cloak-bag. 

Fash. Why, 'sdeath, it appears full I 

Lory. Yes, sir — I made bold to stuff it with hay, to save ^ 
appearances, and look like baggage. 

Fash. [Aside.] What the devil shaU I dot— [Aloud.] 
Hark'ee, boy, what's the chaise ? 

Post. Thirteen shillings, please your honour. 

Fash. Can you give me change for a' guinea ? 

Post. Oh, yes, sir. 

Lory. [Aside,] So, what will he do now? — [Aloud.] 
Lord, sir, you had better let the boy be paid below. 

Fash. Why, as you say, Lory, I believe it will be as 
well. 

Lory. Yes, yes ; I'll tell them to discharge you below, 
honest friend. 

Post. Please your honour, there are the turnpikes too. 

Fash. Ay, ay, the turnpikes by all means. 

Post. And I hope your honour will order me something 
for myself. 

Fash. To be sure ; bid them give you a crown. 

Lory. Yes, yes — my master doesn't care what you charge 
them — so get along, you 

Post. And there 's the hostler, your honour. 

Lory. Psha I damn the hostler I — would you impose 
upon the gentleman's generosity? — [Pushes him out] A 
rascal, to be so cursed ready with his change I 

Fash. Why, faith, Lory, he had nearly posed me. 

jLori^. Well, sir, we are arrived at Scarborough, not 
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worth a guinea I I hope youll own yourself a happy man 
— ^you have outlived all your cares. 

Fash. How so, sir? 

Lory. Why, you have nothing left to take care of. 

Fash. Yes, sirrah, I have myself and you to take care 

of stm. 

Lory. Sir, if you could prevail with somebody else to do 
that for you, I fancy we might both fare the better for it. 
But now, sir, for my Lord Foppington, your elder brother. 

Fash. Damn my eldest brother 1 

Lory. With all my heart ; but get him to redeem your 
annuity, however. Look you, sir, you must wheedle him, 
or you must starve. 

FasJi. Look you, sir, I will neither wheedle him nor 
starve. 

Xjorg. Why, what will you do, then? 

Fash. Cut his throat or get some one to do it for 
me. 

Lory. 'Gad so, sir, I'm glad to find I was not so well 
acquainted with the strength of your conscience as with 
the weakness ot your purse. 

Fash. Why, art thou so impenetrable a blockhead as to 
believe he 'U help me with a farthing ? 

Lory. Not if you treat him de haul en bos, as you used 
to do. 

Fc^sh. Why, how would'st have me treat him ? 

Lory. Like a trout — ^tickle him. 

Fash. I can't flatter. 

Lory. Can you starve ? 

Fash. Yes. 

Lory. I can't — good by t' ye, sir. 

Fash. Stay — ^thou 'It distract me. But who comes here ? 
My old friend, Coloi^l Townly. 

Enter Colonel Townly 

My dear Colonel, I am rejoiced to meet you here. 

Col, Town. Dear Tom, this is an unexpected pleasure! 
What, are you come to Scarborough to be present at your 
brother's wedding? 

Lory. Ah, sir, if it had been his funeral, we should have 
come with pleasureu 

Col. Town. What, honest Lory, are you with your master 
sUfl? 
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X«ry. Yes,, sir ; I have t>eeB starving ^th btm ever since 
I saw your honour last. 

Fash, Why^ Lory i$ an attached rogue — there's no 
getting rid of him. 

Lory. True, sir, as my master says, there's no seducing me 
from his service. — [Aside.] Till he 's ahle to pay me my wages. 

Faah. Gcs go, sir — and t^e care of the baggage. 

LorU' Yes, sir — ^the baggage 1^ — O Lord I [Takes up the 
portmanieauJl I suppose, sir, I must charge the landlcKrd to 
be very particular where he stows this? 

Fash. Get along, you rascal.— [^a:i< Lory, wiUi the pqrt- 
mantean.] But, Colone], are you acquainted with my 
proposed sister-in-law ? 

Col. Town. Only by character — ^her father. Sir TunbeUy 
Qumsy, lives within a quarter of a mile of this place, in a 
lonely old house, which nobody comes near* She never 
goes abroad, nor sees company at home; to prevent all 
misf ortimes, she has her breeding within doors ; the parson 
of the parish teaches h^r to play upon the dulcimer, the 
derk to sing, her nurse to dress, and her father to dajaee ; — 
in sh(Hrt, nobody has free admission thcare but our old ac- 
quaintance, Mother Coupler, who has procured your brother 
this matdi, and is, I beheve, a distant relation of Sir Tun- 
belly's. 

Fash. But is her fortune so considerable ? 

CoL Town. Three thousand a year, and a good sum of 
money, independent of he^ father, beside. 

Fash. 'SdeathI that my old acquaintance. Dame 
Coupler, could not have thou^t of me, as well as my 
brother, for such a prize. 

Col. Town. Egad, I wouldn't swear that you are too 
late— his lordship, I know, hasn't yet seen the Igdy — and, 
I believe, has quarrelled with his patroness. 

Fash. My dear Colonel, what an idea have you started 1 

Col. Town. Pursue it, tf you can, and I promise you you 
shaU have my assistance ; for^ besides my natural contempt 
for his lordship, I have at present the enmity of a rival 
towards him. 

Fash. What, has he been addressing your old flame, the 
widow Berinthia ? 

Col. Town. Faith, Tom, I am at present most whimsically 
circumstanced. I came here a month ago to meet the lady 
yon mention ; but she failing in her promise, I, partly from 
picpie and partly from idleness, have been diverting my 
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chagrin by offering up incense to the be^ities of Amanda, 
our friend Loveless's wife. 

Fash. I never havfe seen her, but have heard her spoken 
of as a youthful wonder of beauty and prudence. 

CoL Town, She is so indeed; and. Loveless being too 
carelesS and insensible of the. treasure he possesses, my 
lodging in the same house has given me a thousand oppor- 
tunities of making my assiduities acceptable ; so that, in 
less than a fortnight, I began to bear my disappointment 
from the widow with the most Christian resignation. 

Fash. And Berinthia has never appeared ? 

CoL Town. Oh, there 's: the perplexity I for, just as I 
began not to care whether I ever saw her again or not, 
last night she arrived. 

Fash, And instantly resumed her empire. 

Col, Town, No, faith — ^we met — ^but, the lady not con- 
descending to give me any serious reasons for having 
fooled toe for a month, I left her in a huff. 

Fash, Well, well, 1 11 answer for it she ^U soon resume 
her power, especially as friendship will prevent your pur- 
suing the other to6 far. — But my coxcomb of a brother is 
an admirer of Amanda's too, is he ? 

Col, Town. Yes, and I bciieve is most heartily despised 
by her. But come with me, and you shall see her and your 
old friend Loveless. 

Fash, I must pay my respects to his lordship — ^perhaps 
you can direct me to his lodgings. 

Col, Town, Come with me ; I shall pass by it. 

Feuth. I wish you could pay this visit for me, or could 
tell me what I should say to him. 

Col, Town, Say nothing to him — apply yourself to his 
bag, his sword, his feather, his snuff-box ; and when you 
are well with them desire him to lend you a thousand 
pounds, and I 'U engage you prosper. 

Fash. 'Sdeath and furies ! why was that coxcomb thrust 
into the world before me ? O Fortune, Fortune, thou art a 
jilt, by Gad ! [Exeunt 

Scene II. — Lord FoJ>pin.gton's Dressing-room 

Enter Lord Foppington in his nightgovdnf and 
, La Varole 

Lord Fop. [Aside,] Well, 'tis an unspeakable pleasure to 
be a man of quality — strike me dumb I Even the boors 
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of this northern spa have learned the respect due to a 
Une.— [Aloud.] La Varole I . 

La Var. MUor 

Lord Fop. You ha'n't yet been at Muddymoat Hall, to 
announce my arrival, have you ? 

La Var. Not yet, milor. 

Lord Fop. Then you need not go till Saturday — [Exit 
La Varole] as I am in no particular haste to view my 
intended sposa. I shall sacrifice a day or two more to the 
pursuit of my friend Loveless's wife. Amanda is a charm- 
ing creature — strike me ugly ! and, if I have any discern- 
ment in the worid, she thinks no less of my Lord Foppington. 

Ke-erder La Varole 

La Var. Milor, de shoemaker, de tailor, de hosier, de 
sempstress, de peru, be all ready, if your lordship please 
to dress. 

Lord Fop. 'Tis well ; admit them. 

La Yar. Hey, ' messieurs, entrezl 

Enter Tailor, Shoemaker, Sempstress, Jeweller, 
dnd Mekdlegs 

Lord Fop. &Oy : gentleman, I hope you have all taken 
pains to show yourselves masters in your professions ? 

TaU I think I may presume, sir 

La Yar. Milor, you clown, youl 

Tat My lord— I ask your lordship's pardon, my lord. I 
hope, my lord, your lordship will be pleased to own I have 
brought your lordship as accomplished a suit of clothes as 
ever peer of England wore, my lord — ^wlll your lordship 
please to view 'em now? 

Lord Fop. Ay ; but let my people dispose the glasses so 
that I may see myself before an^ behind; for I love to see 
myself all round. [Puts on his clothes 

Enter Tom Fashion and Lory. They remain behind, con- 
versing apart 

Fash. Heyday ! what the devU have we here ? Sure 
my gentleman's grown a favourite at court, he has got so 
many people at his levee. 

Lory. Sir, these people come in order to make him a 
favourite at court — ^they are to establish him with the 
ladies. 

Fash. Good Heaven I to what an ebb of taste are women 
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fallen, that it i^oQld be In th^ pcmer of a laoed coat to 
recommend a gallant to them I 

Lory. Sir» tailors and hair-dressers debauefa all the wcmien. 

Posh* Thou sayest true. But now for my reception. 

Lord Fop. [To Tailor.] Death and eteimal tortures I Sir 
— I say the coat is too wide there by a foot. 

Tai. My lord, if it had been tighter, 'twould neither have 
hooked nor buttoned. 

Lord Fop. Rat the hooks and buttons, sit I Can any 
thing be wor^ than this 7 As Gad shall jedge me, it hangs 
on my shoulders like a chairman's surtout. 

Tai. 'Tis not for me to dispute your lordship's fancy. 

Lory. There, sir, observe what respect does. 

Fash. Respect I damn him for a coxcomb I — But let's 
accost him. — [Coming fi^ward.] Bt^ther, I 'm youi> humble 
servant. ; ' 

Lord Fop. O Lard, Tam 1 1 did not expect you in En^and 
— ^brother, I 'm glad tU see you*-^But what has bfou^t you 
to Scarborough, Tam? — [To the Tailor^ Look you, sir, 
I shall never be recoAciled to tj^ nauseous wrapping-gown, 
therefore pray get me another suit with all possible ex- 
pedition ; for this is my eternal aversion. — [Exit Tailor.] 
Well but, Tam, yoii don't tell mewhat ha(8 -difv^n you to 
ScarboPOfigh.-^Mrs. Calico, Are not you of my mind ? 

Semp. Directly, my lord. — I hope your lordship is pleased 
with your ruffles ? 

Lord Fop. In IdVe with them, stap my vitals! — Bring 
my bill, you shall be paid to-morrow. 

Semp. I hiunbly thank your lordship. [Exit 

Lord Fop. ;Hark thee, shoemaker, these shoes arent u^, 
but they don't fit me. 

Shoe. My lord, I thhik they fit you very well. 

Lord Fop. They hurt me just below the instep. 

Shoe. [Feels his foot] No, my lord, they don't hurt you 
there. 

Lord Fop. I tell thee they pinch me execrably. 

Shoe. Why then, my lord, if those shoes pinch you, I 'U 
be damned. 

Lord Fop. Why, wilt thou undertake to persuade me 
I cannot feel ? 

Shoe. Your lordship may please to feel what you think 
fit, but that shoe does not hiurt you— I think I understand 
my trade. 

Lord Fop. Now, by all that 's good and powerful, thou 
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art an incbmpreh'ensive coxcomb (--but thou makest good 
shoes, and so I 'U bear with thee. 

Shoe. My lord, I have worked for half the people of 
quality in this town these twenty years, and 'tis very 
hard I shouldn't know when a shoe hurts, S£nd when it 
don't. 

Lord Fop. Well, pr'ythee be gone about thy business.-^ 
[Exit Shoemaker.] Mr. Mendlegs, a word with you.--^The 
calves of these stockings are thickened a little too much ; 
they make my legs look like a porter's. ' 

Mend. My lord, methinks they look "mighty Well. 

Lord Fop. Ay, but yott are not so good k judge of those 
things as I am — I have studied them all my lif^^-there- 
fore pray let the next be the thickness of a crown-piece 
less. 

Mend. Indeed, my lord, they are the same kind I had 
the honour to furnish your lordship with in town. 

Lord Fop. Very possibly, Mr. Mendlegs,* but that was 
in the beginning of the winter, and yoti should always re- 
member, Mr. Hosier, that if you make a nobleman's spring 
legs as robust as his autumnal calves, you commit a mon- 
strous impropriety, and make no allowance tot the fatigues 
of the winter. [Exit Memjleos" 

Jewel. I hope, my lord, these buckles hdVe had the un- 
speakable satisfaction ot being honoured with your lord- 
ship's approbation ? 

Lord Fop. Why, they are of to pretty fancy ; but don't 
you think them rather of the smallest ? 

Jewel. My lord, they Could not well be larger, to keep on 
your lordship's shoe. 

JLorrf. Fop. My good sif, yo^ forget that these matters are 
not as they used to be 5 formerly, indeed, the buckle was a 
sort of machine, intended to keep on the shoe ; but the 
case is now quite reversed, knd the shoe is of no earthly 
use, but to keep on the buckle. — Now give me my watches^ 
[Servant fetches the watches,] my chapeau^ [Servant 
brings a dress hat,] my handkerchief, [Servant pours some 
scented liquor on a handkerchief, and brings it,\ my snafl-bax, 
[Servant brings snuff-box.] There, now the business of 
the morning is pretty well over. [Exit Jeweller 

Fash. [Aside to Lory.] Well, Loiy, what dost think on't ? 
•—a very friendly reception from a brother, after three 
years' absence I 

Lory. [Aside to Tom Fashion.] Why, sir, 'tis your owtt 
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faxilt — ^here you have stood ever since you came in, and 
have not commended any one tMng that belongs to him. 

[Servants all go off 

Fash. [Aside to Lory.] Nor ever shall, while they belong 
to a coxcomb. — [To Lord Foppington.] Now your people 
of business are gone, brother, I hope I may obtain a quarter 
of an hour's audience of you? 

Lord Fop. Faith, Tam, I must beg you'll excuse me at 
this time, for I have an engagement which I would not 
break for the salvation of mankind. — Hey I — ^there I — ^is my 
carriage at the door ? — You '11 excuse me, brother. [Going 

Fash. Shall you be back to dinner? 

Lord Fop. As Gad shall jedge me, I can't tell ; for it is 
passible I may dine with some friends at Donner's. 

Fash. Shall I meet you there ? for I must needs talk 
with you. 

Lord Fop. That I 'm afraid mayn't be quite so praper ; 
for those I conmipnly eat with are people of nice con- 
versation ; and you know, Tam, your education has been 
a little at large. — But there are other ordinaries in town — 
very good beef ordinaries — I suppose, Tam, you can eat 
beef ? — However, dear Tam, I 'm glad to see thee in Eng- 
land, stap my vitals I [Exit, La Varole following 

Fash. Hell and furies I is this to be borne ? 

Lory. Faith, sir, I could almost have given him a knock 
o' the pate mysetf. 

Fash. 'Tis enough; I will now show you the excess of 
my passion by being very calm. — Come, Lory, lay your 
loggerhead to mine, and,, in cold blood, let us contrive his 
destruction. 

Lory. Here comes a head, sir, would contrive it better 
than both our loggerheads, if she would but join in the 
confederacy. 

Fash. By this light. Madam Coupler I she seems dis- 
satisfied at something : let us observe her. 

Enter Mrs. Coupler 

Mrs. Coup. So I I am likely to be well rewarded for my 
services, truly ; my suspicions, I find, were but too just. — 
What ] refuse to advance me a petty sum, when I am upon 
the point of making him master of a galleon I But let him 
look to the consequences; an ungrateful narrow-minded 
coxcomb] 
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Fash. So be is, upon my soul, old lady ; it must be my 
brother you speak of. 

Mrs. Coup. Ha I stripling, how came you here ? What, 
hast spent all, eh ? And art thou come to dun his lordship 
for assistance ? 

Fash. No, I want somebody's assistance to cut his lord- 
ship's throat, without the risk of being hanged for him. 

Mrs. Coup. Egad, sirrah, I could help thee to do him 
almost as good a turn, without the danger of being burned 
in the hand for't. 

Fash. How — how, old Mischief? 

Mrs. Coup. Why, you must know I have done you the 
kindness to make up a match for your brother. 

Fash. I am very much beholden to you, truly I 

Mrs. Coup. You may before the wedding-day yet : the 
lady is a great heiress, the match is concluded, the writings 
are drawn, and his lordship is come hither to put the finish- 
ing hand to the business. 

Fash. I understand as much. 

Mrs. Coup. Now, you must know, stripling, yoiu* brother 
's a knave. 

Fash. Good. 

Mrs. Coup. He has given me a bond of a thousand 
pounds for helping him to this fortune, and has promised 
me as much more, in ready money, upon the day of the 
marriage ; which, I understand by a friend, he never 
designs to pay me ; and his just now refusing to pay me 
a part is a proof of it. If, therefore, you will be a generous 
yoimg rogue, and secure me five thousand pounds, I'll 
help you to the lady. 

Fash. And how the devil wilt thou do that ? 

Mrs. Coup. Without the devil's aid, I warrant thee. 
Thy brother's face not one of the family ever saw; the 
whole business has been managed by me, and all his letter^ 
go through my hands. Sir Tunbelly Qumsy, my relation 
— ^for that 's the old gentleman's name — ^is apprised of his 
lordship's being down here, and expects him to-morrow 
to receive his daughter's hand ; but the peer, I find, means 
to bait here a few days longer, to recover the fatigue of 
his journey, I suppose. Now you shall go to Muddymoat 
Hall in his place. — I '11 give you a letter of introduction : 
and if you don't marry the girl before sunset, you deserve 
to be hanged before morning. 

Fash. Agreed I agreed I and for thy reward 
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Mrs. Coup. Wdl, vnUl ; — ^though I wsataut tliou hast 
not a farthing of money in thy pocket now — no — one may 
see it in thy face. 

Faah. Not a sous, by Jupiter I 

Mrs. Coup. Must I advance then ? Well, be at my 
lodging, next door, this evening, and I^U see what may 
be done — we '11 sign and seal, and when I have given thee 
some further instructions, thou shait hoist sail and begone. 

[Exit 

Fash. So, Lory, Fortune, thou seest, at last takes care 
of merit I we are in a fair way to be great people. 

Lory. Ay, sir, if the devil don't step between the cap and 
the lip, as he used to do. 

Fash. Why, faith, he has plaj^d me many a damaed 
trick to spoil my fortune ; and, egad, I am almost afraid 
he 's at work about it again, now ; bat if I should tefl thee 
howy thou 'dst wonder at me. 

Lory. Indeed, sir, I should not. 

Fash. How dost know ? 

Lory. Because, sir, I Ytscsre wondered at yon so often, I 
can wonder at you no more. 

Fash. No I What wouldst thou say, if a qualm of con- 
science should spoil my design ? 

Lory. I would eat my words, and wonder more than 
ever. 

Fash. Why faith. Lory; though I have played many a 
roguish trick, this is so* full grown a cheat, I find I must 
take pains to come up to 't^ — I have scruples. 

Lory. They are strong symptoms of death. U you find 
they increase, sir, pray make your will. 

Fash. No, my conscience sha'n^t starve me rosither ; 
but thus far I '11 listen talt. Before I execute this project, 
I 'U try my brother to the bottom. If he has yet so much 
humanity about him as to assist me — though with a 
moderate aid — I 'U drop my project at his feet, and show 
him how I can do for him much more than what I 'd ask 
he 'd do for me. This one conclu^ve trial of him I resolve 
to make. — 

Succeed or fail, still Tictory is my lot; 
If I subdue his heart, 'tis well— if not, 
I will subdue my conscienoe to my plot. [Eooeunt 
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ACT TWO 
Scene I. — Loveless's Lodging$ 
JSnier Loveless and Amanda 

Love. How do you like these lodgings, my dear ? For 
my part, I am so pleased with them, I shall hardly remove 
whilst we stay here, if you are satisfied. 

Aman. I am satisfied with every thing that pleases you, 
else I had not come to Scarborough at all. 

Love. Oh, a little of the noise and folly of this place will 
sweeten the pleasures of our retreat; we shall lind the 
charms of oiu* retirement doubled when we return to it. 

Aman. That pleasing prospect will te my chiefest 
entertainment, whilst, much against my will, I engage 
on those empty pleasures which 'tis so much the fashion to 
be fond of. 

Love. I own most of them are, indeed^ but empty ; yet 
there are delights of which a private life Is destitute, which 
may divert an honest man, and be a harmless entertainment 
to a virtuous woman : good music is one : and truly (with 
some small allowance) the plays, I think, may be esteemed 
another. 

Aman. Plays, I must confess, have some small charms. 
What do you think of that yw saw last night ? 

Love. To say tnfth, I did iiflft mind ft much' — my atten- 
tion was for some time taken off to admire the workmanship 
of nature, in the face of a young lady who sat some distance 
from me, she was so exquisitely handsome. 

Aman. So exquisitely handsome I 

Love. Why do you repeat my words, my dear ? 

Aman. Because you seemed to speak them with such 
pleasure, I thought I might oblige you with their echo. 

Love. Then you are alarmed, Amanda ? 

Aman. It is my duty to be so when you are in 
danger. 

Love. You are too quick in apprehending for me. I 
viewed her with a world of admiration^ but not one glance 
of leve. 

Aman. Take heed of trusting to such nice distinctions. 
But were your eyes the only things that were inquisitive ? 
Had I been in your place^ my tongue, I fancy, had been 
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curious too. I should have asked her where she lived — 
yet still without design — who was she, pray? 

Love. Indeed I cannot tell. 

Aman. You will not tell. 

Love. Upon my honour, then, I did not ask. 

Aman. Nor do you know what company was with her ? 

Love. I do not. But why are you so earnest ? 

Aman. I thought I had cause. 

Love. But you thought wrong, Amanda ; for turn the 
case, and let it be your story : should you come home and 
tell me you had seen a handsome man, should I grow 
jealous because you had eyes ? 

Aman. But should I tell you he was exquisitely so, and 
that I had gazed on him with admiration, should you not 
think 'twere possible I might go one step further, and 
inquire his name? 

Love. [Aside.] She has reason on her side ; I have talked 
too much ; but I must turn off another way. — [Aloud.] 
Will you then make no difference, Amanda, between the 
language of our sex and yours ? There is a modesty re- 
strains your tongues, which makes you speak by halves 
when you commend ; but roving flattery gives a loose 
to ours, which makes us still speak double what we think. 

Enter Servant 

Serv. Madam, there is a lady at the door in a chair desires 
to know whether your ladyship sees company ; her name 
is Berinthia. 

Aman. Oh dear I 'tis a relation I have not seen these 
five years ; pray her to walk in. — [Exit Servant.] Here 's 
another beauty for you ; she was, when I saw her last, 
reckoned extremely handsome. 

Love. Don't be jealous now ; for I shall gaze upon her 
too. 

Enter Berinthia 

Ha I by heavens, the very woman I [Aside 

Ber. [Salutes Amanda.] Dear Amanda, I did not expect 

to meet you in Scarborough. 

Aman. Sweet cousin, I'm overjoyed to see you. — ^Mr. 

Loveless, here's a relation and a friend of mine, I desire 

you 'U be better acquainted with. 

Love. [Salutes Berinthia.] If my wife never desires a 

harder thing, madam, her request will be easily granted. 
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Re-enier Servant 

SerD. Sir, my lord Foppington presents his humble service 
to you, and desires to know how you do. He 's at the 
next door; and, if it be not inconvenient to you, he'll 
come and wait upon you. 

LoDe. Give my compliments to his lordship, and I shall 
be glad to see him. — [Exit Servant.] If you are not ac- 
quainted with his lordship, madam, you will be entertained 
with his character. 

Aman. Now it moves my pity more than my mirth to 
see a man whom nature has made no foql be so very in- 
dustrious to pass for an ass. 

Love. No, there you are wrong, Amanda; you should 
never bestow your pity upon those who take pains for your 
contempt : pity those whom nature abuses, never those 
who abuse nature. 

jB/ifer Lord Foppington 

Lord Fop. Dear Loveless, I am your most humble 
servant. 

LoDe. My lord, I 'm yours. 

Lord Fop, Madam, your ladyship's very obedient slave. 

Love. My lord, this lady is a relation of my wife's. 

Lord Fop. [Salutes Berinthia.] The beautifulest race 
of people upon earth, rat me I Dear Loveless, I am over- 
joyed that you think of continuing here : I am, stap my 
vitals I — [To Amanda.] For Gad's sake, madam, how has 
your ladyship been able to subsist thus long, under the 
fatigue of a country life ? 

Aman. My life has been very far from that, my lord ; it 
has been a very quiet one. 

Lord Fop. Why, that 's the fatigue I speak of, madam ; 
for 'tis impossible to be quiet without thinking: now 
thinking is to me the greatest fatigue in the world. 

Aman. Does not your lordship love reading, then ? 

Lord Fop. Oh, passionately, madam ; but I never think 
of what I read. For example, madam, my life is a perpetual 
stream of pleasure, that glides through with such a variety 
of entertainments, I believe the wisest of our ancestors 
never had the least conception of any of 'em. I rise, 
madam, when in tawn, about twelve o'clock. I don't rise 
sooner, because it is the worst thing in the world for the 
complexion : nat that J pretend to be a beau ; but a man 
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must endeavour to look decsnty lest he makes so odious a 
figure in the side-bax» the ladies should be compelled to 
tm:n their eyes upon the pJay. So at twelve o'clock, I say, 
I rise. Naw, if I find it is a good day, I resalve to take the 
exercise of riding ; so drink my chocolate, and draw on my 
boots by two. On my return, I dress ; and, after dimier,. 
lounge perhaps to the opera. 

Ber, Your lordship, I suppose, iSi fond of music ? 

Lord Fop. Oh, passionately, on Tuesdays and Saturdays ; 
for then there is always the best company,, and one is not 
expected to undergo the fatigue of listening. 

Aman. Does your Ibrdshlp think that the case at the 
opera ? 

Lord Fop, Most certainly,, madam. There is my Lady 
Tattle, my Lady Prate, my Lady Titter, my Lady Sneer,, 
my Lady Gigglfe, and my Lady Grin — ^these have boxes 
in the front, and while any favourite air is singing, are the 
prettiest company in- the waiu*ld, stap. my vitals I — Mayn't 
we hope for the honour to see you added to omr society, 
madam ? 

Aman, Alas I my lord, I am the worst company in the 
world at a concert, I'm so apt to attend to the musi^. 

Lord Fop. Why, madam, that is very p^donable iir the 
country or at chm^h, but a monstrous inattention i&» a 
polite assembly. But I am afraid I tire the company ? 

Love, Not at all'. Pray go on. 

Lord Fop, Why, then, lladies, there oniy^ remains to adtf,. 
ttiat I generally conclude the evening at one or other of the 
clubs ;* nat that I ever play deep ; indeed I have been* for 
some time tied up from losing above fivethousand paimd^ at 
a sRting. 

Love. But isn't your lordship sometimes^ obliged^ to attend> 
the weighty affah^ of the nation? 

Lord, Fop. Sir, as te weighty affairs, I leave them to 
weighty heads ; I never intend mine shall be a burde» 
to my body. 

Ber. Nay, my lord, but yon are a pilliar of the states 

Lord Fop. An ornamental! pillar, madam ; for so<Mier 
than undergo any part of the fatigue, rat me, but the ^vi^oie 
building shoufd fkll pMmp to the groimd I 

Aman. But, my Ibrd, a fine gent^man spend(i a great dfeali 
of his time in his itartrigues ; you' have given us no account 
of them yet. 

Lord Fop. pAsftfe.] Sol she weuM inquire into^ mey 
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amours — ^Ihat 's jealousy, poor soul i-^I see she 's in love 
Ydth me. — [AloucL] O Lord; madam, I had like to have 
forgot a secret I must needs tell your ladyship. — ^Ned,. 
you must aot be so Jealous how as to listen^ 

JLooe. [Leading Bbrinthia up the sktffe.] Not I, my lord ; 
I am too fashionable a husband to pry into the secrets of 
my wife. 

Lard Fop. [Aside to Amanda,, squeezing her h(mdJ\ I am 
in love with you to desperation, strike me speechless! 

Aman, [Strikes him on the ear.) Then thus I return yoiu* 
passion.— An impudent fool I 

Lord Fop, Gad's curse, madam, I am a peer of the 
realm I 

Liwe. [Hastily reiuminff.] Hey I what the devH, do you 
afiront my wife, sir ? Nay, then . [Draws, They fight 

Aman, What has my folly done ? — ^Help I murder I help I 
Part them, for Heaven's sake. 

Lord Pop^ [Ftdh back and lean& an his swanL] Ah I quite 
through the body, stap my vitals I 

Eater Sei^vamts 

Love. [Runs to Lord Foppington.J I hope I ha'n^t kUled 
the fool, however. Bear him up. — Call a surgeon there. 
Lord Fop. Ay, pray make haste. [Exii Servant 

Love, This mischief you may thank yourself for. 
Lord Fop. I may so ; love 's the devil indeed, Ned. 

Re-enter Servant, witk Probb 

Serv. Here 's Mr. Probe, sir, was just going by the door. 

Lord F^p. He 's the wdcomest man alive. 

Probe. Stand by, stand by, stand by ; pray, gentlemen, 
stand by. Lord have mercy upon us, did you never see 
a man run through the body before ? — Pray stand by. 

Lord Fop. Ah, Mr. Probe, I'm a dead man. 

Probe. A dead man, ftnd I by I I should laugh to see 
that, egad. 

Laoe, Pr'ythee don't stand prating, but look upon his 
wound. 

Probe. Why, what if I won't look upon his wound this 
hour, sir? 

Lm>e. Why, then he'U bleed to death, si^r. 

Probe. Why, then 1 01 fetch hun to Hfe again^ sir. 

Love. 'Slife I he's run through the body, I tell thee. 
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Probe. I wish he was run through the heart, and I should 
get the more credit by his cure. Now I hope you are satisfied ? 
Come, now let me come at liim — ^now let me come at him. 
— {Viewing his wound.] Oons ! what a gash is here I "Why, 
sir, a man may drive a coach and six horses into your body. 

Lord Fop. Oh I 

Probe, Why, what the devil I have you run the gentle- 
man through with a scythe? — [Aside,] A little scratch 
between the skin and the ribs, that 's all. 

Love. Let me see his woimd. 

Probe. Then you shall dress it, sir ; for if any body looks 
upon it, I won 't. 

Love. Why, thou art the veriest coxcomb I ever saw I 

Probe. Sir, I am not master of my trade for nothing. 

Lord Fop. Surgeon I 

Probe. Sir. 

Lord Fop. Are there any hopes ? 

Probe. Hopes ! I can't tell. What are you willing to give 
for a cure ? 

Lord Fop. Five hundred paunds with pleasure. 

Probe. Why, then perhaps there may be hopes ; but 
we must avoid further delay. — Here, help the gentleman 
into a chair, and carry him to my house presently — ^that 's 
the properest place — [Aside.] to bubble him out of his money, 
— [Aloud.] Come, a chair — a chair quickly — there, in with 
him. [Servants put Lord Foppington into a chair 

Lord Fop. Dear Loveless, adieu 1 if I die, I forgive thee ; 
and if I live, I hope thou wilt do as much by me. I am sorry 
you and I should quarrel, but I hope here 's an end on 't ; 
for, if you are satisfied, I am. 

Love. I shall hardly think it worth my prosecuting any 
further, so you may be at rest, sir. 

Lord Fop. Thou art a generous fellow, strike me diunb I 
— [Aside.] But thou hast an impertinent wife, stap my 
vitals I 

Probe. So — carry him off, carry him off I — ^We shall have 
him prate himself into a fever by-and-by. — Carry him off I 

[Exit with Lord Foppington 

Enter Colonel Townly 

Col. Town. So, so, I am glad to find you all alive — I 
met a wounded peer carrying off. For heaven's sake what 
was the matter? 
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Love. Oh, a trifle I he would have made love to my wife 
before my face^ so she obliged him with a box o' the ear, 
and I rmi him through the body, that was all. 

CoL Town. Bagatelle on all sides. But pray, madam, 
how long has this noble lord been an humble servant of 
yours? 

Aman. This is the first I have heard on't — so, I sup- 
pose, 'tis his quality more than his love has brought him 
into, this adventure. He thinks his title an authentic 
passport to every woman's heart below the degree of a 
peeress. 

CoL Town. He's coxcomb enough to think any thing ; 
but I would not have you brought into trouble for him. I 
hope there's no danger of his life ? 

Love. None at all. He's fallen into the hands of a 
roguish surgeon, who, I perceive, designs to frighten a 
little money out of him : but I saw his wound — 'tis nothing : 
he may go to the ball to-night if he pleases. 

Col. Town. I am glad you have corrected him without 
further mischief, or you might have deprived me of the 
pleasure of executing a plot against his lordship, which I 
have been contriving with an old acquaintance of yours. 

Love. Explain. 

Col. Town. His brother, Tom Fashion, is come down 
here, and we have it in contemplation to save him the 
trouble of his intended wedding ; but we want your 
assistance. Tom would have called, but he is preparing 
for his enterprise, so I promised to bring you to him — ^so, 
sir, if these ladies can spare you 

Love. I'll go with you with all my heart. — [Aside.] 
Though I could wish, methdnks, to stay and gaze a little 
longer on that creature. Good gods I how engaging she 
is ! — ^but what have I to do with beauty ? I have already 
had my portion, and must not covet more. 

Aman. Mr. Loveless, pray one word with you before you 
go. [Exit Colonel Townly 

Love. What woiild my dear ? 

Aman. Only a woman's foolish question : how do you 
like my cousin here ? 

Love. Jealous already, Amanda ? 

Aman. Not at all : I ask you for another reason. 

Love. [Aside.] Whate'er her reason be, I must not tell 
her true. — [Aloud.] Why, I confess, she's handsome : 
but you must not think I slight your kinswoman if I own 
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to you, of all the iromen ^who may daim that character, 
she is the iast that would triumph in tny heart. 

Aman. I'm satisfied. 

Laoe. Now teU me why you asked ? 

Aman, At night I will— adieu I 

Love. I'm yours. [Kisses her^ and exit 

Aman. I'm ^d to Ami he does not like her, lor I have 
a great mind to persuade her to ootne and live with me. 

[Aside 

Ber. So t I find my colanel continues in his airs : there 
must be something more at the bottom of this than the 
provocation he pretends from me. [Aside 

Aman, For Heaven's sake, Berinthia, tell me what way 
I shall take to persuade you tot come and ttve with me. 

Ber. Why, one way in the world there is, and but one. 

Aman. And pray what Is that ? 

Btr. It is to assure me — I shall be very welcome. 

Aman. If that foe all, you shall e'^i sleep here to-night. 

Ber. To-oi^t I 

Amxui. Yes, to-night. 

Ber. Why, the people where I lodge will think me mad. 

Aman. Let 'em think what they please. 

Ber. Say you so, Amanda ? Why, then, they shall 
think what they please : for I'm a young widow, and I 
care not what any body thinks — ^Ah, Amanda, it^s a 
delicious thing to be a young widow 1 

Aman. You'll hardly make me think so. 

Ber. Pooh I because you are in love with your husband. 

Aman. Pray, 'tis with a world of innocence I would 
inquire whether you think those we call women of rqpu- 
tatidn do really escape ail olher men as they do those 
shadows of beaux ? 

Ber. Oh Tio, Amanda; there are a sort of men make 
dreadful work amongst 'em, men that may be called the 
beau's antipathy, for they agree in nothing but walldng 
upon two legs. Tliese have brains, the beau has none. 
These are in love with their mistress, the beau with him- 
sM. They take care of their reputation, Uie beau is in- 
dustrious to destroy it. They are decent, he's a fop ; in 
short, they are men, he's an ass. 

Aman. If tlds be their diaracter, I fancy we had here, e'en 
now, a pattern of 'em both. 

Ber. His lordship and Colonel Townlyt 

AmoR. The same. 
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Btt. As lot tlie lordy he is eminently so ; and for the 
oUier I can assure you there's nol: a man in town wtio 
has a better interest ivith the wonien^ that are worth 
haTiog ab interest ^th« 

Anton. He answers the opinion I had ever of him. — 
[Tedcts her hand,] I nmst ^acquaint yon "With a secnet — 
'tis not that fool alone has talked to me of love ; Townly 
has been tampering too. 

Bdr. [Aside,] So, sof here the mystery comes ontl — 
[Aloud.] Colonel Townly I impossible, my dear 1 

Aman. 'Tis true, indeed ; though he has done it in vain ; 
nor do I think that all the merit of mankind combined 
could shake the tender love I bear my husband ; yet I will 
own to you, Berinthia, I did not start at his addresses, as 
when they came from one whom 1 contemned. 

Ber. [Aside.] Oh, this is better and better I — [Aloud.] 
Well said. Innocence 1 and you really think, my dear, that 
nothing could abate your constancy and attachment to 
your husband ? 

Aman. Nothing, I am convinced. 

Ber. What, if you found he loved another wom^n better ? 

Aman. Wett I 

Ber. Well ! — ^why, were I that thing they caD a sli^ted 
wife, somebody should run the risk of being that thing they 
call — a hli^and. Don't I talk macQy ? 

Aman. Madly indeed ! 

Ber. Yet I'm very innocent. 

Aman. That I dare swear you are. 1 know how to make 
allowances for your humoiu' : but you resolve then never 
to njarry again ? 

Ber. Oh no I I resolve I will. 

Aman. How so ? 

Ber. That I never may. 

Aman. You banter me. 
. Ber. Indeed I don't : but I consider I'm a woman, and 
form my resolutions according. 

Aman. Well, my c^ion is, form what resolution you 
will, matrimony will be the end on 't. 

Ber. I doubt it— 4)ut a — Heavens 1 I have business at 
home, and am half an hour too late. 

Aman. As you are to retura with me, I^ just give some 
orders, 'and walk with you. 

Ber. Well, make haste, and Weill finish this subject as 
we ^ffh-{Bxit Amanda.) Ah, poor Aanan^te 1 you have led 
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a country life. Well, this discovery is lucky I Base 
'-Townly I at once false to me and treacherous to his friend I 
— ^And my innocent and demure cousin too ! I have it in 
my power to be revenged on her, however. Her husband, 
if I have any skill in countenance, would be as happy in 
my smiles as Townly can hope to be in hers. I'll make 
the experiment, come what will on't. The woman who 
can forgive the being robbed of a favoiu'ed lover, must 
be either an idiot or something worse. [Exit 



ACT THREE 

Scene I. — Lord Foppington's Lodgings 
Enter Lord Foppington and La Varole 

Lord Fop. Hey, fellow, let my vis-di-vis come to the 
door. 

La Var, Will your lordship venture so soon to expose 
yourself to the weather ? 

Lord Fop. Sir, I will venture as soon as I can to expose 
myself to the ladies. 

La Var. I wish yoiu' lordship would please to keep 
house a little longer ; I'nr afraid your honour does not 
well consider your wound. 

Lord Fop. My wound ! — I would not be in eclipse another 
day, though I had as many woirnds. in my body as I have 
had in my heart. So mind, Varole, let these cards be left 
as directed ; for this evening I shall wait on my future 
father-in-law, Sir Tunbelly, and I mean to commence my 
devoirs to the lady, by giving an entertainment at her 
father's expense ; and hark thee, tell Mr. Loveless I re- 
quest he and his company will honoiu' me with their 
presence, or I shall think we are not friends. 

La Var. I will be sure, milor. [Exit 

Enter Tom Fashion 

Fash. Brother, your servant ; how do you find yourself 
to-day ? 

Lord Fop. So well that I have ardered my coach to the 
door — so there's no danger of death this baut. Tarn, 

Fash. I'm very glad of it. 

Lord Fop. [Aside.] That I believe 's a lie. — [Aloud.l 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene I A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH 333 

Pr'ythee, Tarn, tell me one thing, — did not your heart 
cut a caper up to your mauth, when you heard I was run 
through the bady ? 

Fash. Why do you think it should ? 

Lord Fop, Because I remember mine did so, when I 
heard my uncle was shot through the head. 

Fash, It then. did very ill. 

Lord Fop, Pr'ythee, why so? 

Fash, Because he used you very well. 

Lord Fop. Well 1— ^aw, strike me dumb I he starved 
me ; he has let me want a thausand women for want of a 
thausand paimd. 

Fash. Then he hindered you from making a great many 
ill bargains; for I think no woman worth money that 
will take money. 

Lord Fop.^ If I was a younger brother I should think so 
too. 

Fash. Then you are seldom much in love ? 

Lord Fop, Never, stap my vitals 1 

Fash, Why, then, did you make all this bustle about 
Amanda ? 

Lord Fop, Because she's a woman of insolent virtue, 
and I thought myself piqued, in honoiu', to debauch her. 

Fash. Very well. — [Aside.] Here's a rare fellow for you, 
to have the spending of ten thousand pounds a year I But 
now for my business with him. [Aloud,] Brother, though 
I know to talk of any business (especially of money) is 
a theme not quite so entertaining to you as that of the 
ladies, my necessities are such, I hope you'll have patience 
to hear me. 

Lord Fop. The greatness of yoiu' necessities, Tam, is the 
worst argimient in the waiu'ld for your being patiently 
heard. I do believe you are going to make a very good 
speech, but, strike me dumb I it has the worst beginning 
of any speech I have heard this twelvemonth. 

Fash. I'm sorry you think so. 

Lord Fop. I do believe thou art : but come, let's know 
the affair quickly. 

Fash. Why then, my case in a word is this : the neces- 
sary expenses of my travels have so much exceeded the 
wretched income of my annuity, that I have been forced 
to mortgage it for five hundred poimds, which is spent. 
So, unless you are so kind as to assist me in redeeming it^ I 
know no remedy but to take a purse. 
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Lord Fop. Why faith, Tiunv to ^fve you my seijsc of the 
thing, I do think taking a pmse the best remedy in the 
waurld ; for if you succeed, you are relieved that way, if 
you are taken, [Drawing his hand round Ids neck,] you are 
relieved t'other. 

Fash. I'm gUid to see yoo are In so pleasant a iiumour ; 
I hope I shall find the effects on 't. 

Lord Fop. Why, do you then really think it a reason- 
able thing, that I should give you five hundred paunds ? 

Fash. I do not ask it as a due, brother ; I am willing to 
receive it as a favour; 

Lord Fop. Then thou art willing to receive it any haw, 
strike me speediless L ^it these are damned times to 
give money in ; taxes are so great, repabrs so exorbitant, 
tenants such rogues, and bouquets so dear, that, the devil 
take me^ i am reduced to that extremity in my cash, I 
have been forced to retrench in that one article of sweet 
pawder, till I have brought it down to five guibeas a 
maunth — ^now judge. Tarn, whether I can spare you five 
himdred paunds. 

Fash. If you can't, I must starve, that's all.— [Asirf«.] 
Damn him I 

Lord Fop. All I can say is, you should have been a better 
husband. 

Fash. Dims I tf you can't live Qpoa ten thousand 
a year, how do you tbink I should do 't upon two 
hundred? 

Lord Fop. Don't be in a passion, Tam, for passion is 
the most unbecoming thing in the waurld — ^to the face. 
Look you, I don't love to say any thing to you to malce 
you melancholy, but upon this occasion I must take leave 
to put you in mind that a running horse does require more 
attendance than a coach-horse. Nature has made some 
difference 'twixt you and me. 

Fash. Yes — ^she has made you older. — [Aside.] Hague 
take her 1 

Lord Fop. TTiat is not all, Tam. 

Fash. Why, what is there else ? 

Lord Fop. [Looks first &nhiimeif, caid thai on his Mother.] 
Ask the ladles. 

Fush. Why, thou essence-boittle,, thou musk-cat f dost 
tbou iktn think thou hast any advantage over me by what 
Fortune has^ given thee T 

Lord Fop. I do, stap my vit^s I 
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Fash. Now» by 0U that's great and powerful, thou art 
the prince ot coxcombs I ^ 

Lord Fop^ S^i 1 am proud at being at the head o£ so 
prevailing a party. 

Fash. Will nothing provoke thee ? — Draw, coward I 

Lord Fop. Look you, Tam^ y^u know I have always taken 
you for a mighty dull fellow, and here is one of the foolish- 
est plats broke out that I ha<ve s&m ^ lang time. . Your 
poverty makes life so burdensome to you, you would pro- 
voke me to a quarrel, in hope& eitbet toi slip through my 
lungs into my estate,, or to get yours^ rua through the 
guts, to put aja end to your pain. But I will dkappoint 
you in both your deigns ; far with the temper oi a phila- 
sapher, and the discretion of a statesman— I sbaB leave the 
coom with> my sword in the scabbard. . [Exit 

Fash. So ! lareweU, brother ; and now, ccmsdence^ I 
defy thee, Loiy I . , 

. £Mer Lory 

Lory^ Sir i 
. Faah. Here^s rare news^ Lory : his toordsl^ has given 
me a pill has purged oft all my scruples. 

Lory. Then my heart's at ease again : for* I have been 
in a lamentable fright, m, ever since ycAur conscience had 
the impudence to intrude into your coB^any. 

Fash. Be at peace i it , wiU come there no more : my 
brother has given it a wring by the nose, and I havfe kicked 
it down stairs. So run away to the inn, get the^ chaise ready 
quickly, and bring it to Dame Coupler's without a moment's 
delay. 

Lory. Then, sir, you are goiitg strai^^t aJMtit the for- 
tune ? 

Fathi I anab.*^Awiay — ^fly, Lory! 

Lory. The happiest day I ever saw. I'm upoit the 
wing^dready. Now, then, I shall get my wages. [Exemd 



Scbkh II. — A Got den frrfttJid LovBLxas'ir Lodfings 

Enter Loveless and Servant 

Low. Is my wife within? 
Serv. No, sir, she has gone out this half hour.* 
Love. Well, leave me. — [Exit Servant.] How strangely 
doe» my mind run on this widow I — ^Never was my heart 
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so suddenly seized on before. That my ^fe ^ould pick 
out her, of all womankind, to be h.er playfellow I But 
what fate does, let fate answer for : I sought it not. So ! 
by Heavens I here she comes. 

Enter Berinthia 

^Ber. What makes you look so thoughtful, sir ? I hope 
you are not ill. 

Love. I was debating, madam, whether I was so or not, 
and that was it which made me look so thoughtful. 

Ber, Is it then so hard a matter to decide ? I thought 
all people were acquainted with their own bodies, though 
few people know their own minds. 

Love. What if the distenlper I suspect be in the mind ? 

Ber. Why then I'll undertake to prescribe you a cure. 

Love. Alas 1 you undertake you know not what. 

Ber. So far at least, then, you allow me to be a physician. 

Love. Nay, I'll allow you to be so yet further; for I 
have reason to believe, should I put myself into your hands, 
you would increase my distemper. 

Ber. How? 

Love, Oh, you might betray me to my wife. 

Ber. And so lose all my practice. 

Love. Will you then keep my secret ? 

Ber. I wiU. 

Love. Well — ^but swear it. 

Ber. I swear by woman. 

Love. Nay, that's swearing by my deity ; swear by 
yotu* own, and I shall believe you. 

Ber. Well then, I swear by man 1 

Love. I'm satisfied. Now hear my symptoms, and give 
me your advice. The first were these : when I saw you 
at the play, a random glance you threw at first alarmed 
me. I could not turn my eyes from whence the danger 
came — I gazed upon you till my heart began to pant — nay, 
even now, on your approaching me, my illness is so in- 
creased that if you do not help me I shall, whilst you look 
on, consume to ashes. [Takes her hand 

Ber. O Lord, let me go 1 'tis the plague, and we shall be 
infected. [Breaking from him 

Love. Then we'll die togetl^r, my charming angel. 

Ber. O Gad I the devfl's in you I Lord, let me go I— 
here's somebody coming* 
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Re-enter Servant 

Serv. Sir, my lady's come home, and desires to speak 
with you. 

Love. Tell her I'm coming. — [Exit Servant.] But be- 
fore I go, one glass of nectar to drink her health. 

[To Berinthia 

Ber. Stand off, or I shall bate you, by Heavens ! 

Love. [Kissing her,] In matters of love, a woman's oath 

is no more to be minded than a man's. [Exit 

Ber. Uml „ , ^ 

Enter Colonel Townly 

Col. Town. [Aside.] So 1 what's here — Berinthia and 
Loveless — ^and in such dose conversation I — I cannot now 
wonder at her indifference in excusing herself to me I — O 
rare woman 1 — ^Well then, let Loveless look to his wife, 't 
will be but the retort courteous on both sides. — [Aloud.] 
Your servant, madam ; I need not ask you how you do, 
you have got so good a colour. 

Ber. No better than I used to have, I suppose. 

Col. Town. A little more blood in your cheeks. 

Ber. I have been walking I 

Col. Town. Is that all ? Pray was it Mr. Loveless went 
from here Just now ? 

Ber. O yes — ^he has been walking with me. 

Col. Town. He has I 

Ber. Upon my word I think he is a very agreeable man ; 
and there is certainly something particularly insinuating 
in his address t 

Col. Town. [Aside.] So, so I she hasn't even the modesty 
to dissemble I — [Aloud.] Pray, madam, may I, without im- 
pertinence, trouble you with a few serious questions ? 

Ber. As many as you please ; but pray let them be as 
little serious as possible. 

Col. Town. Is it not near two years since I have pre- 
simied to address you ? 

Ber. I don't know exactly::^^ . it has been a tedious 
long time. 

Col. Town. Have I not, dm. ^ that period, had every 
reason to believe that my assidvities were far from being 
unacceptable ? 

Ber. Why, to do you justice, you have been extremely 
troublesome — and I confess I have been more civil to you 
than you deserved. 
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Col. Town. Did I j^X £»w» Uk this place at your express 
desire, and for no purpose but the honour of meeting you ? 
— and after waltini^ a moMh iA distippointment, haVe you 
condescended to explain, or in the slightest way apolo- 
gise, for your conduct ? 

Ber. O Heavens I apologise ff«r my con^hictf — apolo- 
gise to you I O you barbarian I But pray now, my good 
serious eolonel, have you anything more to add ? 

Col Towrii Nothing, madam, but that after sudh be- 
havliour I am less surprised at what I saw Just now ; it 
is not very wonderful that the woman who cat* trifle with 
the delicate addresses of an honourable lover should be 
found coquetting with the husband of her friend. 

BeF. Yeiy true: j^a^more wo»dfEsrlul thajji it was for 
this honourablie lav^i; to divcart himsedl in the absesice of 
this coquette, wth, endeavouiing to reduce his frier's 
wif ^ ( O colonel^ colo4^el» doa't talk a( honour or ^ your 
friend, for H^ayen-s sikA I 

Col. Town. [Aside.] 'Sdeath I how came, she^ to sus- 
pect this? — lAloud.] Really, madam, I don't understand 

Ber. Nay, nay, you saw I did not pretend to misunder- 
strand you. — But here^ eomfi^ the l^dy ; pfs^hap^ you would 
be glad to be left with her for an explanatkiKa. . 

Col. Town. O ^adam, this rec,vinwation is a poor re- 
source ; and to convince you how much you are mistaJceny 
I beg leave to decUne the happiness, yoi^, propose me. — 
Madam, your servan,t- - 

Enter Amani>a, QaiJHi^:i4 TowhiUY whispews Aui^NPAy cmd 

exit 

Ber. [Aside,] He c^nries it ojff well, however ; upon my 
word, very well J How tenderly they part !: — [Aloud.] So, 
cousin ; I hope you have not been chiding your admirer 
for being with me ? I assure you we have been talking of 
you. 

Aman. Fy, Berinthia 1 — ^my admirer I will you never 
learn, to talk in e^^est of any thing ? 

JEfer. Why, this sh^U be in earnest, if you please; tor 
my part, I only tell you matter of fact. 

Aman. Fm sure there's so much je3t mid earnest in 
what you say to me on this subject, I scarce know bow 
to take it. I have just parted with Mr. Loveless i perhaps 
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it is i^oy, but I timk there is^ an aH^cfttion in his. maimer 
which alarms me. 

Btt. And so< 3rou are jeateis 1 is^ that ait ? 

Amtm. That all k is, jealousy* then, m>thiBg ? 

jBer. It should be nothing, if I were; ,i« yofur c^stk 

Aman. Why, what would you. ^7^ 

Ber, I'd cure myself. 

Aman, How 2 , . • 

Ber. Care as little for my husband as he did Utt mte. 
hook ywsk, Amamda^ yon may build castles in the aur,, and 
fume, and fret, and grow thin, and lean, anid pale, and 
ugiy» if y^w please ; ,bvA I tell you, no man w<^h having 
is true to his wife, or ever, was,, or ever wHl be so. 

Aman. Do you theni reallj think he's false to me ?r for 
I did not suspect him ? 

S^. Think so ? I am sure of it- 

Aman. You are sure on 't ? 

Ber. Positively — ^he fell in love at the play. 

Aman. Right-*4b« very samel But who could have 
^old you this f 

Ber. Um 1 — Oh, Townly I I suppose your husband has 
made Iwi bis ceqfidant. 

Aman. O base Loveless I An(i what did Townly say on 't ? 
, Ben [Aside,] So, sol why shoujd she ask that? — 
[Aloud.] Say I why he abused Loveless extremely, and 
said ^ the tender things Qf y^n in the world. 

Aman. Did he ?— Oh I my heart 1 — I'm very ill — dear 
Berinthia, don't leave me a moment. [Ex$unt 



Scene III. — Outside of Sin Tunbelly Qluicsy's House 
Enter Tom Fashion cmd Lory 

Fash So, here's our inheritance. Lory ,^ if we can but get 
into possession. But methinks the seat of our f an^iily kM>ks 
ljUj;e Noah's ark, as if the chief part on 't were desi^d for 
the fowls of the ah:, and the beasts of the field. 

Lory. Pcay, sir, don't let your head rim upon the orders 
of huildjng h£re : get but the heiress, let the devil take 
Xh» bouse* 

Piisiim Get hut the house, let the devil take the heiress I 
I say.— ^ut cqme^ we have no tiine to squander ; kiu>ck 
at the door.: — £Lory knocks two or three times at the gale.] 
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What the devil I have they got no ears in this house ? — 
Knock harder. 

LoTy, Egad, sir, this will prove some enchanted castle ; 
we shall have the giant come out, by-and-bye, with his 
club, and beat our brains out. [Knocks again 

Fash, Hush, they come. 

Serv. [Within.] Who is there? 

Lory. Open the door and see : is that your country 
breeding ? 

Serv. Ay, but two words to that bargain. — ^Tummas, is 
the blunderbuss primed ? 

Fash. Oims I give 'em good words, Lory, — or we shall 
be shot here a fortune catching. 

Lory. Egad, sir, 1 think you're in the right on't. — ^Ho I 
Mr. What-d'ye-call-'um, will you please to let us in ? or 
are we to be left to grow like willows by your moat side ? 

Servant appears at the window with a blunderbuss 

Seru, Well naw, what's ya're business ? 

Fash. Nothing, sir, but to wait upon Sir Tunbelly, with 
your leave. 

Serv. To weat upon Sir Tunbelly I why you'll find that's 
just as Sir Tunbelly pleases. 

Fash. But will you do me the favour, sir, to know whether 
Sir Tunbelly pleases or not ? 

Serv. Why, look you, d'ye see, with good words much 
may be done. — Ralph, go thy ways, and ask Sir Tunbelly 
if he pleases to be waited upon — and dost hear, call to 
nurse, that she may lock up Miss Hoyden before the gates 
open. 

Fash. D' ye hear that. Lory ? 

Enter Sir Tunbelly Clumsy, with Servants, armed with 
guns, clubs, pitchforks. Sec. 

Lory. Oh I [Runs behind his master.] O Lord 1 O Lord I 
Lord I we are both dead men 1 

Fash. Fool 1 thy fear will ruin us. [Aside to Lory 

Lory. My fear, sir ? 'sdeath, sir, I fear nothing. — [Aside.] 
Would I were well up to the chin in a horsepond I 

Sir Tun. Who is it here hath any business with me ? 

Fash. Sir, 'tis I, if your name be Sir Tunbelly Qumsy. 

Sir Tun. Sir, my name is Sir Tunbelly Qumsy, wiiether 
you have any business with me or not. — So you see I am 
not ashamed of my name, nor my face either. 
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Fash. Sir, you have no cause that I know of. 

Sir Tun. Sir, if you have no cause either, I desire to 
know who you are ; for, till I know your name, I sha'n't 
ask you to come into my house : and when I do know 
your name, 'tis six to four I don't ask you then. 

Fash. Sir, I hope you'U find this letter an authentic 
passport. [Gives him a letter 

Sir Tun. Cod's my life, from Mrs. Coupler 1 — I ask 
your lordship's pardon ten thousand times. — [To a Ser- 
vant.] Here, run in a-doors quickly ; get a Scotch coal 
fire in the parlour, set all the Turkey work chairs in their 
places, get the brass candlesticks out, and be sure stick 
the socket full of laurel — ^run ! — [Turns to Tom Fashion.] 
My lord, I ask your lordship's pardon. — [To Servant.] 
And, do you hear, run away to nurse ; bid her let Miss 
Hoyden loose again. — [Exit Servant.] I hope your honour 
will excuse the disorder of my family. We are not used 
to receive men of your lordship's great quality every day. 
Pray where are your coaches and servants, my lord ? 

Fash. Sir, that I might give you and your daughter a 
proof how impatient I am to be nearer akin to you, I left 
my equipage to foUoSv me, and came away post with only 
one servant. 

Sir Tun. Your lordship does me too much honour — ^it was 
exposing your person to too much fatigue and danger, I 
protest it was ; but my daughter shall endeavour to make 
you what amends she can ; and, though I say it that 
should not say it. Hoyden has charms. 

Fash. Sir, I am not a stranger to them, though I am to 
her ; common fame has done her justice. 

Sir Tun. My lord, I am common fame's very grateful, 
humble servant. My lord, my girl's young — Hoyden is 
young, my lord ; but this I must say for her, what she 
wants in art she has in breeding ; and what's wanting in 
her age is made good in her constitution. — So pray, my 
lord, walk in ; pray, my lord, walk in. 

Fash. Sir, I wait upon you. [Exeunt 



Scene IV. — A Room in Sir Tunbelly Clumsy's House 

Miss Hoyden discovered alone 

Miss Hoyd. Sure, nobody was ever used as I am I I 
know well enough what other ghrls do, for all they think 
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to make a fool o* nie. It's ^^v^ell I h«ive a husband a-oomiiig, 
€ft ecod I'd marry the hak^r, I wMld bo. Nobody can 
ktifock at the gate, but preseMly I mtHtt be lo^ed up; 
and here's the y^ung greyhound dan mn loose abi>ttt the 
house all the day long, so she can.— "Its Very well I 

Nurse. [WWi^tet^ 6pming the doat.] Miss Hoyden ! ttilss, 
miss, miss ! Miss Hoyden I 

Eiittr Ki!ttSE 

Miss Hogd. Well, Mliat do you make tuch a noise tor, ba ? 
What do you din a body's ears ft>r? Can't one be at 
quiet for you ? 

Nurse, What do I din your ears for 7 Here's one come 
will din your ears for you. 

Miss Hoyd. What care I who's come? I care not a 
fig who comes, or who goes, so long as I must be locked up 
like the ale-cellar. 

Nurse. That, miss, is for fear yott should be drank before 
you are ripe. 

Miss Hogd. Oh, don't trouble your head about that; 
rm as ripe as you, though not so mellow. 

Nurse, Very weD I Now I have a good mind to lode 
you up again, and not let you see my lord to-ni^t. 

Miss Hogd. My lord ! why, is my husband come ? 

Nurse. Yes, marry, is he ; and a goodly person too* 

Miss Hogd. [Hugs Nurse.] Oh, my dear nurse, fbr- 
give me this once, and I^H never misuse you again ; no, 
if I do, you shell ^ve me three thumps on the back, and a 
great pinch by the cheek. 

Nurse. Ah, the poor thing! see now it melts; it's as 
full of good-nature as an egg's full of meat. 

Miss Hogd. But, my dear nurse, don't lie now — Is be 
come, by your troth ? 

Nurse. Yes, by my truly, is he. 

Miss Hogd. O Lord I rn go and put on my laced tudcer, 
though I'm locked up for a month f6r t. 

[Exeunt. Miss Hoyden goes off capering^ and twirl- 
ing her doll by its leg 
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ACT FOUR 

Sgen£ L — Jl, Room in Sm Tunbj^ly Cluhsy's House 

Enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse 

Nurse. Well, miss, how do you like your husband that 
is to be ? 

Miss Hoyd. O Lord, nurse, I'm so overjoyed I can scarce 
contain myself ] 

Nurse. Oh, but you must have a care of being too fond ; 
for men, nowadays, hate a woman that loves 'em. 

Miss Hoyd. Love him I wl^, do you think I love him, 
nurse ? Ecod, I would not care if he was hanged, so I 
were but once married to him. No, that which pleases me 
is to think what work I'll make when I get to London ; 
for when I am a wife and a lady both, ecod, I'll flaunt it 
with the. best of 'em. Ay, and I shall have money enough 
to do so too, nurse. 

Nurse. Ah, there's no knowing that, miss ; for though 
these lords have a power of wealth indeed, yet, as I have 
heard say^ they give it aH to their sluts and their trulls, 
who joggle |t about in their coaches, with a murrain to 'em» 
whilst poor madam sits sighing and wishing, and has not 
a spare half-crown to buy her a Practice of Piety. 

Miss Hoyd. Oh, but iar that, don't deceive yourself, 
nurse ; for this I must say of my lord, he' s as free as an 
open house at Christmas ; for this very morning he told 
me I should have six hundred a year to buy pins. Now, if 
he gives me six hundred a year to buy pins, what do you 
think he'll ^ive me to buy petticoats ? 

Nurse. Ah, my dearest, he deceives thee foully, and he's 
no better than a rogue for his pains I These Londoners 
have got a gibberish with 'em would confound a gipsy« 
Hiat which they call pin-money is to buy everything in 
the versal world, down to their very shoe-knots. Nay, I 
have heard some folks say that some ladies, if they'll have 
gallants, as they call 'em, are forced to find them out of 
their pin-money, too. — But look, look, if his honour be 
not coming to you 1 — Npw, if I were sure you would behave 
yourself handsomely, and not disgrace me. that have 
brought you up, I'd leave you alone together. 

Afiss Hogd. That's mj best nui;$e; do as you'd be 



Digitized by 



Google 



344 A TRIP TO SCARBOROUGH Act IV 

done by. Trust us together this once» and if I don't show 
my breeding, I wish I may never be married, but die an 
old maid. 

Nurse. Well, this once I'll venture you. But if you dis- 
parage me 

Miss Hoyd. Never fear. [Exit Nursb 

Enter Tom Fashion 

Fash. Your servant, madam ; I'm glad to find you 
alone, for I have something of importance to speak to 
you about. 

Miss Hoyd. Sir (my lord, I meant), you may speak to 
me about what you please, I shall give you a civil answer. 

Fash. You give so obliging an one, it encourages me to 
tell you in a few words what I think, both for your interest 
and mine. Your father, I suppose you know, has resolved 
to make me happy in being your husband ; and I hope I 
may obtain your consent to perform what he desires. 

Miss Hoyd. Sir, I never disobeyed my father in any 
thing but eating green gooseberries. 

Fash. So good a daughter must needs be an admirable 
wife. I am therefore impatient till you are mine, and 
hope you will so far consider the violence of my love, that 
you won't have the cruelty to defer my happiness so long 
as your father designs it. 

Miss Hoyd. Pray, my lord, how long is that ? 

Fash. Madam, a thousand years — a whole week. 

Miss Hoyd. Why, I thought it was to be to-morrow 
morning, as soon as I was up. I'm sure nurse told 
me so. 

Fash. And it shall be to-morrow morning, if you'll con- 
sent. 

Miss Hoyd. If I'll consent I Why, I thought I was to 
obey you as my husband ? 

Fash. That's when we are married. Till then, I'm to 
obey you. 

Miss Hoyd. Why then, if we are to take it by turns, it's 
the same thing. I '11 obey you now, and when we are 
married, you shall obey me. 

Fash. With all my heart- But I doubt we must get 
nurse on our side, or we shall hardly prevail with the 
chaplain. 

Miss Hoyd. No more we sha'n't, indeed; f6r he loves 
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her better than he loves his pulpit, and would always be 
a-preaching to her by his good will. 

Fash. Why then, my dear, if you'll call her hither, 
we'll persuade her presently. 

Miss Hoyd. O Lud I I'll tell you a way how to persuade 
her to any thing. 

Fash. How's that ? 

Miss Hoyd. Why tell her she's a handsome comely 
woman, and give her half-a-crown. 

Fash. Nay, il that will do, she shall have half a score 
of 'em. 

Miss Hoyd. O gemini I for half that she'd marry you 
herself — I'll run and call her. [Exit 

Fash. So I matters go on swimmingly. This is a rare 

girl, iV faith. I shall have a fine time on't with her at 

London. 

Enter Lory 

So, Lory, what's the matter? 

Lory. Here, sir — an intercepted packet from the enemy ; 
your brother's postillion brought it. I knew the livery, 
pretended to be a servant of Sir Tunbelly's, and so got 
possession of the letter. 

Fash. [Looks at the letter.] Ouns I he tells Sir Tunbelly 
here that he will be with him this evening, with a large 
party to supper. — Egad, I must marry the girl directly. 

Lory. Oh, zounds, sir, directly to be sure. Here she 
comes. [Exit 

Fash. And the old Jezebel with her. 

Re-enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse 

How do you do, good Mrs. Nurse ? I desired your yoimg 
lady would give me leave to see you, that I might thank 
you for your extraordinary care and kind conduct in her 
education : pray accept of this small acknowledgment for 
it at present, and depend upon my further kindness when I 
shall be that happy thing her husband. [Gives her money 

Nurse. [Aside.] Gold, by the maakins I — [Aloud.] Your 
honour's goodness is too great. Alas I all I can boast of 
is, I gave her pure good milk, and so your honour would 
have said, an you had seen how the poor thing thrived, and 
how it would look up in my face, and crow and laugh, it 
would. 

Miss Hoyd. [To Nttrsb, taking her angrily aside.] Pray, 
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one word with jovu Pr'ythee, nime^ don't stand ripping 
up old stories, to make one ashamed before one's love. Do 
you thiiik such a fine proper gentleman as he is cares for 
a fiddle-come tale of a child ? If you have a mind to 
make hhn have a good ophilon of a woman, don't tell 
him what one did then> tell him what one can do now. 
— [To Tom Fashion.] I hope your honour wfll excuse 
my mis-manners to whisper before you; it was only to 
give some orders about tlie family. 

Fash, Oh, every thing, madam, is to give way to busi- 
ness ; besides, good housewifery is a very commendable 
quality in a young lady. 

Miss Hoyd. Pray, sir, are young ladies good housewives 
at London-town ? Do they dam their own linen ? 

Fcuh. Oh no, they stndy how to spend money, not to 
save. 

Miss Hoyd. Ecod, I don't know but that may be better 
sport, ha, nurse ? 

Fash» Well, you shall have your choice when you come 
there. 

Miss Hoyd. Shall I ? then, by my troth, FU get there as 
fast as I can. — [To Nurse.] His honour desires you'll be 
so kind as to let us be married to-morrow. 

Nurse. To-morrow, my dear madam ? 

Faslh Ay, faith, nurse, you may well be surprised at 
miss's wanting to put it off so long. To-morrow I no, no ; 
'tis now, this very hour, I would have the ceremony per- 
formed. 

Miss Hoyd. Ecod, with all my heart. 

Nurse. O mercy I worse and worse I 

Fash. Yes, sweet nurse, now and privately; for aU 
things being signed and sealed, why should Sip Tunbelly 
make us stay a week for a wedding-dinner 7 

Norse. Bat if you should be married now, what will you 
do when Str Tunbelly calls for you to be married 7 

Miss Hoyd. Why then we will be married again. 

Nurse. What, twice, my child 7 

Miss Hoyd. Ecod, I don't care how often I'm married, 
not I. 

' Nurse. Well, Tm such a tender-hearted fool, I find I can 
refuse you nothing. So you shall e^en fcrilow your own 
inventions. 

Miss Hoyd. Shall 17 O Lord, I could leap over tJlc 
moon I 
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Fash. Dear nurse, tbis goodness of yours shaD be still 
more rewarded. But now you must employ your power 
with the chaplain, that he may do his friendly office too, 
and then we shall be all happy* Do you think you can 
prevail with him ? 

Nurse. Prevail with him I or he shall never prevail with 
me, I can tell him that. 

Fash, I'm glad to hear it ; however, to strengthen your 
interest with him, you may let him know I have several 
fat livings in my gift, and that the first that falls shall be 
in your disposal. 

Nurse. Nay, then, I'll make him marry more folks than 
one, I'll promise him. 

Miss Hoyd. Faith, do, nurse, make him marry you too ; 
I'm sure he 'U do 't for a fat living. 

Fash. WeU, nurse, while jron go and settle matters with 
him, your lady and I will go and take a walk in the garden. 
— [Exit Nurse.] Come, madam, dare you venture your- 
self alone with me ? [Takes Miss Hoyden by the hand 

Miss Hoyd. Oh dear, yes, sir ; I don't think you'll do 
anything to me I need be afraid on. [Exeunt 



Scene II. — ^Aiianda's Dressing-room 
Enter Amanda, followed by her maid 

Maid. If you please, madam, only to say whether you'll 
have me buy them or not ? 

Aman. Yes, — ^no — Go, teaser ; I care not what you do. 
Pr'ythe© leave me, [Exit Maid 

Enter Berinthia 

Ber. What, in the name of Jove, is the matter with 
you? 

Aman. The matter, Berinthia I I'm almost mad ; I'm 
plagued to death. 

Ber. Who is it that leagues you ? 

Aman, Who do you think should plague a wife but her 
husband ? 

Ber. Oh, ho t Is it come to that ? — We shall have you 
wish yoiu'sdf a widow by^nd-by* 

Aman. Would I were any thing but what I am I A base^ 
ungrateful man« to. use me thus! 
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Ber. What I has he given you fresh reason to suspect 
his wandering? 

Aman. Every hour gives me reason. 

Ber, And yet, Amanda, you perhaps at this moment 
cause in another's breast the same tormenting doubts and 
jealousies which you feel so sensibly yourself. 

Aman. Heaven knows I would not. 

Ber, Why, you can't tell but there may be some one as 
tenderly attached to Townly, whom you boast of as your 
conquest, as you can be to your husband ? 

Aman. I'm sure I never encouraged his pretensions. 

Ber. Psha I psha ! no sensible man ever perseveres to 
love without encouragement. Why have you not treated 
him as you have Lord Foppington ? 

Aman. Because he presumed not so far. But let us drop 
the subject. Men, not women, are riddles. Mr. Loveless 
now follows some flirt for variety, whom I 'm sure he does 
not like so well as he does me. 

Ber. That 's more than you know, madam. 

Aman. Why, do you know the ugly thing? 

Ber. I think I can guess at the person ; but she *s no 
such ugly thing neither. 

Aman. Is she very handsome? 

Ber. Truly I think so. 

Aman. Whate'er she be, I 'm sure he does not like her 
well enbugh to bestow anything more than a little outward 
gallantry upon her. 

Ber. [Aside.] Outward gallantry I I can't bear this. — 
[Aloud.] Come, come, don't you be too secure, Amanda : 
while you suffer Townly to imagine that you do not detest 
him for his designs on ,you, you have no right to complain 
that your husband is engaged elsewhere. But here comes 
the person we were speaking of. 

Enter Colonel Townly 

CoL Town. Ladies, as I come uninvited, I beg, if I 
intrude, you will use the same freedom in tiuning me out 
again. 

Aman. 1 believe it is near the time Loveless said he 
would be at home. He talked of accepting of Lord Fop- 
pington's invitation to sup at Sir Tunbelly Qumsy's. 

Col. Town. His lordship has done me the honour to 
invite me also. If you'll let me escort you, I'll let you 
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into a mystery as we go, in yrhlch you must play a part 
when we arrive. 

Aman. But we have two hours yet to spare ; the carriages 
are not ordered till eight, and it is not a five minutes' drive. 
So, cousin, let us keep the colonel to play at piquet with us, 
till Mr. Loveless comes home. 

Ber. As you please, madam; but you know I have a 
letter to write. 

CoL Town. Madam, you know you may command me,- 
though I am a very wretched gamester. 

Aman. Oh, you play well enough to lose your money, 
and that 's aU the ladies require ; and so, without any 
more ceremony, let us go into the next room, and call for 
cards and candles. [Exeunt 



Scene III. — Berinthia's Dressing-room 

Enter Loveless 

Love, So, thus far all 's weU : I have got into her dressing- 
room, and, it being dusk, I think nobody has perceived me^ 
steal into the house. I heard Berinthia teU my wife she had 
some particular letters to write this evening, before she 
went to Sir Tunbelly's, and here are the implements of 
correspondence. — How shall I muster up assurance to- 
show myself when she comes ? I think she has given me 
encouragement ; and, to do my impudence justice, I have 
made the most of it. — I hear a door open, and some one 
coming. If it should be my wife, what the devil should 
I say ? I believe she mistrusts me, and, by my life, I 
don't deserve her tenderness ; however, I am determined 
to reform — ^though not yet. Ha ; Berinthia I — So, I 'U step 
in here, till I see what sort of humour she is in. « 

„ ^ [Goes into the closet 

Enter Berinthia 

Ber. Was ever so provoking a situation! To think i 
should sit and hear him compliment Amanda to my face 1 
I have lost all patience with them both I I would not for 
something have Loveless know what temper of mind they 
have piqued me into ; yet I can't bear to leave them to- 
gether. No, I '11 put my papers away, and return to dis- 
appoint them. — [Goes to the closet.] — O Lord I a ghost I a* 
ghost I a ghost 1 
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Re-enUr Lovbless 

Love. Peace, my angel I it's no ghost^ but one worth a 
hundred spirits. 

Ber. How, sir, have you had the insolence to presume to 

^run in again, here's somebody coming. 

[Loveless goes into the closet 

Enter Maid 

Maid. O Lord, ma'am I what's the matter ? 

Ber. O Heavens I I 'm almost irightened out of my 
wits I I thought verily I had seen a ghost, and 'twas 
nothing but a black hood pinned against the wall. You 
inay go gain ; I am the fearfullest fool I . [Exit Maid 

Re-enter Loveless 

Love. Is the coast clear? 

Ber. The coast clear I Upon my word, I wonder at your 
assurance I 

Love. Why then you wonder before I have given you a 
proof of it. But Where's my wife ? 

Ber. At cards. 

Love. With whom? 

Ber. With Townly. 

Love. Then we are safe enough. 

Ber. You are so ! Some husbands would be of another 
mind, were he at cards with their wives. 

Love. And they 'd be tn the rigjit on 't too : but I dare 
trust mine. 

Ber. Indeed ! and she, I doubt not, has the same con- 
fidence in you. Yet do you think she 'd be content to 
<5ome and find you here? 

Love. Egad, as you say, that's truel — ^Then, for fear 
she should come, hadn't we better go Into the next room, 
out of her way? 

Ber. What, in the dark? 

Love. Ay, or with a light, wiiich you please* 

Ber. You are certainly very ImpBdent. 

Love. Nay, then — ^let me conduct you, my angel 1 

Ber. Hold, hold I you are mistaken in your ang^, I 
4issure you. 

Love. I hope not ; for by this hand I swear 

Ber. Come, come, let go my hand, or I shall hate you I 
— I '11 cry out as I live I 
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Love. Impossible I you cannot be so cruel. 

Ber, Ha I here 's someone coming. Begone instantly I 

Love. Will you promise to return, if I remain here ? 

Ber. Never trust myself in a room again with you while 
I live. 

Love. But I have something particular to communicate 
to you. 

Ber. Well, well, before we go to Sir Tunbelly's, I'll 
walk upon the lawn. If you are fond of a moonlight even- 
ing, you 'U find me there. 

Love. V faith, they 're coming here now 1 — I take you 
at your word. [Exit into the closet 

Ber. Tis Amanda, as I live I I hope she has not heard 
his voice ; though I mean she should have her share of 
jealousy in her turn. 

Enter Abcanda 

Aman. Berinthia, why did you leave me ? 

Ber. I thought J only spoiled your party, 

Aman. Since you have been gone, Townly has attempted 
to renew his importunities. I must break with him — ^for 
I cannot venture to acquaint Mr. Loveless with* his con- 
duct. 

Ber. Oh, no I Mr. Loveless mustn't know of it by any 
means. 

Aman. Oh, not for the world I — I wish, Beiinthia^ you 
would undertake to speak to Townly on |iie subject. 

Ber. Upon my word, it would be a very pleasant subject 

for me to talk upon I But, come, let us go back ; and you 

may depend on 't I'll not leave you together again, if I 

can help it. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Loveless 

Love. So — so! a pretty piece of business I have over- 
heard I Townly makes love to my wife, and I am not to 
know it for all the world. I must inquire into this — and, 
by Heaven, if I find that Amanda has, in the smallest degree 
— ^yet what have I been at here 1 — Oh, 'sdeath ! that 's no 
rule. 

That wife alone unsuDled credit wins, 

Whose virtues oan atone her hvsband's sins. 

Thus, Willie the man has other nymphs in yiew. 

It suits the woman to be donbly true. [Eani 
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ACT FIVE 

Scene I. — The Garden behind Loveless's Lodgings 

Enter Loveless 

Love. NoWy does she mean to make jsl fool of me, or not ? 
I shan't wait much longer, for my wife will soon be in- 
quiring for me to set out on our supping party. Suspense 
is at all times the devil, but of all modes of suspense, the 
watching for a loitering mistress is the worst. — But let 
me accuse her no longer ; she approaches with one smile 
to o'erpay the anxieties of a year. 

Enter Berinthia 

O Berinthia, what a world of kindness are you in my debt I 
had you stayed five minutes longer 

Ber. You would have gone, I suppose ? 

Love. Egad, she 's right enough. [Aside 

Ber. And I assure you it was ten to one that I came at 
all. In short, I begin to think you are too dangerous a 
being to trifle with ; and as I shall probably only make a 
fool of you at last, I believe we had better let matters rest 
as they are. 

Love. You cannot mean it, sure ? 

Ber. What more would you have me give to a married 
man? 

Love. How doubly cruel to remind me of my misfortunes I 

Ber. A misfortime to be married to so charming a woman 
as Amanda? 

Love. I grant all her merit, but 'sdeath I now see 

what you have done by talking of her — she 's here, by all 
that 's unlucky, and Townly with her. — I 'U observe them. 

Ber. O Gad, we had better get out of the way ; for I 
should feel as awkward to meet her as you. 

Love. Ay, if I mistake not, I see Townly coming this way 
also. I must see a little into this matter. [Steps aside 

Ber. Oh, if that 's your intention, I am no woman if I 

suffer myself to be outdone in curiosity. 

[Goes on the other side 
Enter Amanda 

Aman. Mr. Loveless come home, and walking on the 
lawn ! I will not suffer him to walk so late, though perhaps 
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it is to show his neglect of me.— Mr. Loveless, I must speak 
with you. — ^Ha I Townly again 1 How I am persecuted I 

Enter Colonel Townly 

CoL Town. Madam» you seem disturbed, 
Aman. Sir, I have reason. 

CoL Town. Whatever be the cause, I would to Heaven it 
were in my power to bear the pain, or to remove the malady. 
Aman. Your interference can only add to my distress. 
CoL Town. Ah, madam, if it be the sting of unrequited 
love you sufler from, seek for yoiur remedy in revenge ; 
weigh well the strength and beauty of your charms, and 
rouse up that spirit a woman ought to bear. Disdain the 
false embraces of a husband. See at yomr feet a real lover ; 
his zeal may give him title to your pity, although his merit 
cannot claim your love. 

Love. So, so, very fine, i' faith I [Aside 

Aman. Why do you presume to talk to me thus ? Is 

this your friendship to Mr. Loveless ? I perceive you will 

compel me at last to acquaint him with your treachery. 

CoL Town. He could not upbraid me if you were. — ^He 

deserves it from me ; for he has not been more false to 

you than faithless to me. 

Aman. To you ? 

CoL Town. Yes, madam ; the lady for whom he now 
deserts those charms which he was never worthy of was 
mine by right ; and, I imagined too, by inclination. Yes, 

madam, Berinthia, who now 

Aman. Berinthia I Impossible I 

CoL Town. 'Tis true, or may I never merit your atten- 
tion. She is the deceitful sorceress who now holds your 
husband's heart in bondage. 
Aman. I will not believe it. 

CoL Town. By the faith of a true lover, I speak from 
conviction. This very day I saw them together, and over- 
heard— 

Aman. Peace, sir I I will not even listen to such slander — 
this is a poor device to work on my resentment, to listen 
to your insidious addresses. No, sir, though Mr. Loveless 
may be capable of error, I am convinced I cannot be deceived 
so grossly in tiim as to believe what you now report ; and 
for Berinthia, you should have fixed on some more probable 
person for my rival than her who is my relation and my 

T8-L 
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friend : for whfle I am myself fi^e from guflt, I will never 
believe tbat' love can beget' injmy, or confidence create in- 
gratitude. 

CoL Town. If I do not prove to you— 

Aman. You never shall have an opportimity. From the 
artful manner in which you first showed yourself to me I 
might have been led, as far as virtue permitted, to have 
thought you less criminal than unhappy ; but this last 
unmanly artifice merits at once my resentment and con- 
tempt. [Exit 

CoL Town. Sure there's diVinity about her; and she 
has dispensed some portion of honour's light to me ; yet 
can I bear to lose Berinthia without revenge or compensa- 
tion? Perhaps she is not «o culpable as I thought her. 
I was mistaken when I began to think lightly of Amanda's 
virtue, and may be in my censure of my Berinthia. Surdy 
I love her still, for I feel I should be happy to find 
myself in the wrong. lExit 

Re-enter Loveless and Berinthia 

Ber, Your servant, Mr. Loveless. 

Love, Your servant, madam. 

Ber, Pray what do you think of this ? 

Love. Truly, I don't know what to say. 

Ber. Don't you think we steal forth two contemptible 
creatures ? 

Love. Why, tolerably so, I must confess. 

Ber. And do you conceive it possible for you ever to give 
Amanda the least uneasiness again ? 

Love. No, I think we never should indeed. 

Ber. We ! why, monster, you don't pretend that I ever 
entertained a thought? 

Love. Why then, sincerely and honestly, Berinthia, there 
Is something in my wife's conduct which strikes me so 
forcibly, that if it were not for shame, and the fear of hurting 
you in her opinion, I swear I would follow her, confess my 
error, and trust to her generosity for forgiveness. 

Ber. Nay, pr'ythee, don't let your respect for me prevent 
you; for as my object in trifling with you was tiothing 
more than to pique Townly, and as I perceive he has been 
actuated by a similar motive, you 'may depend on *t I 
shall* make no mystery of the matter to him. 

Love. By no means inform him; for though I may 
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choose to pass by his conduct without resentmenti how 
will he presume to look me in the face again ? 

Ber. How will you presume to look him in the face 
again? 

LoDe. He, who has dared to attempt the honour of my 
wile I 

Ber. You, who have dared to attempt the honour of his 
mistress 1 Come, come, be ruled by me, who affect more 
levity than I have, and don't think of anger in this cause. 
A readiness to resent injuries is a virtue only in those who 
are slow to injure. 

Love, Then I wOl be ruled by you ; and when you shall 
think proper to undeceive Townly, may your good qualities 
make as sincere a convert of him as Amanda's have of me. 
— ^When truth 's extorted from us, then we own the robe 
of virtue is a sacred habit. 

Could woman but our secret ooonsela scan^ 
Could they but reach the deep reserve of man- 
To keep our love they'd rate their virtue high, 
They live together, and together die. [Exeunt 



Scene II. — A Room in Sir Tunbelly Clumsy's House 
Enter Miss Hoydkn, Nurse, (aid Tom Fashion 

Fash, This quick despatch of the chaplain's I take so 
kindly, it shall give him claim to my favour as long as I 
live, I assure you. 

Afzss Hoyd. And to mine too, I promise you. 

Nurse. I most humbly thank your honours ; and may 
your chfldren swarm about you like bees about a honey- 
comb I 

Miss Hoyd, Ecod, with all my heart — ^the more the 
merrier, I say — ^ha, nurse ? 

Enter Lory 

Lory. One word with 3rou, for Heaven's sake. 

[Taking Tom Fashion hastily aside 

Fash. What the devil 's the matter ? 

Lory. Sir, your fortime 's ruined if you are not married. 
Ycmder 's your brother arrived, with two coaches and six 
horses, twenty footmen, and a coat worth fourscore pounds 
—so Judge what will become of your lady's heart. 
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Fash. Is he in the house yet ? 

Lory. No, they are capitulating with him at the gate. 
Sir Tunbelly luckily takes him for an impostor; and I 
have told him that we have heard of this plot befOTC. 

Fash. That 's right. — [Turning to Miss Hoyden.] My dear, 
here 's a troublesome business my man tells me of, but don't 
be frightened ; we shall be too hard for the rogue. Here 's 
an impudent fellow at the gate (not knowing I was come 
hither incognito) has taken my name upon him, in hopes 
to rim away with you. 

Miss Hoyd. Oh, the brazen-faced varlet ! it 's well we 
are married, or may be we might never have been so. 

Fash. [Aside.] Egad, like enough. — [Aloud.] IVythee, 
nurse, run to Sir Tunbelly, and stop him from going to the 
gate before I speak with him. 

Nurse. An 't please your honour, my lady and I had 
best lock ourselves up till the danger be over. 

Fash. Do so, if you please. 

Miss Hoyd. Not so fast ; I won't be locked up any more, 
now I'm married. 

Fash. Yes, pray, my dear, do, till we have seized this 
rascal. 

Miss Hoyd. Nay, if you '11 pray me, I '11 do any thing. 

[Exit with Nurse 

Fash. Hark you, sirrah, things are better than you 
imagine. The wedding 's over. 

Lory. The devil it is, sir! [Capers about 

Fash. Not a word — all's safe — ^but Sir Tunbelly don't 
know it, nor must not yet. So I am resolved to brazen the 
brunt of the business out, and have the pleasure of turning 
the impostor upon his lordship, which I believe may easily 
be done. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly Clumsy 

Did you ever hear, sir, of so impudent an undertaking? 

Sir Tun. Never, by the mass ; but we 'U tickle him, I '11 
warrant you. 

Fash. They tell me, sir, he has a great many people with 
him, disguised like servants. 

Sir Tun. Ay, ay, rogues enow, but we have mastered 
them. We only fired a few shot over their heads, and the 
regiment scoured in an instant. — Here, Tummas, bring in 
your prisoner. 

Fash. If you please. Sir Tunbelly, it will be best for me 
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not to confront the fellow yet, till you have heard how far 
his impudence will carry him. 

Sir Tun, Egad, your lordship is an ingenious person. 
Your lordship then will please to step aside. 

Lory. [Aside.] 'Fore heaven, I applaud my master's 
modesty I [Exit with Tom Fashion 

Enter Servants, with Lord Foppinoton disarmed 

Sir Tun. Come, bring him along, bring him along. 

Lord Fop. What the plague do you mean, gentlemen? 
is it fair time, that you are all drunk before supper? 

Sir Tun. Drunk, sirrah I here's an impudent rogue for 
you now. Drunk or sober, bully, I'm a justice o' the 
peace, and know how to deal with strollers. 

Lord Fop. Strollers ! 

Sir Tun. Ay, strollers. Come, give an account of 
yourself. What's your name ? where do you live ? do 
you pay scot and lot? Come, are you a freeholder or a 
copyholder ? 

Lord Fop. And why dost thou ask me so many imperti- 
nent questions ? 

Sir Tun. Because I'll make you answer 'em, before I 
have done with you, you rascal you I 

Lord Fop. Before Gad, all the answers I can make to 
them is, that you are a very extraordinary old fellow, stap 
my vitals I 

Sir Tun. Nay, if thou art joking deputy lieutenants, we 
know how to deal with you. — Here, draw a warrant for him 
immediately. 

Lord Fop. A warrant ! What the devil is 't thou would' st 
be at, old gentleman ? 

Sir Tun. I would be at you, sirrah, (if my hands were 
not tied as a magistrate,) and with these two double fists 
beat your teeth down your throat, you dog you I 

[DriDing him 

Lord Fop. And why wouldst thou spoil my face at that 
rate? 

Sir Tun. For your design to rob me of my daughter, 
viUain. 

Lord Fop. Rob thee of thy daughter I Now do I begin 
to believe I am in bed and asleep, and that all this is but 
a dream. IVythee, old father, wilt thou give me leave 
to ask thee one question ? 
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Sir Tun. 1 can't tell whether I will ar not, till I know 
what it is. 

Lord Fop. Why, then, it is, whether thou didst not write 
to my Lord F<^pington, to come down and many thy 
daughter ? 

Sir Tun. Yes, marry, did I, and my Lord Fopfpington 
is come down, and shall marry my daughter before she's 
a day older. 

Lord Fop. Now give me thy hand, old dad ; I thought we 
should understand one another at last. 

Sir Tun. The fellow's mad I — Here, bind him hand and 
foot. [They bind him 

Lord Fop. Nay, pr'ythee, knight, leave fooling; ttiy 
Jest begins to grow dull. 

Sir Tun. Bind him» I say — he 's mad : bread and water, 
a dark room, and a whip, may bring him to his senses 
again. 

Lord Fop. Pr'ythee, Sir Tunbeily, why should you take 
such an aversion to the freedom of my address ms to suffer 
the rascals thus to skewer down my arms like a rabbit I — 
[Aside.] Egad, if I don't awake, by all that I can see, this 
is like to prove one of the most impertinent dreams that 
ever I dreamt in my life. 

Re-^enio' Miss Hoyden and Nurse 

Miss Hoyd, [Going up to Lord Foppington.] fo this he 
that would have run ? — Fough, how he stink of sweets I 
— Pray, father^ let him be dragged through the horse- 
pond. 

Lord Fop. This must be my wife, by her natural inclina- 
tion to her husband. [Aside 

Miss Hoyd. Pray, father, what do you intend to do with 
him — hang him? 

Sir Tun. That at least, child. 

Nurse. Ay, and it is e 'en too good for him too. 

Lord Fop. Madame la gouvemante, I presume : 
hitherto this appears to me to be one of the most extra* 
ordinary families that ever man of quality matched into. 

[Aside 

Sir Tun. What 's become of my lord, daughter ? 

Miss Hoyd. He 's just coming, sit. 

Lord Fop. My lord* what does he mean by that, now ? 

[Aside 
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Re-enter Tom Fashion and Lory 

Stap my vitals, Tam, now the dream 's out I [Runs 

Fash. Is this the fellow, sir, that designed to trick me 
of your daughter? 

Sir Tun, This is he, my lord ; how do you like him 1 
is not he a pretty fellow to get a fortune ? 

Fash. 1 find by his dress he thought your daughter might 
be taken with a beau. 

Miss Hoyd. Oh, gemini I is this a beau ? let me see 
him again. [Surueys him.] Ha I I find a beau is no sttch 
ugly thin^, neither. 

Fash. [Aside.] Egad, she '11 be in love with him presently 
— I'll e'en have him sent away to jail. — [To Lord Fop- 
piNGTON.] Sir, though your undertaking shows you a 
person of no extraordinary modesty, I suppose you ha'n't 
confidence enough to expect much favour from me ? 

Lord Fop. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very im- 
pudent fellow. 

Nurse. Look, if the varlet has not the effrontery to call 
his lordship plain Thomas I 

Lord Fop. My Lord Foppington, shall I beg one word 
with your lordship ? 

Nurse. Ho, ho, it 's my lord with him now I See how 
aifiictions will humble folks. 

Miss Hoyd. Pray, my lord — [To Fashion.] — don't let 
him whisper too close, lest he bite your ear off. 

Lord Fop. 1 am not altogether so hungry as your lady- 
ship is pleased to imagine. — [Aside to Tom Fashion.] Look 
you, Tam, I am sensible I have not been so kind to you as 
I ought, but I hope you 'U forgive what 's past, and accept 
of the five thousand pounds I offer — ^thou mayst live in 
extreme splendour with it, stap my vitals 1 

Fash. It 's a much easier matter to prevent a disease than 
to cure it. A quarter of that sum would have seciu'ed 
your mistress ; twice as much cannot redeem her. 

[Aside to Lord Foppington 

Sir Tun. Well, what says he ? 

Fash. Only the rascal offered me a bribe to let him go. 

Sir Tun. Ay, he shall go, with a plague to him ! — Lead 

on, constable. _ ^ « 

Enter Servant 

Serv. Sir, here is Muster Loveless, and Muster Colonel 
Townly, and some ladies to wait on you. [ To Tom Fashion] 
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Lory. [Aside to Tom Fashion.] So, sir, what will you 
do now? 

Fash. [Aside to Lory.] Be quiet ; they are in the plot. 
— [Aloud,] Only a few friends, Sir Tunbelly, whom I wish 
to introduce to you. 

Lord Fop. Thou art the most impudent fellow, Tam, 
that ever nature yet brought into the world. — Sir Tunbelly, 
strike me speechless, but these are my friends and acquaint- 
ance, and my guests, and they will soon inform thee whether 
I am the true Lord Foppington or not. 

Enter Loveless, Colonel Townly, Amanda, and Berin- 
THiA. — ^LoRD Foppington accosts them as they pass, but 
none answer hinu 

Fash, So, gentlemen, this is friendly ; I rejoice to see you. 

Col. Town, My lord, we are fortunate to be the witnesses 
of your lordship's happiness. 

Love. But your lordship wUl do us the honour to introduce 
us to Sir Tunbelly Qumsy ? 

Aman. And us to your lady. 

Lord Fop. Gad take me, but they are all in a story I [Aside 

Sir Tun. Gentlemen, you do me much honour ; my Lord 
Foppington's friends will ever be welcome to me and mine. 

Fash. My love, let me introduce you to these ladies. 

Miss Hoyd. By goles, they look so fine and so stiff, I am 
almost ashamed to come nigh 'em. 

Aman. A most engaging lady, indeed I 

Miss Hoyd. Thank ye, ma'am. 

Ber. And I doubt not will soon distinguish herself in the 
beau-monde. 

Miss Hoyd. Where is that? 

Fash. You'll soon learn, my dear. 

Love. But Lord Foppington 

Lord Fop. Su* ! 

Love. Sir ! I was not addressing myself to you, sir I — 
Pray who is this gentleman ? He seems rather in a singular 
predicament 

Col. Town. For so well-dressed a person, a little oddly 
circumstanced, indeed. 

Sir Tun. Ha I ha I ha I — So, these are your friends and 
your guests, ha, my adventurer ? 

Lord Fop. I am struck dumb with their impudence, and 
cannot positively say whether I shall ever speak again or not. 
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Sir Tun, Why, sir, this modest gentleman wanted to 
pass himself upon me as Lord Foppington, and carry off 
my daughter. 

Love, A likely plot to succeed^ truly, ha I ha I 

Lord Fop, As Gad shall judge me. Loveless, I did not 
expect this from thee. Come, pr'ythee confess the joke ; 
tell Sir Tunbelly that I am the real Lord Foppington, who 
yesterday made love to thy wife ; was honoured by her 
with a slap on the face, and afterwards pinked through the 
body by thee. 

Sir Tun, A likely story, truly, that a peer would behave 
thus I 

Loue, A pretty fellow, indeed, that would scandalize the 
character he wants to' assume ; but what will you do with 
him. Sir Tunbelly ? 

Sir Tun, Commit him, certainly, unless the bride and 
bridegroom choose to pardon him. 

Lord Fop, Bride and bridegroom I For Gad's sake. Sir 
TunbeUy, 'tis tarture to me to hear you call 'em so. 

Miss Hoyd, Why, you ugly thing, what would you have 
him call us — dog and cat ? 

Lord Fop. By no means, miss ; for that sounds ten times 
more like man and wife than t' other. 

Sir Tun, A precious rogue this to come a-wooing I 

Re-enter Servant 

Serv, There are some gentlefolks below to wait upon 
Lord Foppington. [Exit 

Col, Town, *Sdeath, Tom, what will you do now ? 

[Aside to Tom Fashion 

Lord Fop, Now, Sir Tunbelly, here are witnesses who I 
believe are not corrupted. 

Sir Tun, Peace, fellow ! — ^Would your lordship choose to 
have your guests shown here, or shall they wait till we come 
to 'em? 

Fash, I believe. Sir Tunbelly, we had better not have 
these visitors here yet. — [Aside.] Egad, all must out. 

Love. Confess, confess ; we'll stand by you. 

[Aside to Tom Fashion 

Lord Fop, Nay, Sir Tunbelly, I insist on your calling 
evidence on both sides — and if I do not prove that fellow 
an impostor 

Fash. Brother, I will save you the trouble, by now con- 
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fesslng that I am not what I have passed myself for. — Sir 
TunbdOiy, I am a gentleman, and I flatter myself a m^n of 
character ; but 'tis with great pride I assm-e you I am not 
Lord Foppington. 

Sir Tutu Ouns I — what's this? — an impostor? — a 
cheat ? — ^fire and faggots, sir, if you are not Lord Fopping- 
ton, who the devil are you ? 

Fash. Sir, the best of my condition is, I am your son-in- 
law ; and the worst of it is, I am brother to that noble peer. 

Lord Fop. Impudent to the last, Gad dem me I 

Sir Tun. My son-in-law I not yet, I hope. 

Fash. Pardon me, sir ; thanks to the goodness of your 
chaplain, and the kind offices of this gentlewoman. 

Lory. 'Tis true, indeed, sir ; I gave your daughter away, 
and Mrs. Nurse, here, was clerk. 

Sir Tun. Knock that rascal down I — But speak, Jezebel, 
how 's this ? 

Nurse. Alas I your honour, forgive me; I have been 
over-reached in this business as well as you. Yoiur worship 
knows, if the wedding-dinner had been ready, you would 
have given her away with your own hands. 

Sir Tun. 3ut how durst you do this without acquainting 
me? 

Nurse. Alas I If your worship had seen how the poor 
thing begged and prayed, and clung and twined about me 
like ivy roimd an old wall, you would say, I who had 
nursed it, and reared it, must have had a heart like stone 
to refuse it. 

Sir Tun. Ouns ! I shall go mad I Unloose my lord 
there, you scoundrels I 

Lord Fop. Why, when these gentlemen are at leisure, 
I should be glad to congratulate you on your son-in-law, 
with a little more freedom of address. 

Miss Hoyd. Egad, though, I don't see which is to be 
my husband after all. 

Love. Come, come. Sir Tunbelly, a man of your under- 
standing must perceive that an affair of this kind is not 
to be mended by anger and reproaches. 

Col. Town. Take my word for it. Sir Tunbelly, you are 
only tricked into a son-in-law you may be proud of : my 
friend Tom Fashion is as honest a fellow as ever breathed. 

Love. That he is, depend on 't ; and will hunt or drink 
with you most affectionately : be generous, old boy, and 
forgive them—- 
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Sir Tun. Never I the hussy I — when I had set my heart 
on getting her a title. 

Lord Fop. Now, Sir Tunbelly, that I am mitnwsed — 
give me leave to thank thee lor the very extraordinary 
reception I have met with in thy damned, execrable mansion ; 
and at the same time to assure you, that of all the bump- 
kins and blockheads I have had the misfortune to meet with» 
thou art the most obstinate and egregious, strike me ugly I 

Sir Tun. What 's this ? I believe you are both rogues alike. 

Lord Fop. No, Sir Tunbelly, thou wilt find, to thy un- 
speakable mortification, that I am the real Lord Popping- 
ton, who was to have disgraced myself by an alliance ^th 
a clod ; and that thou hast matched thy girl to a beggarly 
younger brother of mine, whose title-deeds might be con- 
tained in thy tobacco-box. 

Sir Tun. Puppy \ puppy I— I xnight prevent their being 
beggars, if I chose it ; for I could give 'em as good a rent- 
roll as your lordship. 

Lord Fop. Ay, old fellow, but you will not do that — for 
that would be acting like a Christian, and thou art a bar- 
barian, stap my vitals I 

Sir Tun. Udzookers I now six such words more, and 
I'll forgive them directly. 

LoDe. 'Slife, Sir Tunbelly, you should do it» and bless 
y(Kirseli^--Ladies, what say you? 

Aman. Good Sir Tunbelly, you must consent. 

Ber. Come, you have been young yourself. Sir Timbelly. 

SiF Tun. Well then, if I must, I must ; but turn — turn 
that sneering lord out, however, and let me be revenged on 
somebody. But first look whether I am a barbarian or not ; 
there, children, i }oin your hands ; and when I 'm in a 
better himiour, I 'U give you my blessing. 

Loot. Nobly done, Sir Tunbelly t and we shall see 3rou 
dance at a grandson's christening yet. 

Miss Hogd. By goles, though, I dont und^stand this I 
What, an't I to be a lady after all ? only plain Mrs.—-— 
What's my husband's name, nurse ? 

Nurse. Squire Fashion. 

Miss Hoyd. Squire, is he? — ^Well, that's better than 
nothing. 

Lord JP#pi [Aside.] Now I will put on a philosophic air, 
and show these people that It is not possible to put a man 
of my quality out of countenanc6.-^f^/oiML] Dear Tam, 
sinee thtogs are fallen out, pr'ythee give me leave to wish 
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thee joy ; I do it de bon coeur^ strike me dumb I You have 
married into a family of great politeness and unconunon 
elegance of manners, and your bride appears to be a lady 
beautiful in person, modest in her deportment, refined in 
her sentiments, and of nice morality, split my windpipe I 

Miss Hoyd. By goles, husband, break his bones, if he 
calls me names I 

Fash. Your lordship may keep up your spirits with your 
grimace, if you please ; I shall support mine by Sir Tun- 
belly's favour, with this lady and three thousand pounds a 
year. 

Lord Fop. Well, adieu, Tam I — ^Ladies, I kiss your hands. 
— Sir Tunbelly, I shall now quit this thy den ; but while I 
retain the use of my arms, I shall ever remember thou art a 
demned horrid savage ; (Jed demn me ! [Exit 

Sir Tun. By the mass, 'tis well he 's gone — for I should 
ha' been provoked, by-and-by, to ha* dun un a mischief. 
Well, if this is a lord, I think Hoyden has luck o' her side, 
in troth. 

Col. Town. She has indeed. Sir Tunbelly. — But I hear 
the fiddles ; his lordship, I know, had provided 'em. 

Love. Oh, a dance and a bottle. Sir Tunbelly, by all 
means I 

Sir Tun. I had forgot the company below ; well — ^what 
— ^we must be merry then, ha ? and dance and drink, ha ? 
Well, 'fore George, you shan't say I do these things by 
halves. Son-in-law there looks like a hearty rogue, so 
we '11 have a night on 't : and which of these ladies will 
be the old man's partner, ha ? — Ecod, I don't know how 
I came to be in so good a humour. 

Ber. Well, Sir Tunbelly, my friend and I both will 
endeavour to keep you so : you have done a generous 
action, and are entitled to our attention. If you should 
be at a loss to divert your new guests, we wUl assist you 
to relate to them the plot of your daughter's marriage, and 
his lordship's deserved mortification ; a subject which 
perhaps may afford no bad evening's entertainment. 

Sir Tun. Ecod, with all my heart ; though I am a main 
bungler at a long story. 

Ber. Never fear ; we will assist you, if the tale is Judged 
worth being repeated ; but of this you may be assured, that 
while the intention is evidently to please, British auditors 
will ever be indulgent to the errors of the performance. 

[Exeunt onrnes 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

As the two translations which have been published of 
Kotzebue's Spaniards in Peru have, I understand, been 
very generally read, the public are in possession of all 
the materials necessary to form a judgment on the merits 
and defects of the Play performed at Drury Lane Theatre. 



DEDICATION 

To her, whose approbation of this Drama, and whose 
peculiar delight in the applause it has received from the 
public, have been to me the highest gratification derived 
Trom its success — I dedicate this Play. 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan 
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PIZARRO 
PROLOGUE 

WRITTEN BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN 

Spoken by Mr. King 

Ghill'd by rude gales, while yet reluctant May 

Withholds the beauties of the vernal day ; 

As some fond maid, whom matron frowns reprove. 

Suspends the smile her heart devotes to love ; 

Tl^e season's pleasures too delay their hour, 

And Winter revels with protracted power: 

Then blame not, critics, if, thus late, we bring 

A Winter Drama — ^but reproach — ^the Spring. 

What prudent cit dares yet the season trust. 

Bask in his whisky, and enjoy the dust? 

Horsed in Cheapside, scarce yet the gayer spark 

Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park ; 

Scarce yet you see him, dreading to be late, 

Scour the New Road, and dash through Grosvenor Gate ; 

Anxious — ^yet timorous too — ^his steed to show. 

The hack Bucephalus of Rotten Row. 

Careless he seems, yet vigilantly sly, 

Woos the gay glance of ladies passing by. 

While his off heel, insidiously aside. 

Provokes the caper which he seems to chide. 

Scarce rural Kensington due honour gains ; 

The vulgar verdure of her walk remains ! 

Where night-robed misses amble two by two. 

Nodding to booted beaux — '* How'do, how* do ? " 

With generous questions that no answer wait, 

*' How vastly full ? An't you come vastly late ? 

Isn't it quite charming ? When do you leave town ? 

An't you quite tired ? Pray, can't we sit down ? " 

These suburb pleasures of a London May, 

Imperfect yet, we hail the cold delay ; 

Should our Play please — and you 're indulgent ever — 

Be your decree — " 'Tis better late than never." 
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ACT ONE 

Scene I. — A Pavilion neat Pizarro's Tent 

Elvjra discovered sleeping under a canopy. Valverde 
enters, gazes on Elvira, kneels, and attempts to kiss her 
hand; Elvira, awakened, rises and looks at him with 
indignation 

Elv. Au4acious I Whence is thy privilege to interrupt 
the few moments of repose my harassed mind can snatch 
amid the tumults of this noisy camp ? Shall I inform 
thy master, Pizarro, of this presumptuous treachery ? 

VaL I am his servant, it is true-^trusted by him — and 
I know him well ; and therefore* 'tis I ask, by what magic 
could Pizarro gain your heart ? by what fatality still holds 
he your affection ? 

Elv. Hold 1 thou trusty secretary I 

VaL Ignobly bom I in mind and manners rude, fero- 
cious, and unpolished, though cool and crafty if occasion 
need — ^in youth audacious — ^ill his first manhood — a licensed 
pirate — ^treating men as brutes, the world as booty ; yet 
now the Spanish hero is he styled — ^the first of Spanish 
conquerors I and, for a warrior so accomplished, 'tis fit 
Elvira should leave her noble family, her fame, her home, 
to share the dangers, humours, and the crimes, of such a 
lover as Pizarro I 

Elv. What I Valverde moralising I But grant I am in 
error, what is my incentive ? Passion, infatuation, call 
it as you will ; but what attaches thee to this despised, un- 
worthy leader ? Base lucre is thy object, mean fraud thy 
means. Could you gain me, you only hope to win a higher 
interest in Pizarro. I know you. 

Val. On my soul, you wrong me I What else my faults, 
I have none towards you. But indulge the scorn and 
levity of your nature ; do it while yet the time permits ; 
the gloomy hour, I fear, too soon approaches. 

Elv. Valverde a prophet too I 

VaL Hear me, Elvira. Shame from his late defeat, and 
burning wishes for revenge, again have brought Pizarro 
to Peru ; but trust me, he overrates his strength, nor 
measures well the foe. Encamped in a strange country, 
where terror cannot force, nor corruption buy a single 
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friend> what have we to hope ? The army murmuring at 
increasing hardships, whQe PlKarro decorates with gaudy 
spoil the gay pavilion of his luxury, each day diminishes our 
force. 

Elv. But are you not the heirs of those that fall ? 

VaL Are gain and plunder^ then, our only purpose ? Is 
this Elvira's heroism ? ^ . 

Elv, No, so save me Heaven ! I ahhor the motive, 
means, and end of your pursuits ; but I will trust none of 
you. In your whole' army there is not one of you that has 
a heart, or speaks lngenuously^--aged Las-Casas, and he 
alone, excepted. 

Vid, He 1 an enthusiast in the opposite and worst ex- 
treme ! ^ 

ElD. Oh I had I earlier known that virtuous man, how 
different might my lot have been 1 

VaL I will grant Pizarro could not then so easily have 
duped you: forgive me, but at that event I still must 
wonder. 

BiiK Hear me, Valverde. When first my virgin fancy 
waked to love, Pizarro was my country's idol. Se^-taught, 
self-raised, and self-supported^ he became ft hero; raid I 
was formed to be won by 06ry and renown. 'Tfs known 
that, when he left Pahama in a slight vessel, his fbrce was 
Hot a hundred men. Arrived at the island of Gallo, with 
his sword he drew a line upon the stfnds, and said, ^' Pass 
those who fear to die or conquer with their leader.** Thir- 
teen alone remained, and at the head of these the wuriot 
stood his ground. Evbu 4it the moment when my ears 
first cau^t this tale, my heart exfelaim^, " Pizarro is its 
loi*d I " What since I have perceived, or thought, or felt, 
you must have more worth 1x) win the knowledge of. 

Vat. I press no further, still assured that, while Alonzo 
de Molina, our general's former triend and pupil, leads tJie 
enemy, Pizarro never inore will be a conqfu^eror* 

[TYumpels without 

Elv. Silence I I hear htm coming; lo<^ not perplexed. 
How mystery and fraud confound t^e countenance I Qukk, 
put on an honest face, if thou canst. 

Piz. [Without] Chain and secure him ; I will examine him 
myself. 

Enter Pjezarro. ValVerde 5ou>i— E^viha laughs 

Pit. Why dost thxm smile, Elvira ? 
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Elv. To langh or weep wtthout a reafson is oii!e of the 
few piivileges poor women have. 

Piz. Elvira, I will knew the eause, I am resolved I 

Elv. I am glad of that, tyecause I love resolution, and 
am resolved not to tcil you. Now my resi^tion, I take 
it, is the better of th« two, because it <depe!nds upon my- 
9df , and ynurs does not. 

Pits. Pshal triHerl 

Vcrf. EMra was laughing at my apprehen^slons that 

Piz. Apprehensions I 

VaL Yes--4hat Alonso's skill and genius >^0u3d so have 
disdplined and informed IJhe enemy as t o - ■ 

Piz. Alonzo ! the traitor ! How I once loved that man I 
¥B& TkoMd mother intrusted him, a boy, to my protection. 
[Elvira walks about pensively in 4he background.] At my 
table did he feast — ^in my tent did he repose. I had marked 
his early genius, and the valorous spirit that grew with it. 
Often had I talked to him of our first adventures — ^what 
storms we struggled with — ^what perils we surmounted ! 
When landed with a slender host upon an unknown land — 
then, when I t(dd how famine and fatigue, discord and 
toil, day by day, did thin our ranks amid close-pressing 
enemies — ^how stiH undaunted I endured and dared— main- 
tained my purpose and my power in despite of growing 
mutiiny or bold revolt, tiU with my faithful few remaining 
I became at last victorious I*— when, I say, -ef these things 
I spoke, the youth Alonzo, with tears of wonder and 
delight, would throw hhn on my neck, and '^rwear his soul's 
ambition owned no other leader. 

'VaL What could subdue attatdmtent so begun? 

Piz, Las-CasaS. — He it was, with fasdnattng craft and 
canting precepts of humanity, raised in Alon^o's mind a 
new enthusiasm, which forced him, as the stripling termed 
it, to forego his country's claims for those of human nature. 

VaL Yes, the traitor left you and joined the Peruvians, 
and became thy enemy, and Spain's. 

Piz. But first with weariless renitonstrance he sued to 
win me from my purpose, and untwine the sword from my 
determined grasp. Much he spoke of right, of justice, and 
humanity, calling the Peiuvians our innocent and un- 
offending brethren. 

VaL They I Obdurate heathens I They our brethren ! 

Pit. But, when he found that the soft foUy of the plead- 
ing tears he dro|^ed upon my bosom fell on marble, he 
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flew and joined the foe : then, profiting by the lessons lie 
had gained in wronged Pizarro's sdiool, the youth so 
disciplined and led his new allies, that soon he forced me 
— ^ha I I burn with shame and fury while I own it I — ^in 
base retreat and foul discomfiture to quit the shore. 

Val. But the hour of revenge is come. 

Piz. It is ; I am returned : my force is strengthened, 
and the audacious boy shall soon know that Pizarro lives, 
and has — sl grateful recoUection of the thanks he owes him. 

Val. 'Tis doubted whether still Alonzo lives. 

Piz. 'Tis certain that he does ; one of his armour-bearers 
is just made prisoner : twelve thousand is their force> as 
he reports, led by Alonzo and Peruvian Rolla. This day 
they make a solemn sacrifice on their ungodly altars. We 
must profit by their security, and attack them unprepared 
— ^the sacrificers shall become the victims. 

EId, Wretched innocents 1 And their own blood shall 
bedew their altars I 

Piz. Right I — [Trumpets without] Elvira, reth-e I 

Elv. Why should I retire ? 

Piz, Because men are to meet here, and on manly busi- 
ness. 

Elv. O men I men I ungrateful and perverse I O 
woman I still affectionate, though wronged I [Valverde 
retires back.] The beings to whose eyes you turn for anima- 
tion, hope, and rapture, through the days of mirth and 
revelry ; and on whose bosoms, in the hour of sore calamity, 
you seek for rest and consolation ; them, when the pompous 
follies of your mean ambition are the question, you treat as 
playthings or as slaves I — I shall not retire. 

Piz. Remain then ; and, if thou canst, be silent. 

Elv. They only babble who practise not reflection. I 
shall think — and thought is sflence. 

Piz. [Asidt.] Ha I there 's somewhat in her manner 

lately 

[Looks sternly and suspiciously at Elvira, who meets 
his glance with a commanding and unaltered eye 

Enter Las-Gasas, Almaoro, Gonzalo, Davilla, Officers 
and Soldiers. — Trumpets without 

Las-Cas. Pizarro, we attend thy summons. 
Piz. Welcome, venerable father 1 — My friends, most wel- 
come I — Friends and fellow soldiers, at length the liour is 
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arrived, which to Pizarro's hopes presents the full reward 
of our undaunted enterprise and long-enduring toils. Con- 
fident in security, this day the foe devotes to solemn sacri- 
fice : if with bold surprise we strike on their solemnity 
— ^trust to your leader's word — ^we shall not fail. 

Aim. Too long inactive have we been mouldering on the 
coast ; our stores exhausted, and our soldiers murmur- 
ing. Battle I battle I then death to the armed, and 
chains for the defenceless. 

Dav, Death to the whole Peruvian race I 

LaS'Cas. Merciful Heaven I 

Aim. Yes, general, the attack, and instantly I Then 
shall Alonzo, basking at his ease, soon cease to scoff our 
sufferings, and scorn our force. 

LaS'Cas. Alonzo I — scorn and presumption are not in 
his nature. 

Aim. 'Tis fit Las-Casas should defend his pupU. 

Piz. Speak not of the traitor ! or hear his name but as 
the bloody summons to assault and vengeance. It appears 
we are agreed ? 

Aim. Dav. We are. 

Gon. All.— Battle I battle I 

LaS'Cas. Is, then, the dreadful measure of your cruelty 
not yet complete ? Battle I gracious Heaven I against 
whom ? Against a king, in whose mild bosom your atro- 
cious injuries even yet have not excited hate I but who, 
insulted or victorious, still sues for peace. Against a 
people who never wronged the living being their Creator 
formed : a people who, children of innocence I received 
you as cherished guests with eager hospitality and confid- 
ing kindness. Generously and freely did they share 
with you their comforts, their treasures, and their home ; 
you repaid them by fraud, oppression, and dishonour. 
These eyes have wltn^sed all I speak — ^as gods you were 
received ; as fiends have 3rou acted. 

Piz. Las-Casas I 

Las-Cas. Pizarro, hear me I — Hear me, chieftains I — ^And 
Thou, all powerful ! whose thunders can shiver into sand 
the adamantine rock — ^whose lightnings can pierce to the 
core of the rived and quaking earth— oh t let Thy power 
give effect to Thy servant's words, as Thy spirit gives 
courage to his will I — Do not, I implore you, chieftains — 
countrymen — do not, I implore you, renew the foul bar- 
barities which your insatiate avfij?ice has inflieted on this 
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wretched, UQA>fl^diag race I— But bush, n^ sigha I — ^fall 
nat, drop3 <rf useless soffowt — beart-bareaJdng anguish, 
choke uoit my utteran^ I— All I entreat is, send me. wice 
more to^ those y w call your enemies,— Oh I let me be the 
messenger of penitence from you ; I shall return with bless- 
ix^s and with peace trosl them.— [Turmn^ to Elviba.] 
Elvira, you weep I— Alaa I aind does this dreadful crisis 
move no heart but thine 7 

Aim. Because there are no womeo here but she and 
thou. 

Piz. Close this idle war of words : thne fUes, and our 
opportunity will be. lost, CaUeftains, are ye for instant 
battle ? 

Aim. We are. 

Las^Cas^ Oh^ men of blood! — [Kneels.] God I Thou 
hast anointed me Thy servant — ^not to curse, but to bless 
my countrymen : y^t now my blessing on their force were 
blasphemy against Thy goodness.— |-R^es.} No I I curse 
your purpose, homicides ( I curse the bood of bJiood by 
which you are united. May fell division, infamy, and rout 
defeat your projects and rebuke your hopes I On you 
and on your children be the peril of the innocent blood 
which shall be shed this day I I leave you, and for ever I 
No longer shall these aged eyes be seared by the horrors 
they have witnessed* In caves» in forests, wiH I hide mcy- 
self ; with tigers and with aavage beasts will I commune ; 
and when at length we meet before the blessed tribunal of 
that Deity, whose mSd doctrines and whose merdes ye 
have this day renounced^ then shall you feel the agoiay 
and grief of soul which tear the bosom of your accuser 
now 1 \Going 

Elu. [Rises (mdUike^ the hiwi of hjiS-QikSAs.] Las-Casa3l 
Oh, take me with thee, Las-Casas I 

Las^Cas. Stay ! lost, abused lady I I alone am useless 
here. Perhaps thy lovi^inessf may persuade to^ pity, where 
reason and religion plead in vain. Oh I save thy innocent 
fe})ow-<;reattires if thou canst : then shall thy frattty be 
redeemed, and thou ^t share the mercy thou hestowest. 

[Exit 

Pw. Hqw, Elvira I woiddst ttbon leave mo ? 

Elv. I am bewildered, grown tenrified I Your inhumanity 
— and that good l4as^Casa6-:^b I he appeared to me just 
now somelWng more than heavenly: and you! ye aH 
looked worse than eajtWy. . 
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Piz. Gompassioii sometteies beootnes a beauty^ 

EbK Humanity always becomes a conqueror. 

Aim. Well I i^ayen be praised, we are zid of tbe old 
moialist. . • 

Gon. I hope he 'U Join his preaching pupfl, Alonzo. 

Piz. [Turning to Almaqro.] Now to prepare our nm^er 
and our march» At midday is the hour oi the sacrifice. 
[Elvira sits,] Consulting with our guides^ the route of 
your divisions shall be glvent to eadi oonuKiand^. If we 
surprise, we conquer; and, if we conquer, the gates of 
Quito will be open to us. 

Aim. And Pizarro then be monarch of Pern. . 

Piz. Not so f»it — ambition for a time must take coun- 
sel from discretion. Atahba still nyust hold the shadow 
of a sceptre in his hand — Pizarro still appear dependent 
upon Spain : while the pledge of future peace, his daughter's 
hand, [Elvira risesy much agitated,] secures the proud 
succession to the crown I seek. 

Aim. This is best. In Pizarro's plans observe the states- 
man's wisdom guides, the warrior's valour. 

Val. [Aside to Elvira.] You mark, Elvira ? 

jB/d* Oh, yes— -this is best— this is excellent! 
. Piz. You seem offended. Elvira still retains my heart* 
Think — a sceptre waves me on. 

Elv. Offended t — no I Thou knowest thy 0ory is my 
idol ; and this will be most glorious, most just and honour- 
able. 

Piz. What mean you ? 

Elv. Oh, nothing! mere woman's prattle — a ]eak>us 
whim, perhaps : but let it not impede the royal hero's 
course. — [Trumpets without.] The call of arms invites 
you. — ^Away ! away I you, his brave, his worthy fellow- 
warriors. 

Piz. And go you not with me ? 

Elv. Undoubtedly I I needs must be fhrst to haU the 
future monarch of Peru. 

Enter Gohez 

"\Abn. How, Gomez I what bringest thou ? 

Gom. On yonder hill, among the palm-trees, we have sur- 
prised an old oadque : escape by flight he could not, and 
we seized him and his attendant unresisting ; yet his lips 
breathe nought but bitterness and scorn. 
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Piz. Drag him before us. — [Elvira sits pensively. 
Gomez goes out and returns with Orozembo and Attendant^ 
in chains, guarded.] What art thou, stranger ? 

Oro.* First tell me which among you is the captain of 
this band of robbers. 

Piz. Hal 

Aim. Madman I — Tear out his tongue, or else 

Oro. Thou 'It hear some truth. 

Dav. [Showing his poniard.] Shall I not plunge this into 
his heart ? 

Oro. [To PizARRc] Does your army boast many such 
heroes as this ? 

Piz. Audacious ! this insolence has sealed thy doom. 
Die thou shalt, grey-headed ruffian. But first confess 
what thou knowest* 

Oro. I know that which thou hast Just asstired me of 
—that I shaU die. 

Piz. Less audacity perhaps might have preserved thy 
life. 

Oro. My life is as a withered tree ; it is not worth pre- 
serving. 

Piz. Hear me, old man. Even now we march against 
the Peruvian army. We know there is a secret path that 
leads to your stronghold among the rocks ; guide us to that^ 
and name thy reward. If wealth be thy wish 

Oro. Hal ha I ha I ha I 

Piz. Dost thou despise my offer ? 

Oro. Thee and thy offer I Wealth I — I have the wealth 
of two dear gaDant sons — I have stored in heaven the 
riches which repay good actions here — and still my chiefest 
treasure do I bear about me. 

Piz. What is that ? inform me. 

Oro. I will ; for it never can be thine — ^the treasure of a 
pure, unsullied conscience. 

[Elvira sits, still paying marked attention to Orozembo 

Piz. I believe there is no other Peruvian who dares 
speak as thou dost. 

Oro. Would I could believe there is no other Spaniard 
who dares act as thou dost I 

Com. Obdurate Pagan I How numerous is your army ? 

Oro. Count the leaves of yonder forest. 

Aim. Which is the weakest part of your camp ? 

Oro. It has no weak part ; on every side 'tis fortified by 
justice. 
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Piz. Where have you concealed your wives and your 
children ? 

Oro. In the hearts of their husbands and their fathers. 

Piz. Knowest thou Alonzo? 

Oro. Know him I Alonzo I Know him I Our nation's 
benefactor ) the guardian angel of Peru I 

Piz. By what has he merited that title ? 

Oro. By not resembling thee. 

Aim. Who is this Holla, joined with Alonzo in command ? 

Oro. I will answer that ; for I love to hear and to repeat 
the hero's name. Rolla» the kinsman of the king, is the 
idol of our army ; in war a tiger, chafed by the hunter's 
spear; in peace more gentle than the unweaned lamb. 
Cora was once betrothed to him ; but, finding she pre- 
ferred Alonzo, he resigned his daim, and, I fear, his peace, 
to friendship and to Cora's happiness ; yet still he loves 
her with a pure and holy fire. 

Piz. Romantic savage I — I shall meet this Rolla soon. 

Oro. Thou hadst better not I the terrors of his noble 
eye would strike thee dead. 
. Dav. Silence, or tremble I 

Oro. Beardless robber I I never yet have trembled 
before Grod; why should I tremble before man? Why 
before thee, thou less than man ? 

Dau. Another word, audacious heathen, and I strike ! 

Oro. Strike, Christian I Then boast among thy fellows 
— I too have murdered a Peruvian I 

Dau. Hell and vengeance seize thee I [Stabs him 

Piz. Hold I 

Dau. Couldst thou longer have endured his insults? 

Piz. And therefore should he die untortured ? 

Oro. True I Observe, young man. — [To Da villa.] Thy 
unthinking rashness has saved me from the rack ; and thou 
thyself hast lost the opportunity of a useful lesson ; thou 
might'st thyself have seen with what cruelty vengeance 
would have inflicted torments — and with what patience 
virtue would have borne them. 

Elu. [Supporting Orozbmbo's head upon her bosom.] Oh, 
ye are monsters all I Look up, thou martyred innocent 
— ^look up once more, and bless me ere thou diest. God I 
how I pity thee I 

Oro. Pity me ! — ^me I so near my happiness I * Bless 
thee, lady I — Spaniards — Heaven turn your hearts, and 
pardon you as I do. 
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P(z. Away! — [Orozehbo is borne off dying.] Away I 
Davflla I if thus rash a second time 

Dca>. Forgive the hasty indignatjk>n which 

Piz. No more I Unbind that trembling wretch — ^let him 
depart : 'tis well he should report the mercy which we 
show to insolent defiance — Hark I our troops are moving. 

Attend, [On passing Elvira.] If through your gentle 
means my master's poor remains might be preserved from 
insult 

Elv. I understand thee. 

Attend. His sons may yet thank 3rour charity, if .not 
avenge their father's fate. [Exit 

Piz. What says the slave ? 

Elu. A parting word to thank you for your mercy. 

Piz. Our guards and guides approach. — [Soldiers march 
through the tents.] Follow me» friends-breach shall have 
his post assigned, and ere Peruvians god shall sink beneath 
the main, the Spanish banner, bathed in blood, shall iloat 
above the walls of vanquished Quito. 

[Exeunt all but Elvira and Valverdb 

Val. Is it now presumption that my hopes gain strength 
with the increasing horrors which I see appal Elvira's 
soul? 

EId. I am mad with terror and remorse I Would I could 
fly these dreadful scenes I 

Val. Might not Valverde's true attachment be thy 
refuge ? 

Blv. What wouldst thou do to save or to avenge me ? 

Val. I dare do all thy injuries may demand — a word — 
and he lies bleeding at your feet. 

Elv. Perhaps we will speak again of this. Now leave 
me. — [Exit Valverde.] No I not this revenge — ^no I not 
this instrument. Fie, Elvira I even for a moment to 
counsel with this unworthy traitor I Can a wretch, false 
to a confiding master, be true to any pledge of love or 
honour? — Pizarro will abandon me — ^yes; me — ^who, for 
his sake, have sacrificed — oh, God I what have I not 
sacrificed for him ! Yet, curbing the avenging pride that 
swells this bosom, I still wiU further try him. Oh, men I 
ye who, wearied by the fond fidelity of virtuous love, 
seek in the wanton's flattery a new delight, oh, ye may 
insult*and leave the hearts to which your faith was pledged, 
and, stifling self-reproach, may fear no other peril ; be- 
cause such hearts, howe'er you injure and desert tiiem, have 
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yet the proud retreat of an unspotted lame — of unrejMroach- 
ing conscience. But beware the desperate libertine who 
forsakes the creature whom his arts have first deprived 
of all natural protection — ol all sell-consolation 1 What 
has he left her I Despair and vengeance 1 [Ezit 



ACT TWO 

Scene I. — A Bank surrounded by a wild wood, and recks 

Cora is discovered playing with her Child ; Alonzo, hanging 
oper them with delight 

Cora. Now confess, does he resenible thee, or not ? 

Alon. Indeed he is llker thee — thy rosy softness, thy 
smiling gentleness. 

Cora. But his auburn hair, the colour of his eyes, Alonzo. 
— Oh, my lord's image, and my heart's adored I 

[Presses the Child to her bosom 

Alon. The little daiiing urchin robs me, I doubt, of some 
portion of thy love, my Cora. At least be shares caresses^ 
which till his birth were osily mine. 

Cora. Oh no, Alonzo ! a mother's love for her sweet babe 
is not a stealth from the dear father^s store ; it is a new 
delight that turns with quickened gratitude to Him, the 
author of her augmented bliss. 

Alon. Could Cora think me serious ? 

Cora. I am sure he wfil speak soon : then will be ihe 
last of the three holidays allowed by Nature's sanction to 
the fond, anxious mother's heart. 

Alon. What are those three ? 

Cora. The ecstasy <3i his biitfa I pass : that in part is 
selfish; but when first tide white blossoms ol his teeth 
appear, breaking the crimson buds that did incase them, 
that is a day of joy ; next, when from his father's arms he 
runs without support, and dings, lau^ng and delighted, 
to his mother's knees, that is the mother's heart's next 
holiday; and sweeter still the third, ^^ene'er his little 
stammeifng tongue shaQ utter the grateful sound of father 1 
mother I — Oh, that is the dearest joy of all I 

AlotL Bdoved Coral 

Cora. Oh, my Alonzo t dail^, hourly, do I pour thanks 
to Heaven for the dear blessing I possess in him and thee. 
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Alon. To Heaven and Holla I 

Cora. Yes» to Heaven and Holla : and art thou not 
grateful to them, too, Alonzo ! art thou not happy ? 

Alon. Can Cora ask that question ? 

Cora. Why then of late so restless on thy couch ? Why 
to my waking, watching ear so often does the stillness of 
the night betray thy struggling sighs? 

Alon. Must not I fight against my country, against my 
brethren ? 

Cora. Do they not seek our destruction? and are not 
all men brethren? 

Alon. Should they prove victorious? 

Cora. I will fly, and meet thee in the mountains. 

Alon. Fly, with thy infant, Cora ? 

Cora. What 1 think you a mother, when she runs from 
danger, can feel the weight of her child ? 

Alon. Cora, my beloved, do you wish to set my heart at 
rest? 

Cora. Oh yes I yes I yes I 

Alon. Hasten then to the concealment in the mountains ; 
where all our matrons and virgins, and our warriors' off- 
spring, are allotted to await the issue of the war. Cora 
will not alone resist her husband's, her sisters', and her 
monarch's wish. 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot leave you. Oh I how in every 
moment's absence would my fancy paint you, wounded, 
alone, abandoned I No, no, I cannot leave you. 

Alon. Holla will be with me. 

Cora. Yes, while the battle rages, and where it rages most, 
brave Holla will be found. He may revenge, but cannot 
save thee. To follow danger, he will leave even thee. But 
I have sworn never to forsake thee but with life. Dear, 
dear Alonzo I canst thou wish that I should break my vow ? 

Alon. Then be it so. Oh I excellence in all that 's great 
and lovely, in courage, gentleness, and truth ; my pride, 
my content, my all ! Can there on this earth be fools who 
seek for happiness, and pass by love in the pursuit ? 

Cora. Alonzo, I cannot thank thee : silence is the 
gratitude of true affection : who seeks to follow it by sound 
wiU miss the track. — [Shouts without] Does the king 
approach ? 

Alon. No, 'tis the general placing the guard that will 
surround the temple during the sacrifice. 'Tis Holla comes, 
the first and best of heroes. [Trumpets sound. 
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RoL [Without] Then place them on the hill fronting the 
Spanish camp. 

Enter Roixa 

Cora, Rolla I my friend» my brother ! 

Alon. Rolla ! my friend, my benefactor I how can our 
lives repay the obligations whiiii we owe thee? 

RoL Pass them in peace and bliss. Let Rolla witness it, 
he is overpaid. 

Cora. Look on this child. He is the life4>lood of my 
heart ; but, if ever he loves or reveres thee less than his own 
father, his mother's hate fall on him I 

RoL Oh, no more I What sacrifice have I made to 
merit gratitude? The object of my love was Ck)ra's 
happiness. I see her happy. Is not my object gained, 
and am I not rewarded ? Now, Cora, listen to a friend's 
advice. Thou must away ; thou must seek the sacred 
caverns, the unprofaned recess, whither, after this day's 
sacrifice, our matrons, and e'en the Virgins of the Sun, 
retire. 

Cora. Not secure with Alonzo and with thee, Rolla ? 

RoL We have heard Pizarro's plan is to surprise us. 
Thy presence, Ck>ra, cannot aid, but may impede our 
efforts. 

Cora. Impede? 

RoL Yes, yes. Thou knowest how tenderly we love thee ; 
we, thy husband and thy friend. Art thou near us ? our 
thoughts, our valour — ^vengeance will not be our own. No 
advantage will be pursued that leads us from the spot where 
thou art placed ; no succour will be given but for thy pro- 
tection. The faithful lover dares not be all himself amid 
the war, until he knows that the beloved of his soul is 
absent from the peril of the fight. 

Alon. Thanks to my friend 1 'tis this I would have 
urged. 

Cora. This timid excess of love, iH*oducing fear Instead of 
valour, flatters, but does not convince me : the wife is in- 
credulous. 

RoL And is the mother unbelieving too? 

Cora. [Kisses child.] No more I do with me as you please. 
My friend, my husband I place me where you will. 

Alon. My adored I we thank you both. — [March without] 
Hark I the king approaches to the sacrifice. You, Rolla, 
spoke of rumours of surprise. A servant of mine, I hear. 
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is missing ; whether surprised or treacheroii$» I know 
not. 

Rol. It matters not; ^ We are everywhere prepared. 
Come, Cora, upon the altar 'mid the rocks thou It implore 
a blessing on our cause. The pious supi^lication at the 
trembling vrife, ahd mother's heart, rises to th^ throne of 
mercy, the most resistless prayer ol human homage. 

[Exeunt 

Scene II. — The Temple of the Sun 

The High-Priest, Prxbsts, and Virgins op the Suk, cfit- 
covered. A solemn march. Atauba and the Peruvian 
Warriors enter on one ^ide ; on the other Rolla, Alonzo, 
and OcmjL with the Child 

Ata. Wdcome, Alonzo t-^lTo Rolla.] Kinsman, thy 
hand. — [To Cora.]—* Blessed be the object of the happy 
mother's love. 

Cora. May the sun bless the father of his people I 

Ata. In the welfare of his children lives the happiness 

of their king. — Friends, what is the temper of Our soldiers ? 

Rol. Such as becomes the cause which they support; 

their cry is, Victory or death I our king I our country I 

and our Grod. 

Ata. Thou, Rolla, in the hour of peril, hast been wont to 
animate the spirit of their leaders, ere we proceed to con- 
secrate the bann^s which thy valour knows so well to 
guard. 

Rol. Yet never was the hour of peril near, when to bt- 
spire them words were so little needed. My brave asso- 
ciates — ^partners of my toil, my feelings, and my fame 1 — 
can Rolla's words add vigour to the virtuous energies which 
inspire your hearts ? No 1 You have judged, as I have, 
the foulness of the crafty plea by which these Iwld invaders 
would delude you. Your generous spirit has compared, 
as mine has, the motives whidi,' in a war like this, can 
animate their minds and ours. They, by a strange frenzy 
driven, fight for power, for plunder, and extended mle: 
we, for our country, our altars^ and our homes. They 
f(^w an adventurer whom they fear, and obey a power 
which they hate : we serve a monarch whom we love — a 
God whom we adore. Whene'er they move in anger deso- 
lation tracks their progress! Whene'er tbey pause in 
amity, affliction mourns their friendship. They boast they 
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come but to improve our state, enlarge our thoughts, and 
free us from the yoke of error I Yes. They will give en* 
Ughtei^ed freedom to our minds, who are themselves the 
slaves of passion, avarice, and |>ride. They o£fer us their 
protection : yes, such protection as vultures give to lambs 
— covering and devouring them ! They call on us to 
barter all of good we have inherited- and proved, for the 
desperate chance of something better which they prcnnise. 
Be our plain answer this : — The throne we honour is the 
people's choice ; the laws we reverence are our brave 
father's legacy ; the faith we follow teaches us to live in 
bonds of charity with all mankind, and die with hope of 
bliss beyond the grave. Tell your invaders this, and tell 
them too, we seek no change ; and least of all, such change 
as they would bring us. 

[Loud shouts of the Peruvian Warriors 
Ata. [Embractng Rolla.] Now, holy friends, ever mindful 
of these sacred truths, begin the sacrifice. — [A solemn pro- 
cession commences. The Priests and Virgins arrange 
themselves on either side of the altar, which the Hioh-Pribst 
approaches and the solemnity begins. The invocation of the 
High-Pribst is followed by the choruses of the Priests and 
Virgins. Fire from above lights upon the altar. The whole 
assembly rise, and join in the thanksgiving.] Our offering is 
accepted. Now to arms, my friends ; prepare for battle. 

Enter Orano 

Ora. The enemy. 

Ata. How near ? 

Or. From the hill's brow, e'en now as I o'erlooked their 
force, suddenly I perceived the whole in motion : with eager 
haste they march towards our deserted camp, as if apprised 
of this most solemn sacrifice. 

Rol. They must be met before they reach it. 

Ata. And you, my daughters, with your dear children, 
away to the appointed place of safety. 

Cora. Oh, Alonzo I [Embracing him 

Alon. We shafl meet again. 

Cora. Bless us once more ere you leave us. 

Alon. Heaven protect and bless thee, my beloved ; and 
thee, my innocent I 

Ata. Haste, haste ! each moment is precious t 

C(^a. Farewell, Alonzo I Remember thy life is mine. 

Rol [As she is passing him^] Not one farewell to Rolla ? 
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Cora. [Giving him her hand.] Farewell I The god of war 
be with you : but bring me back Alonzo. 

[Exit with the Child 

Ata. [Draws his sword.] Now, my brethren, my sons, 
my friends, I know your valour. Should ill success assail 
us, be despair the last feeling of your hearts. If successful, 
let mercy be the first. Alonzo, to you I give to defend the 
narrow passage of the mountains* On the right of the 
wood be Holla's station. For me straight forwards will I 
march to meet them, and fight until I see my people saved, 
or they behold their monarch fall. Be the word of battle — 
Gk>d I and our native land* [A march. Exeunt 



Scene III. — A Wood between the Temple and the Camp 
Enter Holla and Alonzo 

Rol. Here, my friend, we separate — soon, I trust, to 
meet again in triumph. 

Alon. Or perhaps we part to meet no more. — ^Rolla, a 
moment's pause ; we are yet before our army's strength ; 
one earnest word at parting. 

Rol. There is language now no word but battle. 

Alon. Yes, one word — one — Coral 

Rol. Cora I — speak I 

Alon. The next hour brings us 

Rol. Death or victory I 

Alon. It may be victory to one — death to the other. 

Rol. Or both may fall. 

Alon. If so, my wife and child I bequeath to the pro- 
tection of Heaven and my king. But should I only fall. 
Holla, be thou my heir. 

Rol. How? 

Alon. Be Cora thy wife — ^be thou a father to my 
child. 

Rol. Rouse thee, Alonzo I banish these timid fancies. 

Alon. Holla I I have tried in vain, and cannot fly from 
the foreboding which oppresses me : thou knowest it will 
not shake me in the fight : but give me the promise I exact 

Rol. If it be Cora's will — ^yes — I promise. 

[Gives his hand 

Alon. Tell her it was my last wish ; and bear to her and 
to my son my last blessing I 
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RoL I will. — Now then to our posts, and let our swords 
speak for us. [They draw their swords 

Alon. For the king and Cora ! 
RoL For Cora and the king. 

[Exeunt severally. Alarms without 



Scene IV. — The Peruvian Camp. 
Enter an Old Blind Man and a Boy 

Old Man. Have none returned to the camp ? 

Boy. One messenger alone. From the temple they all 
marched to meet tHe foe. 

Old Man. Hark I I hear the din of battle. Oh» had I 
still retained my sight, I might now have grasped a sword, 
and died a soldier's death I — ^Are we quite alone ? 

Boy. Yes I — I hope my father will be safe I 

Old Man. He will do his duty. I am more anxious for 
thee, my child. 

Boy. I can stay with you, dear grandfather. 

Old Man. But should the enemy come, they will drag 
thee from me, my boy. 

Boy. Impossible, grandfather ! for they will see at once 
that you are old and blind, and cannot do without me. 

Old Man. Poor chUd I thou little knowest the hearts of 
these inhuman men. — [Discharge of cannon heard.] Hark ! 
the noise is near. I hear the dreadful roaring of the fiery 
engines of these cruel strangers. — [Shouts at a distance.] At 
every shout, with involuntary haste, I clench my hand, 
and fancy still it grasps a sword I Alas I I can only serve 
my country by my prayers. Heaven preserve the Inca 
and his gallant soldiers I 

Boy. O father I there are soldiers running 

Old Man. Spaniards, boy ? 

Boy. No, Peruvians I 

Old Man. How I and flying from the field I — It cannot 
be. 

Enter two Peruvian Soldiers 

Oh, speak to them, boy ? — whence come you ? how goes 
the battle ? 

Sold. We may not stop; we are sent for the reserve 
behind the hill. The day 's against us. [Exeunt Soldiers 

Old Man. Quick, then, quick. 

7S-M 
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Boy. I see the points of lances glittering in the light. 

Old Man. Those are Peruvians. Do they bend this 

way? 

Enter a Peruvian Soldier 

Boy. Soldier, speak to my blind father. 

Sold. I 'm sent to tell the helpless father to retreat among 
the rocks ; aD will be lost, I fear. The king is wounded. 

Old Man. Quick, boy I Lead me to the hill, where thou 
mayst view the plain. [Alarms 

Enter Ataliba, wounded, with Orano, Offig^i^s, and 
Soldiers 

Ata. My wound is bound ; believe jne the hurt is nothing : 
I may return to the light. 

Ora. Pardon your servant ; but the allotted priest who 
attends the sacred banner has pronoimced that the Inca's 
blood once shed, no blessing can await the day until he 
leave the field. 

Ata. Hard restraint I Oh my poor brave soldiers I 
Hard that I may no longer be a witness of their valour. — 
But haste you ; return to your comrades ; I will not keep 
one soldier from his post. Go, and avenge your fallen 
brethren. — [Exeunt Orano, Offices, and Soldiers.] I 
will not repine ; my own fate is the la$t anxiety of my heart 
It is for you, my people, that I feel and fear. 

Old Man. [Coming forward.] Did I not hear the voice of 
an unfortunate ? — Who is it complains thus ? 

Atq. One almost by hope forsaken. 

Old Man. Is the king ^ve ? 

Ata. The king still lives. 

Old Man. Then thou art not forsaken I Ataliba pro- 
tects the meanest of his subjects. 

Ata. And who shall protect Ataliba ? 

Old Man. The immortal powers, that protect the Just. 
The virtues of our monarch alik^ secure tp him the affection 
of his people and the benign regard of Heaven. 

Ala. How impious, had J murmured I How wondrous, 
thou supreme Disposer, are thy acts I Even in this moment, 
which I had thought the bitterest trial of mortal sufi«riii^ 
thou hast infused the sweetest sensation of my Ufe— it is 
the assurance of my people's love. [AMe 

Boy. [Turning forward.] O father I — Stranger I see those 
hideous men that rush upon u$ yonder 1 
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Ata. Ha I Spaniards 1 and I Ataliba — 0^fated fugitive, 
without a sword even to try the ransom of a monarch's life. 

Enter Davilla, Almagro, and Spanish Soldiers 

Dau. 'Tis he — our hopes are answered — I know him well 
— ^it is the kingl 

Aim. Away I Follow with your prize. Avoid those 
Peruvians, though in flight. This way we may regain our 
line. [Exeunt Davilla, Almagro, and Soldiers, 

with Ataliba prisoner 

Old Man. The king I — ^wretched old man, that could not 
see his gracious form I — Boy, would thou hadst led me to 
the reach of those ruffians' swords I 

Boy. Father ! all our countrymen are flying here for 
refuge. 

Old Man. No — to the rescue of their king — they never 
will desert him. [Alarms without 

-Enfcr Peruvian Officers and Soldiers, flying across the 
stage; Orano following 

Ora. Hold, I charge you I RoUa calls you. 

Officer. We cannot combat with their dreadful engines. 

Enter Rolla 

Rol. Hold I recreants I cowards I What, fear ye death, 
and fear not shame ? By my soul's fury, I cleave to the 
earth the first of you that stirs, or plunge your dastard 
swords into your leader's heart, that he no more may witness 
your disgrace. Where is the king ? 

Ora. From this old man and boy I learn that the detach- 
ment of the enemy, which you observed so suddenly to 
quit the field, have succeeded in surprising him ; they are 
yet in sight. 

Rol. And bear the Inca off a prisoner ? — Hear this, ye 
base, disloyal rout I Look there ! The dust you see hangs 
on the bloody Spaniards' track, dragging with ruffian 
tavnts your king, your father — Ataliba in bondage I Now 
fly, and seek your own vile safety if you can. 

Old Man. Bless the voice of Rolla — and bless the stroke 
I once lamented, but which now spares these extinguished 
eyes the shame of seeing the pale, trembling wretches who 
dare not follow Rolla, thou^ to save their king f 

Rol. Shrink ye from the thunder of the foe — and fall ye 
not at this rebuke 7 Oh I had ye each but one drop of the 
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loyal blood which gushes to waste through the brave heart 
of this sightless veteran I Eternal shame pursue you, if 
you desert me now I — But do — alone I go — alone — ^to die 
with glory by my monarch's side I 

Soldiers. RoUa I we '11 follow thee. 

[Trumpets sound; Rolla rushes out, followed by 
Orano, Officers, and Soldiers 

Old Man. O godlike Rolla I — ^And thou sun, send from 
thy clouds avenging lightning to his aid I Haste, my boy ; 
ascend some height, and tell to my impatient terror what 
thou seest. 

Boy. I can climb this rock, and the tree above. — [Ascends 
a rock, and from thence into the tree.] Oh — now I see them 
— ^now — ^yes — and the Spaniards turning by the steep. 

Old Man. Rolla follows them ? 

Boy. He does — ^he does — ^he moves like an arrow I Now 
he waves his arm to our soldiers. — [Report of cannon heard.] 
Now there is fire and smoke. 

Old Man. Yes, fire is the weapon of those fiends. 

Boy. The wind blows off the smoke : they are all mixed 
together. 

Old Man. Seest thou the king I 

Boy. Yes — Rolla is near him I His sword sheds fire as 
he strikes I 

Old Man, Bless thee, Rolla ! Spare not the monsters. 

Boy. Father I father I the Spaniards fly I — Oh — now I 
see the king embracing Rolla. 

[Waves his cap for joy. Shouts of victory, flourish of irumr 
pets, &c. 

Old Man. [Falls on his knees.] Fountain of life I how 
can my exhausted breath bear to thee thanks for this one 
moment of my life I — My boy, come down, and let me kiss 
thee — my strength is gone. 

Boy. [Running to the Old Man.] Let me help you, father 
— ^you tremble so 

Old Man. 'Tis with transport, boy I 

[Boy leads the Old Man off. Shouts, flourish, &c. 

Re-enter Ataliba, Rolla, and Peruvian Officers and 
Soldiers 

Ata. In the name of my people, the saviour of whose 
sovereign thou hast this day been, accept this emblem of 
his gratitude. — [Giving Rolla his sun of diamonds.] The 
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tear that falls upon it may for a moment dim its lustre, 

yet does it not impair the value of the gift. 

RoL It was the hand of Heaven, not mine, that saved my 

king. 

Enter Peruvian Officer and Soldierst 

RoL Now, soldier, from Alonzo.? 

Off. Alonzo's genius soon repaired the panic which early^ 
broke our ranks ; but I fear we have to mourn Alonzo's 
loss : his eager spirit urged him too far in the pursuit I 

Ata. How I Alonzo slain ? 

1st Sold, 1 saw him fall. 

2nd Sold. Trust me, I beheld him up again and fight- 
ing — ^he was then surrounded and disarmed. 

Ata. O victory, dearly purchased I 

Rol. O Cora I who shaU tell thee this ? 

Ata. Holla, our friend is lost — our native country saved I 
Our private sorrows must yield to the public claim for 
triumph. Now go we to fulfil the first, the most sacred 
duty which belongs to victory — ^to dry the widowed and 
the orphaned tear of those whose brave protectors have 
perished in their country's cause. 

[Triumphant march, and exeunt 



ACT THREE 

Scene I. — A wild retreat among stupendous rocks 

Cora and her Child, with other Wives and Children of 
the Peruvian Warriors, discovered. They sing alter- 
nately stanzas expressive of their situation, with a Chorus, 
in which all foin 

1st Worn. Zuluga, seest thou nothing yet ? 

ZuL Yes, two Peruvian soldiers — one on the hill, the 
other entering the thicket in the vale. 

2nd Wom. One more has passed. — He comes — ^but pale 
and terrified. 

Cora. My heart will start from my bosom. 

Enter a Peruvian Soldier, panting for breath 

Wom. Well I joy or death ? 

Sold. The battle is against us. The king is wounded 
and a prisoner. 
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Wont. Despair and misery I 

mora. [In a faint ooiee.] And Alonzo I 

Sold. I have not seen him. 

ist Worn. Oh I whither must we fly ? 

2nd Worn. Deeper Into the forest. 

Cora. I shall not move. 

2Dd Sold. [Without] Victory.! victory I 

Enter another Peruvian Soldier 

2nd Sold, Rejoice I rejoice I we are victorious I 
Worn, [Springing up.] Welcome, welcome, thou mes- 
senger of joy :— but the fcing I 
2nd Sold. He leads the brave wanriors who approach. 

[The triumphant march of the army is heard Qt a dis- 
tance. The Women and CH1I4DREN join in a strain 
expressive of anxiety and exultation 

Enter the Peruvian Warriors, singing the Song of 
Victory. Ataliba cuid Rolla follow, and are greeted 
with rapturous shouts. Cora, with her Child in her 
armSf runs through the ranks searching for Alonzo 

Ata. Thanks, thanks, my children I I am well, believe 
it ; the blood once stopped, my wound is nothing. 

Cora. [To Rolla.] Where is Alonzo ? — [Rolla turns 
away in silence.] Give me my husband ; give this child 
his father. [Falls at Atauba's feet 

Ata. I grieve that Alonzo is not here. 

Cora. Hoped you to find him? 

Ata. Most anxiously. 

Cora. Ataliba I is he not dead ? 

Ata. No I the gods will have heard bur prayers. 

Cora. Is he not dead, Ataliba ? 

Ata. He lives — in my heart. 

Cora. O king I torture me not thus I Speak out. Is this 
child fatherless ? 

Ata. Dearest Cora I do not thus dash aside the little 
hope that still remains. 

Cora. The little hope I yet still there is hope I [Turns 
to Rolla.] Speak to me, Rolla : you are the friend of 
truth. 

Rol. Alonzo has not been found. 

Cora. Not found I what mean you ? Will not you, 
Rolla, tell me truth ? Oh I let me not hear the thunder 
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lining at a diitdticc - let the bolt fall and ctMsh ttiy bridn 
at once. Say Hot that he id ttot found : say at once that 
he is dead. 

JRoZ. Then should I say false. 

Cora. False I Blessings on thee tot that Word I But 
snatch tne from this tefrtble suspense.--[CoRA and Child 
kneel to Rolla-I Lift up thy little hands, my child * per- 
haps thy ignorance may plead better than thy mother's 
agony. 

Rdl. Alonzo is taken pWsoner. 

Cora. Prisoner I and by the Spaniards ?— Pkarro's pri- 
soner ? Then is he dead. 

Ata. Hope better — the richest ransom which oUr realm 
can yield, a herald shall this instant bear. 

Petui;. Worn, Oh ! for Alonzo*s ransOm — our gold, our 
gems I jOI I all ! Here, dear CorA--here I here I 

The PtentrviAN Women eagerly tear off all their orna" 
mentSf and offer them to Cora 

Ata. Yes, for Aldttzo's ransom they would give all I — I 
thank thee. Father, who has given me such hearts to rule 
over! 

Coin. Kow One boon more, beloved toonardi. Let me 
go with the herald. 

Ata. Remember, Cora, thou art n6t a wife only, but a 
mother too : hazard not your own honour and the safety 
of your infant. Among these barbarians the sight of thy 
youth, thy loveliness, and innocence, would but rivet 
faster your Alonzo*s chains, and rack his heart with added 
fears for thee. Wait, Cora, the return Of the herald. 

Cota. Teach me how to live till then. 

Ata. Now we go to offer to the gods thanks for oiu* Vic- 
tory, and prayers for Our Alonzo's safety. 

' [March and procession. ExeiXhi 



Scene It.— r/ie T^oorf 

Enter Cora and CttiLD 

Cora. Mild innocence, what will become of thee? 

Enter Rolla 

Rol. Cora, I attend thy summons at the appointed spot. 
Cora. O my chDd, my boy I hast thou still a father ? 
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RoL Cora, can thy child be fatherless, while Holla lives ? 

Cora. WiU he not soon want a mother too ? For canst 
thou think I will survive Alonzo's loss ? 

RoL Yes I for his child's sake. Yes, as thou didst love 
Alonzo, Cora, listen to Alonzo's friend. 

Cora, You bid me listen to the world. — ^Who was not 
Alonzo's friend ? 

RoL His parting words 

Cora. His parting words I — [Wildly.] Oh, speak I 

RoL Consigned to me two precious trusts — ^his blessing to 
his son, and a last request to thee. 

Cora. His last request I his last I — Oh, name it I 

RoL If I fall, said he> (and sad forebodings shook him 
while he spoke), promise to take my Cora for thy wife ; be 
thou a father to my child. — I pledged my word to him, and 
we parted. Observe me, Cora, I repeat this only, as my 
faith to do so was given to Alonzo : for myself, I neither 
cherish claim nor hope. 

CorcL Ha I does my reason fail me, or what is this horrid 
light that presses on my brain ? O Alonzo I it may be 
thou hast fallen a victim to thy own guileless heart : hadst 
thou been silent, hadst thou not made a fat^ legacy of 
these wretched charms 

RoL Cora I what hateful suspicion has possessed thy 
mind? 

Cora. Yes, yes, 'tis clear I — ^his spirit was ensnared ; he 
was led to the fatal spot, where mortal valour could not 
front a host of murderers. He fell — ^in vain did he ex- 
claim for help to Holla. At a distance you looked on 
and smiled : you could have saved him— could — but did 
not. 

RoL Oh, glorious sun I can I have deserved this ? — 
Cora, rather bid me strike thisv sword into my heart. 

Cora. No I — ^live I live for love I — ^for that love thou 
seekest ; whose blossoms are to shoot from the bleeding 
grave of thy betrayed and slaughtered friend I But thou 
hast borne to me the last words of my Alonzo I now hear 
mine : sooner shall this boy draw poison from this tor- 
tured breast — sooner would I link me to the pallid corse 
of the meanest wretch that perished with Alonzo, than he 
call Holla father — ^than I call Holla husband I 

RoL Yet call me what I am— thy friend, thy pro- 
tector I 
. Cora. [Distractedly.] Away I I have no protector but 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene III PIZARRO 393 

my God I With this child in my arms will I hasten to the 
field of slaughter : there with these hands will I turn up 
to the light every mangled body, seeking, howe'er by death 
disfigured, the sweet smile of my Alonzo : with fearful 
cries I will shriek out his name till my veins snap I If the 
smallest spark of life remain, he will know the voice of his 
Cora, open for a moment his unshrouded eyes, and bless 
me with a last look. But if we find him not — oh I then, 
my boy, we will to the Spanish camp — ^that look of thine 
will win my passage through a thousand swords — ^they 
too are men. Is there a heart that could drive back the 
wife that seeks her bleeding husband ; or the innocent babe 
that cries for his imprisoned father ? No, no, my child, 
everywhere we shall be safe. A wretched mother, bear- 
ing a poor orphan in her arms, has nature's passport through 
the world. Yes, yes, my son, we 'U go and seek thy father. 

[Exit with the Child 
RoL [After a pause of agitation,] Could I have merited 
one breath of thy reproaches, Cora, I should be the wretch 
I think I was not formed to be. Her safety must be my 
present purpose — then to convince her she has wronged 
me I [Exit 

Scene III. — Pizarro's Tent 

PiZARRO discovered traversing the scene in gloomy and furious 

agitation 

Piz. Well, capricious idol, Fortune, be my ruin thy 
work and boast. To myself I will still be true. Yet, ere 
I fall, grant me thy smile to prosper in one act of ven- 
geance, and be that smile Alonzo's death. 

Enter Elvira 

Who 's there ? who dares intrude ? Why does my guard 
neglect their duty ? 

Elv. Your guard did what they could — but they knew 
their duty better than to enforce authority, when I refused 
obedience. 

Piz. And what is it you desire I 

Elv. To see how a hero bears misfortune. Thou, Pizarro, 
art not now collected — nor thyself. 

Piz. Wouldst thou I should rejoice that the spears of the 
78— M* 
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enemy, led t>y accursed Alonzp, h^ve pierced the br^v^st 
hearts of my followers ? 

Elv, No I I would b^ve thee qold and dark a^ the Dlght 
that follows the departed storm ; still and snllen as the 
awful pause that precedes nature's convulsion : yet I 
would b^ve thee feel assured thgt a new moi:pii;ig shall 
arise, when the warrior's spirit shall stalk forth — ^l5ior fear 
the future, nor lament the past. 

Piz. Woman I Elvira I — why had not all my men hearts 
like thl^e ? 

Elv, Then would thy brows have thi^s day worn the 
crown of Quito. 

Pi>. Ob I hope fails jfie while that scourge of my life 
and fame, Alon^o, leads the enemy. 

Elp. Pizarro, I am com^ tx> probe the hero farther : not 
now bis courage, but bis magnanimity — ^Alonzo is your 
prisoner. 

Piz. Howl 

Elv. 'Tis certain ; Valverd© saw him even now dragged 
in ch^ns within your^ camp. I chos? to bring you the 
intelligence myself. 

Piz. Bless thee, Elvira, for the news I — Alonzo in my 
power I — ^then I am the conqueror — the victory is mine I 

Elu. Pizarro, this i3 savage and unmanly triumph. Be- 
lieve me, you raise impatience in my mind to see the man 
whose valour and whpse genius awe Pizarro ; whose mis^ 
fortunes are Pizarro's triumph ', whose bondage is Pizarro's 
safety. 

Piz. Guard I 

Ent^r Guard 

Drag here the Spanish prisoner, Alonzo I Quick, bring the 
traitor here. [Exit Guard 

ElD. What shall be bi§ fat^ ? 

Piz. Death I death I in lingering torments I protracted 
to the last stretch that bwning vengeance can devise, and 
fainting life sustain. 

Elp. Shame on thee I Wilt thou have it said that the 
Peruvians found Pizarro could not conquer till Alonzo 
felt that he could murder ? 

Piz. Be it said — I care not. His fate is sealed. 

Elv. Follow then thy will ; but mark me, if basely thou 
dost shed the blood of this brave youth, Elvira's lost 
to thee for ever* 
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Piz. Why this interest for a stranger ? What is Ahmzo's 
fate to thee? 

Elv. His fate, nothing ; thy glory, everything I Think- 
est thou I could love thee, stripped of fame, of honour, 
and a just renown ? Know me better* 

Piz. Thou shouldst have known me hetter. Thou 
shouldst have known that, once provoked to hate, I am 
for ever fixed in vengeance. 

Re-enter Guard with Alonzo in chains 

Welcome, welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina I 'tis long since 
we have met : thy mended looks should speak a life of 
rural indolence. How is it that, amid the toils and cares 
of war, thou dost preserve the healthful bloom of cai\eless 
ease ? Tell me thy secret. 

Alon. Thou wilt not profit by it. Whate'er the toils or 
cares of war, peace still is here. 

{Putting his hand to his heart 

Piz. Sarcastic boy I 

Elv. Thou art answered rightly. Why sport with the. 
unfortunate ? 

Piz. And thou art wedded too, I hear ; ay, and the 
father of a lovely boy — ^the heir, no doubt, of all Ms father's 
loyalty, of all his mother'^ faith ? 

Alon. The heir, I trust, of ail his father's scorn of fraud, 
oppression, and hjrpocrisy — the heir, I hope, of all his 
mother's virtue,* gentleness, and truth — ^the heir, I am 
sure, to all Pizarro's hate. 

Piz. Really I Now do I fed for this poor orphan ; for 
fatherless to-morrow's sun shall see that child. Alonzo, 
thy hours are numbered. 

Elu, Pizarro— no I 

Piz. Hence — or dread my anger. 

Elu. I will not hence ; nor do I dread thy anger. 

Alon. Generous loveliness I spare thy unavailing pity. 
Seek not to thwart the tiger with the prey beneath his 
fangs. 

Piz. Audacious rebel I thou a renegado from thy monarch 
and thy God I 

Alon. 'Tis false I 

Piz. Art thou not, tell me, a deserter from thy country's 
legions — and, with vile heathens leagued, hast thou not 
warred against thy native land ? 
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Alon. No I deserter I am none I I was not born among 
robbers I pirates I murderers I When those legions, lured 
by the abhorred lust of gold, and by thy foul ambition 
urged, forgot the honour of Castilians, and forsook the 
duties of humanity, they deserted me. I have not warred 
against my native land, but against those who have 
usurped its power. The banners of my country, when 
first I followed arms beneath them, were justice, faith, and 
mercy. If these are beaten down and trampled under 
foot, I have no country, nor exists the power entitled to 
reproach me with revolt. 

Piz. The power to judge and punish thee at least exists. 

Alon. Where are my judges ? 

Piz. Thou wouldst ^peal to the war council ? 

Alon, If the good Las-Casas have yet a seat there, yes ; 
if not, I appeal to Heaven I 

Piz, And, to impose upon the folly of Las-Casas, what 
would be the excuses of thy treason ? 

ElD. The folly of Las-Casas I Such, doubtless, his nuld 
precepts seem to thy hard-hearted wisdom I Oh, would I 
might have lived as I will die, a sharer in the follies of 
Las-Casas I 

Alon. To him I should not need to urge the foul barbari- 
ties which drove me from your side ; but I would gently 
lead him by the hand through all the lovely fields of Quito ; 
there in many a spot where late was barrenness and waste, I 
would show him how now the opening blossom, blade, or per- 
fumed bud, sweet bashful pledges of delicious harvest, waft- 
ing their incense to the ripening sun, give cheerful promise 
to the hope of industry. This, I would say, is my work I 
Next I should tell how hurtful customs and superstitions, 
strange and sullen, would often scatter and dismay the 
credulous minds of these deluded innocents ; and then 
would I point out to him where now, in clustered villages, 
they live like brethren, social and confiding, whfie through 
the burning day Content sits basking on the cheek of Toil, 
till laughing Pastime leads them to the hour of rest — ^this 
too is mine I And prouder yet, at that still pause between 
exertion and repose, belonging not to pastime, labour, or 
to rest, but unto Him who sanctions and ordains them all, 
I would show him many an eye, and many a hand, by 
gentleness from error won, raised in pure devotion to the 
true and only God I — ^this too I could tell him is Alonzo's 
work I Then would Las-Casas clasp me in his aged arms ; 
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from his uplifted eyes a tear of gracious thankfulness would 
fall upon my head, and that one blessed drop would be 
to me at once this world's best proof that I had acted 
rightly here, and surest hope of my Creator's mercy and 
reward hereafter. 

Elu. Happy, virtuous Alonzo I And thou, Pizarro, 
wouldst appal with fear of death a man who thinks and 
acts as he does I 

Piz. Daring, obstinate enthusiast I but know, the pious 
blessing of thy preceptor's tears does not await thee here : 
he has fled like thee — ^like thee, no doubt, to join the foes of 
Spain. The perilous trial of the next reward you hope 
is nearer than perhaps you 've thought ; for, by my coun- 
try's wrongs, and by mine own, to-morrow*6 sim shall see 
thy death I 

Elv. Hold I Pizarro, hear me : if not always justly, at 
least act always greatly. Name not thy country's wrongs ; 
'tis plain they have no share in thy resentment. Thy fury 
'gainst this youth is private hate, and deadly personal re- 
venge ; if this be so, and even now thy detected conscience 
in that look avows it, profane not the name of justice or 
thy country's cause, but let him arm, and bid him to the 
field on equal terms. 

Piz. Officious advocate for treason — ^peace I Bear him 
hence ; he knows his sentence. [Retires back 

Alon. Thy revenge is eager, and I 'm thankful for it — ^to 
me thy haste is mercy. — [To Elvira.] For thee, sweet 
pleader in misfortune's cause, accept my parting thanks. 
This camp is not thy proper sphere. Wert thou among yon 
savages, as they are called, thou 'dst find companions more 
congenial to thy heart. 

Piz, Yes ; she shall bear the tidings of thy death to 
Cora. 

Alon. Inhuman man I that pang, at least, might have 
been spared me ; but thy malice shall not shake my con- 
stancy. I go to death — ^many shall bless, and none will 
curse my memory. Thou wilt still live, and still wilt be 
— Pizarro. [Exit, guarded 

Elu. Now, by the Indignant scorn that bums upon my 
cheek, my soul is shamed and sickened at the meanness of 
thy vengeance! 

Piz. What has thy romantic folly aimed at ? He is mine 
enemy, and in my power. 

Elv. He is in your power, and therefore is no more an 
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enemy. Pizarn>, 1 demdnd flat of thee virtue, I ask not 
from thee nobleness of mind, I require only Just dealing 
to the fame thou hast acqtdred : be not the assassin of 
tbine own renown. How often have you sworn, that the 
sacrifice which thy wondrous valour's high report had won 
you from subdued Elvira, was the proudest triumph of 
yoiu* fame I Thou knowest I bear a mind not cast in the 
common mould, not formed for tame sequestered love, 
content mid household cares to prattle to an idle offspring, 
and wait the dull delight of an obscure lover's kindness : 
no I my heart was framed to look up with awe and homage 
to the object it adored ; my ears to own no music but the 
thrilling records of Ms praise ; my lips to scorn all babbling 
but the tales ctf Ws achievements ; my brain to tiun giddy 
with delight, reading the applauding tributes of his monarch's 
and his country's gratitude ,* my every faculty to throb 
with transport, while I heard the shouts of acclamation 
which announced the coming of my hero ; my whe^e soul 
to love him with devotion ! with enthusiasm I to see no 
other object — ^to own no other tie — ^but to make him my 
World f Thus to love is at least no common weakness. 
Pizarro I was not such my love for thee 1 

Piz. It was, Elvira I 

EW, Then do not make me hateful to myself, by tearing 
off the mask at once, baring the hideous imposture that 
has undone me \ Do not an act which, howe'er thy present 
power may ^oss it to the world, wHl make thee hateful to 
all future ages— accursed and scorned by posterity. 

Piz. And shoidd posterity applaud my deeds, thinkest 
thou my mouldering bones would rattle then with transport 
in my tomb ? This is renown for visionary boys to dream 
of ; I understand it not. The fame I value shall uplift my 
living estimation, o'erbear with popular support the envy 
of my foes, advance my purposes, and aid my power. 

EId. Each word thou speakest, each moment that I hear 
thee, dispels the fatal mist through which I Ve Judged thee. 
Thou man of mighty name but little soul, I see thou wert 
not born to feel what genuine fame and glory are. Go I 
prefer the flattery of thy own fleeting day to the bright 
circle of a deathless name — go f prefer to stare upon the 
grain of sand on which you trample to musing on the starred 
canopy above thee. Fame, the sovereign deity of proud 
ambition, is not to be worshipped so ;' who seeks alone for 
living homage stands a mean canvasser in her temple's 
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porch, wdoirtg promfsduousty, from the fickle bi*e^th of 
every wretch that passes, the brittle tribute of his praise. 
He dares not approach the sacred altar — ^no noble sacrifice 
of his is placed there, nor ever shall his worshipped image, 
fitted above, claim for his meriiory ^ glorious immortality. 

Pa. filvira, leave me I 

Elv. Pizarro, you no longer love me. 

Pi!t. ft i^ ilot so, Elvira. Stit what might I not suspect — 
this wofidrous interest for a stranger? 'taike back thy 
reproach. 

Elv. No, Pizarro, as yet I am not lost to you ; one string 
srt:ill remains, and binds me to yotn* fate. Do not, I conjure 
you — do not, for mine owh sake, tear it Asunder — shed not 
Alonzo's blood I 

Piz, ^fy resolution 's fixed. 

Elv. Even though th^t momeilt lost yoti Elvira for ever ? 

Piz. Even so. 

Elv. Pizarro, if not to hoilour, if not to humanity, yet 
listen to affection ; bear Some memory of the sacrinces I 
have made for thy sake. Have I not for thee quitted my 
parents, my friends, my fame, my native landf \Vhen 
escaping, did I not risk, in rushing to thy arms, to bury 
myself in the bosom of the deep ? HdVe I not shared all 
thy perils — ^heavy storms at sea, and frightful 'scapes on 
Shore? Even on this dreadful day, amid the rout of 
battle, wto remained firm and constant at Pizarro's side ? 
Who presented her bosom as his shield to the assailing 
f oe ? 

Pit. "lis truly spoken all. Iii love thou art thy sex's 
miracle, in wat the soldier's pattern; and therefore my 
whole heart and half my acquisitions are thy right. 

Elv. Convince me I possess the first ; I exchange all title 
to the latter for — mercy to Alorizo. 

Piz. No more I Had I Intended to prolong his doom, 
each word thou utterest now would hasten on his fate. 

Elu. Alonzo then at morn will die ? 

Piz: Thinkest thou yon sun will set 7 As surely at his 
rising shall Alonzo die. 

Elv. Then be it done — ^the srtrihg is cracked — sundered 
for ever*. But mark me-^thou hast heretofore had cause, 
'tis true, to doubt my resolution, h6\v^'er offended ; but 
mark me now — ^the lips which, cold and jeering, barbing 
revenge with rancorous mockery, can insult a fallen enemy. 
Shall never more receive the pledge of love : the arm which^ 
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unshaken by its bloody purpose, shall assign to needless 
torture the victim who avows his heart, never more shall 
press the hand of faith I Pizarro, scorn not my words ; 
beware you slight them not! I feel how noble are the 
motives which now animate my thoughts. Who could not 
feel as I do, I condemn ; who, feeling so, yet would not 
act as I shall, I despise I 

Piz. I have heard thee, Elvira, and know well the noble 
motives which inspire thee — ^fit advocate in virtue's cause I 
Believe me, 1 pity thy tender feelings for the youth Alonzo I 
He dies at sunrise I [Exit 

Elv. 'Tis well I 'tis just I should be humbled— I had 
forgot myself, and in the cause of innocence assumed the 
tone of virtue. 'Twas fit I should be rebuked — ^and by 
Pizarro. Fall, fall, ye few reluctant drops of weakness — 
the last these eyes shall ever shed. How a woman can love, 
Pizarro, thou hast known too well — ^how she can hate, thou 
hast yet to learn. Yes, thou undaunted 1 — thou, whom 
yet no mortal hazard has appalled — ^thou, who on Panama's 
brow didst make alliance with the ra^g elements that 
tore the silence of that horrid night, when thou didst follow, 
as thy pioneer, the crashing thunder's drift ; and, stalking 
o'er the trembling earth, didst plant thy banner by the red 
volcano's mouth I thou, who went battling on the sea, 
and thy brave ship was blown to splinters, wast seen, as 
thou didst bestride a fragment of the smoking wreck, to 
wave thy glittering sword above thy head, as thou wouldst 
defy the world in that extremity I — come, fearless man I 
now meet the last and fellest peril of thy life ; meet and 
survive — an injured woman's fury, if thou canst. [Exit 



ACT FOUR 

Scene I. — A Dungeon 

Alonzo is discovered in chains. A Sentinel walking near 

Alon, For the last time I have beheld the shadowed ocean 
dose upon the light. For the last time, through my deft 
dungeon's roof, I now behold the quivering lustre of the 
stars. For the last time, O sun I (and soon the hour) I 
shall behold thy rising, and thy level beams mdting the 
pale mists of morn to glittering dew-drops. Then comes 
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my death, and in the morning of my day I fall, which — no, 
Alonzo, date not the life which thou hast run by the mean 
reckoning of the hours and days which thou hast breathed : 
a life spent worthily should be measured by a nobler line 
— ^by deeds, not years. Then wouldst thou murmur not, 
but bless the Providence which in so short a span made 
thee the instrument of wide and spreading blessings to the 
helpless and oppressed. Though sinking in decrepit age, 
he prematurely falls whose memory records no benefit 
conferred by him on man. They only have lived long who 
have lived virtuously. 

Enter a Soldier, shows the Sentinel a passport, who with- 
draws 

Alon. What bear you there ? 

Sold, These refreshments I was ordered to leave in your 
dungeon. 

Alon. By whom ordered? 

Sold. By the Lady Elvira : she will be here herself 
before the dawn. 

Alon, Bear back to her my humblest thanks ; and take 
thou the refreshments, friend — I need them not. 

Sold. I have served under you, Don Alonzo. Pardon my 
saying that my heart pities you. [Exit 

Alon. In Pizarro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, no 
doubt requires forgiveness. — [Looking out] Siu-ely, even 
now, thin streaks of glimmering light steal on the darkness 
of the east. If so, my life is but one hour more. I will 
not watch the coming dawn ; but in the darkness of my 
cell, my last prayer, to thee. Power Supreme I shall be for 
my wife and child I Grant them to dwell in innocence and 
peace ; grant health and purity of mind — all else is worthless 

[Retires into the dungeon 

Sent. Who 's there ? answer quickly I who 's there ? 

Rol. [Without] A friar come to visit your prisoner. 

Enter Holla, disguised as a Monk 

Rot Inform me, friend — ^is not Alonzo, the Spanish 
prisoner, confined in this dungeon 
Sent. He is. 

Rot I must speak with him. 

Sent. You must not. [Stopping him with his spear 

Rot He is my friend. 
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Sent. Not if he were your brother. 

RoL What is to be his l^te 1 

Sent He dies at sunrise. 

Rol. Ha I then I am come In time. 

Sent Just — ^to witness his death. 

RoL Soldier, I must speak with him. 

Sent Back, back 1 It is impossible ! 

RoL I* do entreat thee but for one moment 

Sent, You entreat in vain ; my orders are most strict. 

RoL Even now, I saw a messenger go hence. 

Sent He brought a pass, which we are all accustoflied to 
obey. 

RoL Look on this wedge of massive gold — ^look on these 
precious gems. In thy own land they will be wealth for 
thee and thine beyond thy hope <wr wish. Take them — 
they are thine. Let me but pass one minute with Al(mzo. 

Sent Away I wouldst thou corrupt me ? — ^me I an old 
Castilian I I know my duty better. 

RoL Soldier I hast thou a wife ? 

Sent. I have. 

RoL Hast thou children? 

Sent Four — honest, lovely boys. 

RoL Where didst thou leave them ? 

Sent In my native village — even in the cot where 
myself was born. 

RoL Dost thou loye thy ehildren and thy wife ? 

Sent Do I love th^n I — God knows my heart — I do. 

RoL Soldier I — ^imagine thou wert doomed to die a cruel 
death in this strange land ; what would be thy last request ? 

Sent That some of my comrades should carry my dying 
blessing to my wife and children. 

RoL Oh, but if that comrade was at thy prison gate — and 
should there be told — ^thy fellow-soldier dies at sunrise— yet 
thou Shalt not for a moment see him — ^nor shalt thou, bear 
his dying blessing to his poor children or his wretched wife 
— what wouldst thou think of him, who thus could drive 
thy comrade from the door? 

Sent Howl 

RoL Alonzo has a wife and child — I am come but to 
receive for her and for her babe the last blessing of my 
friend. 

Sent Go in. [Retires 

RoL Oh, holy Nature I thou dost never plead in vain. 
There is not, of our earth, a creature bearing form, and life. 
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i'rtunan or savage, native of the forest wfld ot giddy air, 
aTound whose parent bosom thtwi hast not a cord entwined 
of power to tie them to their offspring's claims, and at thy 
will' to draw them back to thee. On iron pinions borne, 
the bl'ood-stained vnltra-e deaves the storm, yet is the 
pimnage dosest to her breast soft as the cygnet's down, 
and o'er her unshelled brood the murmuring ringdove sits 
not more gently I Yes, now he is beyond the porch, barring 
the outer gate I — Alonzo I Alonzo I my friend I Ha I in 
gentle rfeep ! — ^Alonzo I rise f 

Re-enter Alonzo 

Alon. [Within,] Howl fer my hour elapsed? Well^— 
IReturninff from the recess.] I am ready. 

RoL Alonzo, know me ? 

Alon. What voice is that ? 

Rol. 'Tis Rolla's. [Takes off his disguise 

Alon. RoUa I — my friend I — [Embraces him.] Heavens I 
how couldst thou pass the guard ? Did this habit 

Rol. There is not a moment to be lost in words. This 
disguise I tore from the dead body of a friar, as I passed 
our field of battle ; It has gained me entrance to thy 
dungeon — ^now take ft thou, and fly. 

Alon. And Rolla 

Rol. Will remain here in thy place. 

Alon. And die for me t No I rather eternal tortures 
rack me. 

Rol. I shall not dfe, Alonzo. It is thy life Pizarro seeks, 
not Rolla's ; and from my prison soon will thy arm deliver 
me. Or, should it be otherwise, I am as a blighted plantain, 
standing alone amid the sandy desert ; nothing seeks or 
lives beneath my shelter. Thou art a husband, and a 
father ; the being of a lovely wife and helpless infant hangs 
upon thy Hfe. Go I go I Alonzo I go f to save not thysielf, 
but Cora, and thy child I 

Alon. Urge me not thus, my friend I I had prepared to 
die in peace. 

Rol. To die in peace I devoting her thou 'st sworn to 
live for to madness, misery, and death I For, be assured, 
the state 1 left her in forbids all hope but from thy quick 
return. 

Alon. Oh, God I 

RoL If thou art yet Irresolute, Alonzo, now heed m« 
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well. I think thou hast not known that Holla ever pledged 
his word, and shrunk from its fulfilment. And by the 
heart of truth I swear, if thou art proudly obstinate to 
deny thy friend the transport of preserving Cora's life, in 
thee, no power that sways the will of man shall stir me 
hence ; and thou 'It but have the desperate triumph of 
seeing RoUa perish by thy side, with the assured conviction 
that Cora and thy child are lost for ever. 

Alon. Oh, RoUal you distract me I 

RoL Begone I A moment's further pause, and all is lost. 
The dawn approaches. Fear not for me — I will treat with 
Pizarro as for surrender and submission. I shall gain time, 
doubt not, while thou, with a chosen band, passing the 
secret way, mayst at night return, release thy friend, and 
bear him back in triumph. Yes, hasten, dear Alonzol 
Even now I hear the frantic Cora call thee 1 Haste I haste 1 
haste I 

Alon. RoUa, I fear thy friendship drives me from honour, 
and from right. 

RoL Did Rolla ever counsel dishonour to his friend ? 

Alon. Oh I my preserver I [Embraces him 

RoL I feel thy warm tears dropping on my cheek. Go ; 
I am rewarded. [Throws the Friar's garment over Alonzo.] 
There I conceal thy face, and that they may not clank, hold 
fast thy chains. Now — God be with thee I 

Alon. At night we meet again. Then, so aid me Heaven I 
I return to save — or — ^perish with thee I [Exit 

RoL [Looking after him.] He has passed the outer porch. 
He is safe 1 He will soon embrace his wife and child I — 
Now, Cora, didst thou not wrong me? This is the first 
time throughout my life I ever deceived man. Forgive me, 
God of truth I if I am wrong. Alonzo flatters himself that 
we shall meet again. Yes — ^there I — [Lifting his hands to 
heaven.] Assuredly, we shall meet again : there possess 
in peace the joys of everlasting love and friendship — on 
earth, imperfect and embittered. I will retire, lest the 
guard return before Alonzo may have passed their lines. 

[Retires into the dungeon 
Enter Elvira 

Elv. No, not Pizarro's brutal taunts, not the glowing 
admiration which I fed for this noble youth, shall raise 
an interest in my harassed bosom which honour would 
not sanction. If he reject the vengeance my heart has 
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sworn against the tyrant, whose death alone can save this 
land, yet shall the delight be mine to restore him to his 
Cora's arms, to his dear child, and to the unoffending people, 
whom his virtues guide and valour guards. — ^Alonzo, come 
forth I 

Re-enter Holla 

Ha I who art thou ? where is Alonzo ? 

Rol. Alonzo's fled. 

Elv. Fled! 

RoL Yes — and he must not be pursued. Pardon this 
roughness, — [Seizing her hand,] but a moment 's precious 
to Alonzo's flight. 

Elv. What if I call the guard ? 

RoL Do so — ^Alonzo still gains time. 

Elv. What if thus I free myself? [Shows a dagger 

Rol. Strike it to my heart — still, with the convulsive 
grasp of death, I 'U hold thee fast. 

Elv. Release me — I give my faith, I neither will alarm 
the guard nor cause pursuit. 

Rol. At once I trust thy word : a feeling boldness in 
those eyes assures me that thy soul is noble. 

Elv. What is thy name ? Speak freely : by my order the 
guard is removed beyond the outer porch. 

Rol. My name is Rolla. 

Elv. The Peruvian leader? 

RoL I was so yesterday : to-day, the Spaniards' cap- 
tive. 

Elv. And friendship for Alonzo moved thee to this 
act? 

RoL Alonzo is my friend ; I am prepared to die for him. 
Yet is the cause a motive stronger far than friendship. 

Elv. One only passion else could urge such generous 
rashness. 

RoL And that is 

Elv. Love? 

RoL True I 

Elv. Gallant, ingenuous Rolla I Know that my purpose 
here was thine ; and were I to save thy friend 

Rol. How I a woman blessed with gentleness and 
courage, and yet not Cora I 

Elv. Does Rolla think so meanly of all female hearts ? 

Rol. Not so, you are worse and better than we are I 

Elv. Were I to save thee, Rolla, from the tyrant's 



Digitized by 



Google 



4M PIZARRO Act IV 

ve«geaiiice, restore tbee to. thy nativje lame]* and thy native 
land to peace, wouldst thou not rank Elvira with the good ? 

Bid. To Judg^ th^ .action, I must know the means. 

Elv, Tak^ this dagger. 

RoL How to be used ? 

Elv. I will conduct thee to the tent where fell Pizarro 
sleeps — the scourge of innocence, the terror of thy race, 
the fiend that desolates thy afflicted country. 

RoL Have you not been injured by Pizarro ? 

Elv. Deeply as scorn and insult can infuse their deadly 
veaom. 

RoL And you ask that I shall murder him in his sleep ! 

Elv. Would he not have murdered Alonzo in his chains ? 
He that sleeps, and he that 's bounds are equally defenceless. 
Hear me, Rolla — so may I prosper in this perilous act, as 
searching my full heart, I have put by all rancorous motive 
of private vengeance there, and feel that I advance to my 
dread purpose in the cause of human nature and at the 
call of sacred justice. 

RoL The God of justice sanctifies no evil as a step 
towards good. Great actions cannot be achieved by wicked 
means. 

ElVr Then, Peruvian I since thou dost feel so coldly for 
thy country's wrongs, this hand, though it revolt my soul, 
shall strike the blow. 

RoL Then is thy destruction certain, and for Peru thou 
perishest 1 Give me the dagger I 

EId, Now follow me. But first — and dreadful is the 
hard necessity — thou must strike down the guard. 

RoL The soldier who was on duty here ? 

Elv. Yes, him— else, seeing thee, the alarm will be instant. 

RoL And I must stab that soldier as I pass ? Take back 
thy dagger. 

EId. Rolla! 

RoL That soldier, mark me, is a man. AU are not men 
that bear the human form. He refused my prayers, 
refused my gold, denying to admit me, till his own feelings 
bribed him. For my nation's safety, I would not harm 
that manl 

Elv. Then he must with us — I will answer for his safety. 

RoL Be that plainly understood between us : for, 
whatever betide our enterprise, I will not risk a hair of 
that man's head to save my heart strings from consuming 
fire. [Exeunt 
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Sc^NS II.— PizARBo's Tent 

PizABRO is dUcQpered op. a cQuch in disturbed sleep 

Piz, [Jn his sleep,] No, mercy, traitor 1 — Now at his 
heart I — Stand off there, you 1 — Let me see him bleed 1 — 
Ha I ha I ha I-^Let me hear that groan again. 

Enter Rolla and Elvira 

Elu. There 1 Now, lose not a moment 

RoL You must leave me now. This scene of blood fits 
not a woman's presence. 

EId, But a moment's pause may 

RoL Go, retire to your own tent, and return not here — 
I will come to you. Be thou not known in this business, 
I implore you ! 

Elv. I win withdraw the guard that waits. [Exit 

RoL Now have I in my power the accursed destroyer of 
my country's peace : yet tranquilly he rests. God 1 can 
this man sleep ? 

Piz, [In his sleep.] Away ! away ! hideous fiends 1 Tear 
not my bosom thus 1 

RoL No ; I was in error — the balm of sweet repose he 
never more can know. Look here, ambition's fools 1 ye 
by whose inhuman pride the bleeding sacrifice of nations is 
held as nothing, behold the rest of the guilty I — He is at 

my mercy — and one blow I No I my heart and hand 

refuse the act : Rolla cannot be an assassin 1 Yet Elvira 
must be saved I — [Approaches the couch,] Pizarro 1 awake I 

Piz: [Starts up,] Who ?— Guard I 

RoL Speak not — another word is thy death. Call not 
for aid I this arm will be swifter than thy guard. 

Piz. Who art thou ? and what Is thy will ? 

RoL 1 am thine enemy I Peruvian Rolla 1 Thy death 
is not my will, or I could have slain thee sleeping. 

Piz, Speak, what else ? 

RoL Now thou art at my mercy, answer me 1 Did a 
Peruvian ever yet wrong or injiu'e thee, or any of thy 
nation ? Didst thou, or any of thy nation, ^ver yet show 
mercy to a Peruvian in thy power ? Now shalt thou f^el, 
and if thou hast a heart thou 'It f^el it keenly, a Peruvian's 
vengeance l~[Drops the dagger ai his feet.] There I 
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Piz. Is it possible ? [Walks aside confounded 

Rol. Can Pizarro be surprised at this ? I thought for- 
giveness of injuries had been the Christian's precept. 
Thou seest, at least, it is the Peruvian's practice. 
Piz. Holla, thou hast indeed surprised — ^subdued me. 

[Walks aside again as in irresolute thought 

Re-enter Elvira, not seeing Pizarro 

Elv. Is it done ? Is he dead ? — [Sees Pizarro.] How I 
still living I Then I am lost I And for you, wretched 
Peruvians I mercy is no more ! O Holla : treacherous, or 
cowardly ? 

Piz. How 1 can it be that 

Rol. Away 1 — Elvira speaks she knows not what I — [To 
Elvira.] Leave me, I conjure you, with Pizarro. 

EId. How 1 Holla, dost thou think I shall retract ? or 
that I meanly will deny that in thy hand I placed a poinard 
to be plunged into that tyrant's heart ? No : my sole 
regret is that I trusted to thy weakness, and did not strike 
the blow myself. Too soon thou 'It learn that mercy to 
that man is direct cruelty to all thy race ! 

Piz. Guard I quick 1 a guard, to seize this frantic 
woman. 

Elv. Yes, a guard I I call them too I And soon I know 
they '11 lead me to my death. But think not, Pizarro, the 
fury of thy flashing eyes shall awe me for a moment I Nor 
think that woman's anger, or the feelings of an injured 
heart, prompted me to this design. No I had I been only 
influenced so — thus failing, shame and remorse would weigh 
me down. But, though defeated and destroyed, as now 
I am, such is the greatness of the cause that urged me, I 
shall perish, glorying in the attempt, and my last breath 
of life shall speak the proud avowal of my purpose — ^to 
have rescued millions of innocents from the bloodthirsty 
tyranny of one — ^by ridding the insulted world of thee. 

Rol. Had the act been noble as the motive, Holla would 
not have shrunk from its performance. 

Enter Guards 

Piz. Seize this discovered fiend, who sought to kill your 
leader. 

Elv. Touch me not, at the peril of your souls ; I am your 
prisoner, and will f<^ow you. But thou, their triumphant 
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leader, first shall hear me. Yet, first — for thee, Rolla, 
accept my forgiveness ; even had I been the victim of thy 
nobleness of heart, I should have admired thee for it. But 
'twas myself provoked my doom — ^thou wouldst have 
shielded me. Let not thy contempt follow me to the 
grave. Didst thou but know the fiend-like arts by which 
this hypocrite first undermined the virtue of a guileless 
heart 1 how, even in the pious sanctuary wherein I dwelt, 
by corruption and by fraud he practised upon those in 
whom I most confided — till my distempered fancy led me, 
step by step, into the abyjss of guilt 

Piz. Why am I not obeyed ? Tear her hence 1 

Elu. 'Tis past — ^but didst thou know my story, Rolla, 
thou wouldst pity me. 

RoL From my soul I do pity thee I 

Piz. Villains I drag her to the dungeon ! — ^prepare the 
torture instantly. 

Elv. Soldiers, but a moment more — 'tis to applaud your 
generaL It is to tell the astonished world that, for once, 
Pizarro's sentence is an act of justice : yes, rack me with 
the sharpest tortures that ever agonised the human frame, 
it will be justice. Yes, bid the minions of thy fury wrench 
forth the sinews of those arms that have caressed — and 
even have defended thee ! Bid them pour burning metal 
into the bleeding cases of these eyes, that so oft — oh, God I 
— ^haye hung with love and homage on thy looks — ^then 
^proach me bound on the abhorred wheel — ^there glut thy 
savage eyes with the convulsive spasms of that dishonoured 
bosom which was once thy pillow I — ^yet will I bear it all ; 
for it wUl be justice, all I and when thou shalt bid them 
tear me to my death, hoping that thy unshrinking ears may 
at last be feasted with the music of my cries, I will not utter 
one shriek or groan ; but to the last gasp my body's 
patience shall deride thy vengeance, as my soul defies thy 
power. 

Piz. Hearest thou the wretch whose, hands were even 
now prepared for murder? 

RoL Yes I and if her accusation 's false, thou wilt not 
shrink from hearing her ; if true, thy barbarity cannot 
make her suffer the pangs thy conscience will inflict on 
thee. 

Elv. And now, farewell, world 1 — Rolla, farewell I — 
farewell, thou condemned of Heaven I [To Pizarro] for 
repentance and remorse, I know, will never touch thy 
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heart. — ^We shall meet agahi. — Ha ! be it thy horrof b^re 
to know that we shall meet hereafter I And wbefi thy 
parting hour approaches — hark to the knell, whose dreadful 
beat will strike to thy despairing soul. Then will vibrate 
on thy ear the curses of the cloistered saint from whom 
thou stolest me. Then the last shrieks which burst from 
my mother's breaking heart, as she died, appealing to h^ 
God against the seducer of her child I Then the blood- 
stifled groan of my murdered brother^— murdered by th^, 
feU monster t — seeking atonement for his sister's ruified 
honour. I hear them now I To me the recolleetiorfi 's 
madness 1 At such an hour what Will it be to thee 7 

Pit. A moment's nftore delay, and at the peril of your 
lives 

Elv. I have spoken— and the last mort^ frailty of my 
heart to passed. And now, with an undaunted spirit stnd 
unshaken firmness, I go to meet my destiny. That I COttfd 
neit Mve nobly has been Pizarro's act ; that I will die nobly 
shall be my own. [Exit ffaarded 

Piz, R(^a, I would not thou, a warrior, valiant and re- 
nowned, ^Muldst credit the vne tales of this frantic woman. 
The cause of all this f ory-^-oh I a wanton passion tot the 
iiebel youth Alonzo, now my prisoner. 

Rot, Alonzo is not now thy prisoner^ 

Pit, Howl 

Rol I came to rescue htmn-to deceive his guard. I have 
sftMceeded;: I remain thy ^prisoner. 

Pit, Alonzo fled ! Is then the vengeance dearest to my 
heart never to be gratified? 

RoL Dismiss such passions from thy heart, then thou It 
consult its peace. 

Piz. I can face all enemies that dare confront me — I 
cannot war against my natafre. 

R(A, Then, Pizarro, ask not to be deemed a hero r to 
triumph o'er ourselves is the only conquest where fortune 
makes no claim. In battle, chance may snatch the laurel 
from thee, or chance may place ft on thy brow ; but in a 
contest with thyself, be resolute, and the virtuous impulse 
must be the victor. 

Piz, Peruvian \ thou Shalt not fln<I me to thee ungrateful 
or ungenerous. Return to your countrymen — you are at 
liberty. 

RoL Thou dost act in this as honour and as duty bid 
thee. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act V PIZARRO 411 

Piz. I cannot but admire thee, Rolla : I wotiM we might 
i)e friends. 

RoL Farewell 1 pity Elvira 1 become the friend of virtue 
— and thou wilt be mine. [Exit 

Piz. Ambition I tell me what is the phantom I have 
followed ? where is the one delight which it has made my 
own ? My fame is the mark of envy, my love the dupe of 
treachery, my glory eclipsed by the boy I taught, my 
revenge defeated and rebuked by the rude honour of a 
savage foe, before whose native dignity of soul I have 
sunk confounded and subdued I I would I could retrace 
my steps 1 — I cannot. "Would I could evade my own re- 
flections 1 No 1 thought and memory are my hell I 

[Exit 



ACT FIVE 

Scene I. — A Forest In the background a Hut 

Cora is discovered leaning ova* her Child, who is laid on a 
bed of leaves and moss, — A Storm, with thunder and 
lightning 

Cora. O Nature I thou hast not the strength of love. My 
anxious spirit is untired In its march ; my wearied shivering 
frame sinks under it. And for thee, my boy, when faint 
beneath thy lovely burden, could I refuse to give thy 
slumbers that poor bed of rest I O my child I were I 
assured thy father breathes no more, how quickly would I 
lay me down by thy dear side I — ^but down — down for ever 1 
— [Thunder and lightning.] I ask thee not, unpitying 
storm I to abate thy rage in mercy to poor Cora's misery ; 
nor while thy thunders spare his slumbers will I disturb my 
sleeping cherub ; though Heaven knows I wish to hear the 
voice of life, and feel that life is near me. But I will endiu'e 
all while what I have of reason holds. [Sings 

Yes, yes, be meroUess, thou tempest dire; 

Unaw*d, unshelter'd, I thy fury brave. 
1*U bare my bosom to thy forked fire, 

Let it but guide me to Alonzo's grave ; 

O'er his pale catae then, trhile thy lightnings glii^ 
111 press his clay-cold lips, and perish there. 
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But thou wilt wake again, my boy, 
Again thou It rise to life and joy— 

Thy father never I— 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light. 
Unconscious that eternal night 

Veils his for ever. 

On yon green bed of moss there lies my child, 
Oh I safer lies from these chilled arms apart ; 

He sleeps, sweet lamb ! nor heeds the tempest wild. 
Oh ! sweeter sleeps than near this breaking heart. 

Alas I my babe, if thou wouldst peaceful rest, 
Thy cradle must not be thy mother's breast. 

Yet thou wilt wake again, my boy. 
Again thou 'It rise to life and joy— 

Thy father never I — 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the flight. 
Unconscious that eternal night 

Veils his for ever. 

[Thunder and lightning 

Still, still implacable 1 unfeeling elements ! yet still dost 
thou sleep, my smiling innocent I O Death I when wilt 
thou grant to this babe's mother such repose ? Sure I 
may shield thee better from the storm ; my veil may 

[While she is wrapping her mantle and her veil over hinip 
Alonzo's DQice is heard in the distance 

Alon. Coral 

Cora, Ha 1 [Rises 

Alon, Coral 

Cora, Oh, my heart 1 Sweet Heaven, deceive me not I 
Is it not Alonzo's voice? 
Alon. [Nearer,] Cora 1 
Cora. It is — ^it is Alonzo ! 
Alon. [Nearer still] Cora! my beloved! 
Cora. Alonzo I — Here 1 here 1 — ^Alonzo I [Runs out 

Enter two Spanish Soldiers 

1st Sold. I tell you we are near our out-posts, and the 
word we heard just now was the countersign. 

2nd Sold, Well, in oiu* escape from the enemy, to have 
discovered their secret passage through the rocks will prove 
a lucky chance to us. Pizarro will reward us. 

1st Sold. This way : the sun, though clouded, is on our 
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left. — [Perceives the Child.] What have we here ? — ^A child, 
as I 'm a soldier I 

2nd Sold. 'Tis a sweet little babe I Now would it be a 
great charity to take this infant from its pagan mot^ier's 
power. 

Is^ Sold, It would so : I have one at home shall play 
with it. — Gome along. [Exeunt with the Cuii.t> 

Cora. [Without.] This way, dear Alonzol 

Re-enter Cora, with Alonzo 

Now am I right — ^there — there — under that tree. Was it 
possible the instinct of a mother's heart could mistake the 
spot ? Now wilt thou look at him as he sleeps, or shall I 
bring him waking with his full, blue, laughing eyes, to 
welcome you at once ? Yes, yes I Stand thou there ; 
I 'U snatch him from his rosy slumber, blushing like the 
perfumed morn. 

[She runs up to the spot, and finding only the mantle and 
veil, which she tears from the ground, and the Child 
gone, shrieks. 

Alon. [Running to her.] Coral My heart's beloved I 

Cora. He is gone 1 

Alon. Eternal God I 

Cora. He is gone! — my child I my child! 

Alon. Where didst thou leave him ? 

Cora. [Dashing herself on the spot.] Here I 

Alon. Be calm, beloved Cora ; he has waked and crept 
to a little distance ; we shall find him. Are you assured 
this was the spot you left him in ? 

Cora. Did not these hands make that bed and shelter for 
him ? and is not this the veil that covered him ? 

Alon. Here is a hut yet unobserved. 
• Cora. Ha I yes, yes I there lives the savage that has 
robbed me of my child. — [Beats at the door.] Give me back 
my child ! restore to me my boy I 

Enter Las-Casas from the hut 

Las-Cas. Who calls me from my wretched solitude ? 

Cora. Give me back my child I — [Goes into the hut and 
calls.] Fernando ! 

Alon. Almighty powers ! do my eyes deceive me ? Las- 
Gasas I 

Las-Casas. Alonzo, my beloved young friend I 
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Alon. My revered instmctor I [Embracing 

Re-enter Cora 

(jOra. Will you embrace this man before he restores my 
boy? 

Alon, Alas, my friend ! in what a moment of misery do 
we meet I 

Cora, Yet his look is goodness and hmnanity. Good old 
man, have compassion on a wretched mother, and I will be 
yoiu* servant while I live. But do not — for pity's sake, 
do not say you have him not I do not say you have not 
seen him. [Runs into the wood 

Las-Cas, What can this mean? 

AloR. She is my wife. Just rescued from the Spaniards' 
prison, I learned she had fled to this wild forest. Hearing 
my voice, she left the chUd, and flew to meet me : he was 
left sleeping under yonder tree. 

Re-enter Cora 

Las-Cos, How I did you leave him ? 

Cora. Oh, you are right 1 right I unnatural mother that I 
was ! I left my child, I forsook my innocent I But I will 
fly to the earth's brink, but I will find him. [Runs out 

Alon. Forgive me, Las-^Casas, I must foUow her ; for at 
night I attempt brave RoUa's rescue. 

Las-Cas. I will not leave thee, Alonzo. You must try to 
lead her to the right : that way lies your camp. Wait not 
my infirm steps : I follow thee, my friend. {Exeunt 



Scene II. — The Outpost of the Spanish Camp. In the baek^ 
ground a torrent, over which a bridge is formed by a felled 
tree. Trumpets sound without" • 

Enter Almaoro, followed by Soldiers, leading Rolla in 

chains 

Aim. Bear him along ; his story must be false. 

Rol. False I Rolla utter falsehood t I would I had thee 
in a desert with thy troop around thee, ^nd I but with my 
sword in this unshackled hand I [Trumpets without 

Aim. Is it to be crediited that Rolla, the renowned 
Peruvian hero, should be detected, like a spy, skulking 
through ova camp ? 
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Rol SkiiUdngi 

Aim. But answer to the general ; he Is here. 

Enter Pizarho 

Piz. What do I see ? Rolla I 

Rol. Oh, to thy surprise, no doubt I 

Piz, And bound too I 

RoL So fast, thou needst not fear approaching me. 

Aim, The guards surprised him passing our outpost. 

Piz, Release him instantly 1 Believe me, I regret this 
insult. 

RoL You feel then as you ought. 

Piz. Nor can I brook to see a warrior of RoUa's fame 
disarmed. Accept this, though it has been thy enemy's. — 
[Gives a sword,] The Spaniards know the courtesy that 's 
due to valour. 

Rol. And the Peruvians how to forget offence. 

Piz, May not Rolla and Pizarro cease to be foes ? 

Rol, When the sea divides us ; yes I May I now depart ? 

Piz, Freely. 

RoL And shall I not again be intercepted ? 

Piz. No I Let the word be given that Rolla passes freely. 

Enter Davtlla and Soldiers, with Alonzo's Child 

Dav. Here are two soldiers, captured yesterday, who 
have escaped from the Peruvian hold-^ahd by the secret 
way we have so long endeavoured to discover. 

Piz, Silence, imprudent I Seest thou not 

[Pointing to Rolla 

D(W. In their way, they found a Peruvian child* who 
seems-—— 

Piz, What is the imp to me ? Bid them toss it into the 
sib. 

RoL Gracious Heavens I it is AJpnzo's child I Give It 
to me. 

Pit. Hal Alonzo's child I — [Takes the Chilv,] Welcome, 
thou pretty hostage. Now Alonzo is again my prisoner I 

Rol Thou wilt not keep the infant from its mother ? 

Piz, Will I not 1 What, when I shall meet Alonzo In the 
heat of the victorious fight, thinkest thou I shall not have a 
check upon the* valour of his heart, when he is reminded 
that a word of mine is this child's death ? 

RoL I do not understand thee 
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Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of hate to settle 
with Alonzol and this pledge may help to settle the 
account. [Gives the Child to a Soldier 

RoL Man I Man I Art thou a man ? Couldst thou 
hurt that innocent ? — By Heaven 1 it 's smiling in thy 
face. 

Piz. Tell me, does it resemble Cora. 

RoL Pizarro I thou hast set my heart on fire. If thou 
dost harm that child, think not his blood will sink into the 
barren sand. No I faithful to the eager hope that now 
trembles in this indignant heart, 'twill rise to the common 
God of nature and humanity, and cry aloud for vengeance 
on his accursed destroyer's head. 

Piz. Be that peril mine. 

Red. [Throwing himself at his feet] Behold me at thy feet 
— me. Holla I — me, the preserver of thy life 1 — me, that 
have never yet bent or bowed before created man I In 
humble agony I sue to thee — ^prostrate I implore thee — ^but 
spare that child, and I will be thy slave. 

Piz. Rolla I still art thou free to go — ^this boy remains 
with me. 

RoL Then was this sword Heaven's gift, not thine I — 
[Seizes the Child.] Who moves one step to follow me dies 
upon the spot. [Exit with the Child 

Piz. Pursue him instantly — ^but spare his life. — [Exeunt 
Davilla and Almaoro with Soldiers.] With what fury 
he defends himself I Ha I he fells them to the ground-^-and 

now 

Re-enter Almagro 

Aim. Three of your brave soldiers are already victims to 
your command to spare this madman's life ; and if he once 
gain the thicket , 

Piz. Spare him no longer. — [Exit Almagro.] Their guns 
must reach him — he 'U yet escape — ^holloa to those horse — 
the Peruvian sees them — and now he turns among the rocks 
— ^then is his retreat cut off. — [Rolla crosses the wooden 
bridge over the cataract pursued by the Soldiers — they fire 
at him — a shot strikes him.] Now I — quick I quick I seize 
the cMld I 

[Rolla tears from the rock the tree which supports the 
bridge, and retreats by the background, bearing off the 
Child 
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Re-enter Almagro and Davilia 

Aim. By hell 1 he has escaped I — and with the child 
unhurt. 

Dav, No — He bears his death with him. Believe me I 
saw him struck upon the side.' 

Piz. But the child Is saved — Alonzo's child 1 Oh I the 
furies of disappointed vengeance I 

Aim, Away with the revenge of words — ^let us to deeds I 
Forget not we have acquired the knowledge of the secret 
pass, which through the rocky cavern's gloom brings you 
at once to the stronghold where are lodged their women and 
their treasures. 

Piz, Right, Almagro 1 Swift as thy thought, draw forth 
a daring and a chosen band — I will not wait for numbers. 
Stay, Almagro I Valverde is informed Elvira dies to-day. 

Aim, He is — and one request alone she 

Piz, I '11 hear of none. 

Aim, The boon is small — 't is but for the noviciate habit 
which you first beheld her in — she wishes not to suffer in 
the gaudy trappings which remind her of her shame. 

Piz, Well, do as thou wilt — ^but tell Valverde, at our 
return, as his life shall answer it, to let me hear that she is 
dead. [Exeunt severally 

Scene III. — Atauba's Tent 

Enter Ataliba, followed by Cora and Alonzo 

Cora. Oh I avoid me not, Ataliba I To whom, but to her 
king, is the wretched mother to address her griefs. The 
gods refuse to hear my prayers I Did not my Alonzo fight 
for thee ? and will not my sweet boy, if thou It but restore 
him to me, one day fight thy battles too ? 

Alon, Oh I my suffering love — my poor heart-broken 
Cora I — thou but wound'st our sovereign's feeling soul, 
and not reliev'st thy own. 

Cora, Is he our sovereign, and has he not the power to 
give me back my child ? 

Ata, When I reward desert, or can relieve my people, I 
feel what is the real glory of a Jcing — when I hear them 
suffer, and cannot aid them, I mourn the impotence of all 
mortal power. 

Soldiers, [Without.] RoUa ! RoUa I RoUa 1 

TB-N 
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Enter Rolla, bleeding, with the Child, followed 
by Peruvian Soldiers 

Rol. Thy chUd ! 

[Gives the Child into Cora's armsy and falls 
Cora, Oh, God I there 's blood upon him I 
Rol. 'Tis my blood. Coral 
Alon, Rolla, thou diestl 
Rol. For thee, and Cora. [Dies 

Enter Orano 

Ora. Treachery has revealed our asylum in the rocks. 
Even now the foe assails the peaceful band retired for pro- 
tection there. 

Alon, Lose not a moment 1 Soldiers, be quick I Your 
wives and children cry to you. Bear our loved hero's body 
in the van : 'twill raise the fury of our men to madness. 
Now, fell Pizarro ! the death of one of us is near 1 Away I 
Be the word of assault. Revenge and RoUa I 

[Exeunt, Charge 



Scene IV.— A Recess among the Rocks 

Enter Pizarro, Almagro, Valverde, and Spanish 
Soldiers 

Piz, Well I if surrounded, we must perish in the centre 
of them. Where do Rolla and Alonzo hide their heads ? 

Enter Alonzo, Orano, and Peruvian Warriors 

Alon. Alonzo answers thee, and Alonzo's sword shall 
speak for Rolla. 

Piz. Thou knowest the advantage of thy numbers. Thou 
darest not singly face Pizarro* 

Alon. Peruvians, stir not a man ! Be this contest only 
ours. 

Piz. Spaniards I observe ye the same. — [Charge. They 
fight. Alonzo's shield is broken and he is beat down.] Now, 
traitor, to thy heart I 

[At this moment Elvii^a enters, habited as when Pizarro 
first beheld her. Pizarro, appalled, staggers back, 
Alonzo renews the fight and slays him. Loud shouts 
from the Peruvians 
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J Enter Ataliba 

Ata. My brave Alonzo I [Embraces Alonzo 

Aim. Alonzo, we submit. Spare us I we will embark, 
' and leave the coast. 

VaL Elvira will confess I saved her life ; she has saved 
thine. 

Alon. Fear not. You are safe. 

{Spaniards lay doum their arms 

Elv. Valverde speaks the truth ; nor could he think to 
meet me here. An awful impulse, which my soul could not 
I resist, impelled me hither. 

Alon. NoWe Elvira I my preserver I How can I spe«bk 
what I, Ataliba, and his rescued country, owe to thee I 
If amid this grateful nation thou wouldst remai n 

Elv. Alonzo, no I the destination of my future life is 
fixed. Humbled in penitence, I will endeavour to atone 
the guilty errors, which, however masked by shallow 
cheerfulness, have long consumed my secret heart. "When, 
by my sufferings purified and penitence sincere, my soul 
shall dare address the Throne of Mercy in behalf of others, 
for thee, Alonzo, for thy Cora, and thy chUd — ^for thee, thou 
^drtuous monarch, and the innocent race thou reignest over, 
shall Elvira's prayer address the God of Nature.^ — ^Valverde, 
you have preserved my life. Cherish humanity, avoid the 
foul examples thou hast viewed. — Spaniards, returning to 
your native home, assure your rulers they mistake the road 
to glory or to power. Tell them that the pursuits of avarice, 
conquests, and ambition never yet made a people happy, 
or a nation greati 

[Casts a look of agony on the dead body of Pizarro as she 
passes and exit. Flourish of trumpets. Valverde, 
Almagro, and Spanish Soldiers, exeunt, bearing off 
PiZARRo's body. 

Alon. Ataliba I think not I wish to check the voice of 
triumph, when I entreat we first may pay the tribute due 
to our loved Rolla's memory. 

[A solemn march. Procession of Peruvian Soldiers, 
bearing Rolla's body on a bier surrounded by military 
trophies. The Priests, and Priestesses attending 
chant a dirge over the bier. Alonzo and Cora kneel on 
either side of it, and kiss Holla's hands in silent 
agony: The curtain slowly descends* 
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EPILOGUE 

WRITTEN BY THE HON. WILLIAM LAMB 

Spoken by Mrs. Jordan 

Ere yet suspense has still'd its throbbing fear 

Or melancholy wiped the grateful tear, 

While e'en the miseries of a sinking state, 

A monarch's danger, and a nation's fate. 

Command not now your eyes with grief to flow 

Lost in a trembling mother's nearer woe ; 

What moral lay shall poetry rehearse. 

Or how shall elocution pour the verse 

So sweetly, that its music shall repay 

The loved allusion which it drives away? 

Mine is the task, to rigid custom due, 

To me ungrateful as 'tis harsh to you, 

To mar the work the tragic scene has wrought, 

To rouse the mind that broods in pensive thought. 

To scare reflection, which, in absent dreams, 

StiU lingers musing on the recent themes; 

Attention, ere with contemplation tired. 

To turn from all that pleased, from all that fired; 

To weaken lessons strongly now impress'd. 

And chill the interest glowing in the breast — 

Mine is the task ; and be it mine to spare 

The souls that pant, the grief they see, to share ; 

Let me with no unhaUow'd jest deride 

The sigh, that sweet compassion owns with pride — 

The sigh of comfort, to affliction dear. 

That kindness heaves, and virtue loves to hear. 

E'en gay Thalia will not now refuse 

This gentle homage to her sister-muse. 

O ye, who listen to the plaintive strain, 
With strange enjoyment and with rapturous pain. 
Who erst have felt the Stranger's lone despair. 
And Haller's settled, sad, remorseful care, 
Does RoUa's pure affection less excite 
The inexpressive anguish of delight ? 
Do Cora's fears, which beat without control. 
With less solicitude engross the soul? 
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Ah, no I your mind with kindred zeal approve 

Maternal feeling, and heroic love. 

You must approve : where man exists below, 

In temperate climes, or midst drear wastes of snow, 

Or where the solar fires incessant flame, 

Thy laws, all-powerful Nature, are the same : 

Vainly the sophist boasts he can explain 

The causes of thy universal reign — 

More vainly would his cold presumptuous art 

Disprove thy general empire o'er the heart : 

A voice proclaims thee, that we must believe — 

A voice, that surely speaks not to deceive ; 

That voice poor Cora heard, and closely press' d 

Her darling infant to her fearful breast ; 

Distracted dared the bloody field to tread. 

And sought Alonzo through the heaps of dead^ 

Eager to catch the music of his breath, 

Though faltering in the agonies of death. 

To touch his lips, though pale and cold, once more. 

And clasp his bosom, though it streamed with gore; 

That voice too Rolla heard, and, greatly brave. 

His Cora's dearest treasure died to save ; 

Gave to the hopeless parent's arms her child. 

Beheld her transports, and, expiring, smiled. 

That voice we hear — oh I be its will obey'd I 

'Tis valour's impulse, and 'tis virtue's aid — 

It prompts to all benevolence admires. 

To all that heavenly piety inspires. 

To all that praise repeats through lengthen'd years 

That honour sanctifies, and time reveres. 
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To the Right Honourable Countess Spencer, whose 
approbation and esteem were justly considered by Mr. 
Garrigk as the highest panegyric his talents or conduct 
could acquire, this imperfect tribute to his memory is, 
with great deference, inscribed by her ladyship's most 
obedient humble servant, 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan 
March 2Sth, 1779. 



424 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VERSES 

TO 

THE MEMORY OF GARRICK 

SPOKEN AS A MONODY, AT THE THEATRE ROYAL IN DRURY- 

LANE 

If dying excellence deserves a tear, 

If fond remembrance still is cherished here, ' 

Can we persist to bid your sorrows flow 

For fabled suff'rers and delusive woe ? 

Or with quaint smiles dismiss the plaintive straiii» 

Point the quick jest — ^indulge the comic vein— 

Ere yet to buried Roscius we assign 

One kind regret — one tributary line I 

His fame requires we act a tenderer part : 
His memory claims the tear you gave his art I 

JThe general voice, the meed of moiu-nful verse, 
'The splendid sorrows that adorn'd his hearse, 
• The throng that mourn'd as their dead f avoiu'ite passed. 
The graced respect that claim'd him to the last. 
While Shakespere's image from Its hallow'd base 
Seem'd to prescribe the grav«, and point the place, — 
Nor these, — ^nor all the sad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity's domestic woe, — 
So much are Garrick's praise— so much his due— 
As On this spot — one tear bestow'd by you. 

Amid the hearts which seek ingenuous fame^ 
Our toil attempts the most precarious claim. 
To him whose mimic pencil wins the prize. 
Obedient Fame immortal wreaths supplies : 
Whatever of wonder Reynolds now may raise. 
Raphael still boasts contemporary praise : 
Each dazzling Mght and gaudier bloom subdued, 
With undiminished awe his works are view'd I - 
E'en Beauty's portrait wears a softer prime, 
Touch'd by the tender hand of mellowing Time. 

425 
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426 TO THE MEMORY OF GARRICK 

The patient Sculptor owns an humbler part, 
A ruder toil, and more mechanic art ; 
Content with slow and timorous stroke to trace 
The lingering line, and mould the tardy grace : 
But once achieved — ^Uiough barbarous wreck o'erthrow 
The sacred fane, and lay its glories low. 
Yet shall the sculptured ruin rise to-day, 
Gi*aced. l?y defect, and worshipped in decay I 
Th' enduring record bears the artist's name. 
Demands his honours, and asserts his fame, 

Superior hopes the Poet's, bosom fire ; 
O proud distinction of the sacred lyre I 
Wide as th* inspiring Phoebus darts his ray. 
Diffusive splendour gilds his votary's lay. 
Whether the song heroic woe^ rehearse. 
With epic grandeur, dhd the pomp of verse ; 
Or, fondly gay, with unambitious guile, 
•Attempt no prize but favouring beauty's smile ; 
Or bear dejected to the loBely grove 
The soft despair of unprevaiUng love, — 
Whate'er the tlieme-— through every age and dime. 
Congenial passibns meet th' according rhyme; 
The pride of glory— -pity's sigh sincere- 
Youth's earliest blush-rraadbeaaty's virgin tear. 

Such is thdr ilieedr-rtheir honours thus secure. 
Whose arts yield objec^ts, atid whose works endure. 
The Actor only^ shrinks from. Time'* award; 
Feeble tradition is dm memory'^ i^uard ; 
By whose faint breath his meiits must abide» 
Unvouch'd by proof— to substance unalliedl 
E'en matchless Garrick's art, to heav'n resi^'d. 
No fix'd effect,! no model, leaves behind I 

The grace df Action— the ad^ted mien. 
Faithful as nature to the varied scc^ne ;, 
Th' eaqpressive glance — whose 'subtle comment draws 
Entranced attention^ and a mute applause; 
Gesture that marks, with loivce and feeling fraught, 
A sense in silenx^e,: and a will ia> thought; 
Harmonious speech, whose pure and liquid tone 
Gives verse a music, scarce confess'd its 0¥m ; 
As light from gems assumes a brighter ray. 
And clothed with orient hues, transcends the day ! 
Passion's wild bre^-^and frown that awes the sense 
And every charm of gentler eloquence — 
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All perishable I like th' electric fire, 

But strike the frame — and as they strike expire ; 

Incense too pure a bodied flame to bear. 

Its fragrance charms the sense, and blends with air. 

Where then — ^while sunk in cold decay he lies, 
And pale eclipse for ever veils those eyes — 
Where is the blest memorial that ensures 
Oiu" Garrick's fame ? — ^whose is the trust ? — 'Tis yours. 

And O I by every charm his art essay'd 
To sooth your cares I — ^by every grie^ allay'd I 
By the hush'd wonder which his accents drew I 
By his last parting tear, repaid by you I 
By all those thoughts, which many a distant night 
Shall mark his memory with a sad delight I 
Still in your hearts' dear record bear his name ; 
Cherish the keen regret tll^t lifts his fame ; 
To you it is bequeathed, — assert the trust. 
And to his worth — 'tis all you can — ^be just. 

What more is due from sanctifying Time, 
To cheerful wit, and many a favour'd rhyme. 
O'er his gracfed urn shall bloom, a deathless wreath. 
Whose blossom'd sweets shall deck the mask beneath. 
For these, — when Sculpture's votive toil shall rear 
The due memorial of a loss so dear — 
O loveliest mourner, gentle Muse I be thine 
The pleasing woe to guard the laurell'd shrine. 
As Fancy, oft by Superstition led 
To roam the mansions of the sainted dead, 
Has view'd by shadowy eve's unfaithful gloom, 
A weeping cherub on a martyr's tomb — 
So thou, sweet Muse, hang o'er his sculptured bier 
With patient woe, that loves the lingering tear ; 
With thoughts that mourn — nor yet desire relief; 
With meek regret, and fond enduring grief; 
With looks that speak — He never shall return 1 
Chining thy tender bosom, clasp his urn ; 
And with soft sighs disperse th' irreverend dust 
Which Time may strew upon his sacred bust. 



THE END 
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